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PERSONAL APPEARANCE AND HABITS 
OF ROBERT SOUTHEY. 


BY HIS son.* 


ore the youngest of all his children, I had 
not the privilege of knowing my father in 
his best and most joyous years, nor of remem- 
bering Greta Hall when the happiness of its cir- 
cle was unbroken. Much labor and anxiety, 
and many sorrows, had passed over him; and 
although his natural buoyancy of spirit had not 
departed, it was greatly subdued, and I chiefly 

* From an unpublished chapter of the Life and Cor- 
Tespondence of Robert Southey, now in press by Harper 
and Brothers. ad 
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remember its gradual diminution from year to 
| year. 
In appearance he was certainly a very strik- 
| ing looking person, and in early days he had 
by many been considered almost the beaw idéal 
of a poet. Mr. Cottle describes him at the age 
of twenty-two as “tall, dignified, possessing 
great suavity of manners, an eye piercing, a 
countenance full of genius, kindliness, and in- 
telligence ;” and he continues, “I had read so 
much of poetry, and sympathized so much with 
poets in all their eccentricities and vicissitudes, 
that to see before me the realization of a char- 
acter which in the abstract so much absorbed 
my regards, gave me a degree of satisfaction 
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which it would be difficult to express.” Eigh- 
teen years later Lord Byron calls him a prepos- 
sessing looking person, and, with his usual ad- 
mixture of satire, says, ‘To have his head and 
shoulders I would almost have written his Sap- 
phics ;” and elsewhere he speaks of his appear- 
ance as “Epic,” an expression which may be 
either a sneer or a compliment. 

His forehead was very broad ; his height was 


five feet eleven inches; his complexion rather | 


dark, the eyebrows large and arched, the eye 


well shaped and dark brown, the mouth some- | 
what prominent, muscular, and very variously | 


expressive, the chin small in proportion to the 
upper features of his face. He always, while 
in Keswick, wore a cap in his walks, and partly 
from habit, partly from the make of his head 
and shoulders, we never thought he looked well 
or like himself in a hat. He was of a very 
spare frame, but of great activity, and not show- 
ing any appearance of a weak constitution. 

My father’s countenance, like his character, 
seems to have softened down from a certain 
wildness of expression to a more sober and 
thoughtful cast; and many thought him a hand- 
somer man in age than in youth; his eye re- 
taining always its brilliancy, and his counte- 
nance its play of expression. 

The reader will remember his Republican in- 
dependency when an under-graduate at Oxford, 
in rebelling against the supremacy of the col- 
lege barber. Though he did not continue to 
let his hair hang down on his shoulders accord- 


ing to the whim of his youthful days, yet he 
always wore a greater quantity than is usual ; 
and once, on his arrival in town, Chantrey’s first 
greetings to him were accompanied with an in- 


junction to go and get his hair cut. When I 
first remember it, it was turning from a rich 
brown to the steel shade, whence it rapidly be- 
came almost snowy white, losing none of its re- 
markable thickness, and clustering in abundant 
curls over his massive brow. 

For the following remarks on his general 
bearing and habits of conversation I am indebt- 
ed to a friend : 

“The characteristics of his manner, as of his 
appearance, were lightness and strength, an easy 
and happy composure as the accustomed mood 
with much mobility at the same time, so that 
he could be readily excited into any degree of 
animation in discourse, speaking, if the subject 
moved him much, with extraordinary fire and 
force, though always in light, laconic sentences. 
When so moved, the fingers of his right hand 


often rested against his mouth, and quivered | 


through nervous susceptibility. But, excitable 
as he was in conversation, he was never angry 
or irritable ; nor can there be any greater mis- 
take concerning him than that into which some 
persons have fallen, when they have inferred, 
from the fiery vehemence with which he could 
give utterance to moral anger in verse or prose, 
that he was personally ill-tempered or irascible. 
He was, in truth, a man whom it was hard 
possible to quarrel with or offend personally and 
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face | to face ; and in his writings, even on pub. 
lie subjects i in which his feelings were strongly 
engaged, he will be observed to have always 
dealt tenderly with those whom he had once 
seen and spoken to, unless, indeed, personally 
and grossly assailed by them. He said of him- 
self that he was tolerant of persons, though in- 
tolerant of opinions. But in oral intercourse the 
toleration of persons was so much the stronger, 
that the intolerance of opinions was not to be 
| perceived ; and, indeed, it was only in regard to 
opinions of a pernicious moral tendency that jt 
was ever felt. 

“He was averse from argumentation, and 
would commonly quit a subject when it was 
passing into that shape, with a quiet and good. 
humored indication of the view in which he 
rested. He talked most and with most interest 
about books and about public affairs; less, in. 
deed hardly at all, about the characters and 
qualities of men in private life. In the society 
of strangers or of acquaintances, he seemed to 
take more interest in the subjects spoken of than 
in the persons present, his manner being that of 
natural courtesy and general benevolence with- 
out distinction of individuals. Had there been 
some tincture of social vanity in him, perhaps 
he would have been brought into closer relations 
with those whom he met in society ; but, though 
invariably kind and careful of their feelings, he 
was indifferent to the manner in which they re- 
garded him, or (as the phrase is) to his effect in 
society ; and they might, perhaps, be conscious 
that the kindness they received was what flowed 
naturally and inevitably to all, that they had 
nothing to give in return which was of value to 
him, and that no individual relations were es- 
tablished. 

“Tn conversation with intimate friends he 
would sometimes express, half humorously, a 
cordial commendation of some production of his 
own, knowing that with them he could afford 
it, and that to those who knew him well it was 
well known that there was no vanity in him. 
But such commendations, though light and hu- 
morous, were perfectly sincere ; for he both pos- 
sessed and cherished the power of finding enjoy- 
ment and satisfaction wherever it was to be 








, | found—in his own books, in the books of his 


friends, and in all books whatsoever that were 
not morally tainted or absolutely barren.”’ 

His course of life was the most regular and 
| simple possible. When it is said that breakfast 
| was at nine, after a little reading,* dinner at 
four, tea at six, supper at half-past nine, and 
the intervals filled up with reading or writing, 
except that he regularly walked between two 
and four, and took a short sleep before tea, the 
outline of his s day during those long seasons 





* During the several years that he was partially em- 
ployed upon the Life of Dr. Bell, he devoted two hours 
| before breakfast to it in the summer, and as much time 
as there was daylight for, during the winter months, 
that it might not interfere with the usual occupations of 
the day. In all this time, however, he made but little 





ly | p rogress in it; partly from the nature of the materials, 


| Dartly fr partly from the want of sufficient interest in the subject. 
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when he was in full work will have been given. | moment of his time thus necessarily bore, unlike 
After supper, when the business of the day | most literary men, he was never ruffled in the 
seemed to be over, though he generally took a | slightest degree by the interruptions of his fam- 
book, he remained with his family, and was open | ily, even on the most trivial occasions ; the book 
to enter into conversation, to amuse and to be | or the pen was ever laid down with a smile, and 
amused. It was on such times tha, the most | he was ready to answer any question, or to en- 
pleasant fireside chattings, and the most inter-| ter with youthful readiness into any temporary 
esting stories came forth; and, indeed, it was | topic of amusement or interest. 
at such a time (though long before my day) that In earlier years he spoke of himself as ill eal- 
The Doctor was originated, as may be seen by | culated for general society, from a habit of ut- 
the beginning of that work and the Preface to | tering single significant sentences, which, from 
the new edition. Notwithstanding that the | being delivered without any qualifying clauses, 
very mention of “my glass of punch,” the one, | bore more meaning upon their surface than he 
temperate, never exceeded glass of punch, may | intended, and through which his real opinions 
be a stumbling-block to some of my readers, I | and feelings were often misunderstood. This 
am constrained, by the very love of the perfect | habit, as far as my own observation went, though 
picture which the first lines of The Doctor con-| it was sometimes apparent, he had materially 
vey of the conclusion of his evening, to tran- checked in later life, and in large parties he was 
scribe them in this place. It was written but | usually inclined to be silent, rarely joining in 
for a few, otherwise The Doctor would have | general conversation. But he was very differ- 
been no secret at all; but those few who knew | ent when with only one or two companions ; 
him in his home will see his very look while and to those strangers, who came to him with 
they re-peruse it, and will recall the well-known | letters of introduction, he was both extremely 
sound : courteous in manner, and frank and pleasant in 
“T was in the fourth night of the story of the | conversation, and to his intimates no one could 
Doctor and his horse, and had broken it off, not, | have been more wholly unreserved, more dis- 
like Scheherazade, because it was time to get | posed to give and receive pleasure, or more 
up, but because it was time to go to bed. It | ready to pour forth his vast stores of information 
was at thirty-five minutes after ten o’clock on | upon almost every subject. 
the 20th of July, in the year of our Lord 1813. I might go on here, and enter more at length 
I finished my glass of punch, tinkled the spoon | into details of his personal character, but the 
against its side, as if making music to my own | task is too difficult a one, and is perhaps, after 
meditations, and having fixed my eyes upon the | all, better left unattempted. A most intimate 
Bhow Begum, who was sitting opposite to me | and highly-valued friend of my father’s, whom I 
at the head of her own table, I said, ‘It ought | wished to have supplied me with some passages 
to be written in a book.’ ” on these points, remarks very justly, that “any 
This scene took place at the table of the | portraiture of him, by the pen as by the pencil, 
Bhow Begum,* but it may easily be transferred | will fall so far short both of the truth and the 
to his ordinary room, where he sat after supper | ideal which the readers of his poetry and his let- 
in one corner, with the fire on his left hand and | ters will have formed for themselves, that they 
a small table on his right, looking on at his| would be worse than superfluous.” And, in- 
family circle in front of him. deed, perhaps I have already said too much. I 
I have said before, as indeed his own letters | can not, however, resist quoting here some lines 
have abundantly shown, that he was a most | by the friend above alluded to, which describe 
thoroughly domestic man, in that his whole | admirably in brief my father’s whole character : 
pleasure and happiness was centred in his “Two friends 
home ; but yet, from the course of his pursuits, | Lent me a further light, whose equal hate 
his family necessarily saw but little of him. He rs we ermelepents sentiment ettends, 

: . eK, or whom may genius charm where heart infirm attends. 
could not, however he might wish it, join the sini ANN ion tintetatinn wenn Gita tees 
summer evening walk, or make one of the circle | 7.6 one a man upon whose laureled brow 
round the winter hearth, or even spare time for | Gray hairs were growing! glory ever new 
conversation after the family meals (except dur- | Shall circle him in after years as now; 
ing the brief space I have just been speaking | pl. am ree ft gion chic 
of). Every day, every hour had its allotted | a cisstic ~ anagem es ena 4 bow, 
employment; always were there engagements | The various talents and the single mind, 
to publishers imperatively requiring punctual Which give him moral power and mastery o'er mankind. 
fulfillment; always the current expenses of a | « His sixty summers—what are they in truth? 
large household to take anxious thoughts for : ~ ay sage yantiaty ma y, 
he had no crops growing while he was idle. | strong hilarity of you 
“ My ways,” he used to say, ‘are as broad 4s |iis'san bas veered a point toward the west, 
the king’s high road, and my means lie in an | But light as dawn his heart is glowing yet— 
ink-stand.” That heart the simplest, gentlest, kindliest, best, 

Yet, notwithstanding the value which every | Where truth and manly tenderness are met 
With faith and heavenward hope, the suns that never 
set.” * 








* Miss Barker, the Senhora of earlier days, who was 
living at that time in a house close to Greta Hall. * Notes to Philip Van Artevelde, by Henry Taylor. 
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~ What further I will venture to say relates | 
chiefly to the external circumstances of his life 
at Keswick. 

His greatest relaxation was in a mountain 
excursion or a pic-nie by the side of one of the 
lakes, tarns, or streams; and these parties, of 
which he was the life and soul, will long live in 
the recollections of those who shared them. An 
excellent pedestrian (thinking little of a walk of 
twenty-five miles when upward of sixty), he 
usually headed the “ infantry’? on these occa- 
sions, looking on those gentlemen as idle mor- 
tals who indulged in the luxury of a mountain 
pony ; feeling very differently in the bracing air 
of Cumberland to what he did in Spain in 1800, 
when he delighted in being “ gloriously lazy,” 
in “sitting sideways upon an ass,” and having 
even a boy to “ propel” the burro. 

Upon first coming down to the Lakes he 
rather undervalued the pleasures of an al-fresco 
repast, preferring chairs and tables to the green- 
sward of the mountains, or the moss-grown 
masses of rock by the lake shore; but these 
were probably the impressions of a cold, wet 
summer, and having soon learned thoroughly to 
appreciate these pleasures, he had his various 
chosen places which he thought it a sort of duty 
annually to revisit. Of these I will name a few, 
as giving them, perhaps, an added interest to 
some future tourists. The summit of Skiddaw 
he regularly visited, often three or four times in 
@ summer, but the view thence was not one he 
greatly admired. Sca-Fell and Helvellyn he 
ranked much higher, but on account of their 
distance did not often reach. Saddleback and 
Causey Pike, two mountains rarely ascended by 


tourists, were great favorites with him, and 
were the summits most frequently chosen for a 
grand expedition ; and the two tarns upon Sad- 
dieback, Threlkeld and Bowscale tarns, were 
among the spots he thought most remarkable 
for grand and lonely beauty. This, too, was 
ground rendered more than commonly interest- 
ing, by having been the scenes of the childhood 
and early life of Clifford the Shepherd Lord 


, The rocky streams of Borrowdale, high up be- 


yond Stonethwaite and Seathwaite, were also 
places often visited, especially one beautiful spot, 
where the river makes a sharp bend at the foot 
of Eagle Crag. The pass of Honistar Crag, 
leading from Buttermere to Borrowdale, fur- 
nished a longer excursion, which was occasion- 
ally taken with a sort of rustic pomp in the 
rough market carts of the country, before the 
ears which are now so generally used had be- 
come common, or been permitted by their own- 
ers to travel that worst of all roads. Ocea- 
sionally there were grand meetings with Mr 
Wordsworth, and his family and friends, at 
Leatheswater (or Thirlmere), a point about 
half way between Keswick and Rydal; and 
here as many as fifty persons have sometimes 
met together from both sides of the country 
These were days of great enjoyment, not to be 
forgotten. 

There was also an infinite variety of long 
walks, of which he could take advantage when 
opportunity served, without the preparation and 
trouble of a preconcerted expedition: several of 
these are alluded to in his Colloquies. The 
circuit formed by passing behind Barrow and 
Lodore to the vale of Watenlath, placed up high 


VALE OF WATENLATH 
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among the hills, | with its own little lake “and | come should be given ‘than has yet appeared ; 
village, and the rugged path leading thence | but this is not an easy matter, from its extreme 
down to Borrowdale, was one of the walks he variableness, and this it was that constituted a 
most admired. The beautiful vale of St. Johns, | continual source of uneasiness both to others 
with its “ Castle Rock” and picturesquely placed | and to himself, rarely as he acknowledged it. 
little church, was another favorite walk ; and | A common error has been to speak of him as 
there were a number of springs of unusual | }one to whom literature has been a mine of 
copiousness situated near what had been appar- | wealth. That his political opponents should do 
ently a deserted, and now ruined village, where | this is not so strange ; but even Charles Lamb, 
he used to take luncheon. The rocky bed of | who, if he had thought a little, would hardly have 
the little stream at the foot of Causey Pike was | written so rashly, says, in a letter to Bernard 
a spot he loved to rest at; and the deep pools | Barton, recently published, that “Southey has 
of the stream that flows down the anpmning | ee by book drudgery.”’ What sort of 
valley of New Lands— “fortune” that was which never once permitted 
“Whose pure and chrysolite waters him to have one year’s income beforehand, and 
Flow o'er a schistose bed,” le ompelled him almost always to forestall the profit 
formed one of his favorite resorts for bathing. of his new works, the reader may imagine. 

Yet these excursions, although for a few His only certain source of income * was his 
years he still continued to enjoy them, began in | pension, from which he received £145, and the 
jater life to wear to him something of a melan- Laureateship, which was £90: the larger por- 
choly aspect. So many friends were dead who | tion of these two sums, however, went to the 
had formerly shared them, and his own domestic | payment of his life-insurance, so that not more 
losses were but too vividly called to mind with | than £100 could be calculated upon as avail- 
the remembrance of former days of enjoyment, | able, and the Quarterly Review was therefore 
the very grandeur of the scenery around many | for many years his chief means of support. He 
of the chosen places, and the unchanging feat- | received latterly £100 for an article, and com- 
ures of the ‘“ everlasting’ hills,” brought back | monly furnished one for each number. What 
forcibly sad memories, and these parties became | more was needful had to be made up by his 
in time so painful that it was with difficulty he | other works, which as they were always pub- 
could be prevailed upon to join in them. | lished upon the terms of the publisher taking 

He concealed, indeed, as the reader has seen, |the risk and sharing the profits, produced him 
beneath a reserved manner, a most acutely sen- | but little, considering the length of time they 
sitive mind, and a warmth and kindliness of | were often in preparation, and as he was con- 
feeling which was only understood by few, in- | stantly adding new purchases to his library, but lit- 
deed, ‘perhaps, not thoroughly by any. He said, | tle was to be reckoned upon this account. For 
speaking of the death of his uncle, Mr. Hill, | | the Peninsular War he received £1000, but the 
that one of the sources of consolation to him | | copyright remained the property of the publisher. 
was the thought that perhaps the departed | With regard to his mode of life, although it 
might then be conscious how truly he had loved | was as simple and inexpensive as possible, his 
and honored him; and I believe the depth of his | expenditure was with difficulty kept within his 
affection and the warmth of his friendship was | income, though he had indeed a most faithful 
known to none but himself. On one particular | helpmate, who combined with a wise and care- 
point I remember his often regretting his con- | ful economy a liberality equal to his own in any 
stitutional bashfulness and reserve; and that case of distress. One reason for this difficulty 
was, because, added to his retired life and the | was, that considerable sums were, not now and 
nature of his pursuits, it prevented him from | | then, but regularly, drawn from him by his less 
knowing any thing of the persons among whom | successful relatives. 
he lived. Long as he had resided at Keswick} The house which for so many years was his 
1 do not think there were twenty persons in the | residence at Keswick, though well situated both 
lower class whom he knew by sight ; and though | for convenience and for beauty of prospect, was 
this was in some measure owing to a slight de- | | unattractive in external appearance, and to most 
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gree of short-sightedness, which, contrary to 
what is usual, came on in later life, yet 1 have 
heard him often lament it as not being what he | 
thought right; and after slightly returning the | 
salutation of some passer by, he would again 
mechanically lift hig cap as he heard some well- 
known name in reply to his inquiries, and look | 
back with regret that the greeting had not been 
more cordial. With those persons who were 
oecasionally employed about the house he was 
most familiarly friendly, ond these regarded him 
with a degree of affectionate reverence that 
could not be surpassed. 

It may perliaps be expected by some readers 
that a more accurate account of my father’s in- 


| families would have been an undesirable resi- 
dence. Having originally been two houses, 
afterward thrown together, it consisted of a good 
many small rooms, connected by long passages, 
all of which with great ingenuity he made avail- 
able for holding books, with which indeed the 
house was lined from top to bottom. His own 
sitting-room, which was the largest in the house, 


| was filled with the handsomest of them, arranged 


with much taste, according to his own fashion, 


| with due regard to size, color, and condition ; 


and he used to contemplate these, his carefully 


| accumulated a and much prized treasures, with 


~* T speal speak of a “period | prior to his receiving his last 
pension, which was granted in 1835. 
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even more pleasure and pride than the greatest | the paper, with some brief note of the subject 
connoisseur his finest specimens of the old mas- | which he could transfer to his note-book, and in 
ters: and justly, for they were both the neces-| the course of a few hours he had classified and 
saries and the luxuries of life to him; both the | arranged every thing in the work which it was 
very instruments whereby he won, hardly enough, | likely he would ever want. It was thus, with 
his daily bread, and the source of all his pleas- | a remarkable memory (not so much for the facts 
ures and recreations—the pride of his eyes and | or passages themselves, but for their existence 
the joy of his heart. | and the authors that contained them), and with 
His Spanish and Portuguese collection, which | this kind of index, both to it and them, that he 
at one time was one of the best, if not itself the had at hand a command of materials for what. 
best to be found in the possession of any private | ever subject he was employed upon, which has 
individual, was the most highly-prized portion | been truly said to be “ unequaled.” 
of his library. It had been commenced by his} Many of the choicest passages he would trans. 





uncle, Mr. Hill, long prior to my father’s first | 
visit to Lisbon; and having originated in the 
love Mr. Hili himself had for the literature of | 
those countries, it was carried forward with; 
more ardor when he found that his nephew’s | 
taste and abilities were likely to turn it to good 
account. It comprised a considerable number of 
manuscripts, some of them copied by Mr. Hill | 
from rare MSS. in private aud convent libraries. | 
Many of these old books being in vellum or | 
parchment bindings, he had taken much pains | 
to render them ornamental portions of the fur- 
niture of his shelves. His brother Thomas was | 
skillful in calligraphy; and by his assistance 


cribe himself at odds and ends of times, or em- 
ploy one of his family to transcribe for him - 
and these are the extracts which form his 
“Commonplace Book,” recently published ; but 
those of less importance he had thus within 
reach in case he wished to avail himself of 
them. The quickness with which this was done 
was very remarkable. I have often known him 
receive a parcel of books one afternoon, and the 
next have found his mark throughout perhaps 
two or three different volumes; yet, if a work 
took his attention particularly, he was not rapid 
in its perusal; and on some authors, such as 
the Old Divines, he “fed,” as he expressed it, 


their backs were painted with some bright color, | slowly and carefully, dwelling on the page and 
and upon it the title placed lengthwise in large | taking in its contents deeply and deliberately— 
gold letters of the old English type. Any one | like an epicure with his “ wine searching the 
who had visited his library will remember the | subtle flavor.” 

tastefully-arranged pyramids of these curious-| His library at his death consisted of about 
looking books. 14,000 volumes; probably the largest number 


Another fancy of his was to have all those | of books ever collected by a person of such lim- 


books of lesser value, which had become ragged | ited means. Among these he found most of the 
and dirty, covered, or rather bound, in colored | materials for all he did, and almost all he wished 
cotton prints, for the sake of making them clean | to do; and though sometimes he lamented that 
and respectable in their appearance, it being | his collection was not a larger one, it is prob- 
impossible to afford the cost of having so many | able that it was more to his advantage that it 
put into better bindings. was in some degree limited. As it was, he col- 
Of this task his daughters, aided by any fe- | lected an infinitely greater quantity of materials 
male friends who might be staying with them, | for every subject he was employed upon than 
were the performers; and not fewer than from | ever he made use of, and his published Notes 
1200 to 1400 volumes were so bound by them | give some idea, though an inadequate one, of 
at different times, filling completely one room, | the vast stores he thus accumulated. 
which he designated as the Cottonian library. On this subject he writes to his cousin, Her- 
With this work he was much interested and | bert Hill, at that time one of the librarians cf 
amused, as the ladies would often suit the pat- | the “ Bodleian :”—“ When I was at the British 
tern to the contents, clothing a Quaker work or | Museum the other day, walking through the 
a book of sermons in sober drab, poetry in some | rooms with Carey, I felt that to have lived in 
flowery design, and sometimes contriving a sly that library, or in such a one, would have rei- 
piece of satire at the contents of some well-| dered me perfectly useless, even if it had not 
known author by their choice of its covering. | made me mad. The sight of such countless 
One considerable convenience attended this ec- | volumes made me feel how impossible it would 
centric mode of binding—the book became as | be to pursue any subject through all the investi- 
well known by its dress as by its contents, and gations into which it would lead me, and that 
much more easily found. | therefore I should either lose myself in the vain 
With respect to his mode of acquiring and | pursuit, or give up in despair, and read for the 
arranging the contents of a book, it was some- | future with no other object than that of immedi- 
what peculiar. He was as rapid a reader as | ate gratification. This was an additional reason 
could be conceived, having the power of per- | for being thankful for my own lot, aware as | 
ceiving by a glance down the page whether it | am that I am always tempted to pursue a train 
contained any thing which he was likely to make | of inquiry too far.” 
use of—a slip of paper lay on his desk, and was| The reader need not be told that the sorrows 
used as a marker, and with a slight penciled S | and anxieties of the last few years of my father’s 
he would note the passage, put a reference on | life had produced, as might be expected, a very 
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injurious effect upon his constitution, both as to | restore him. His easy, cheerful temperament 
body and mind. Acutely sensitive by nature, | will be greatly in his favor. You must help me 
deep and strong in his affections, and highly | to hope this, for I could not bear to think of the 
predisposed to nervous disease, he had felt the | decay of that great mind and noble nature—at 
sad affliction which had darkened his latter | least not of its prematuredecay. Pray that this 
years far more keenly than any ordinary ob- | may be averted, as I have this night.’’ * 

server would have supposed, or than even ap-| On the following day the same friend writes : 
pears in his letters. . He had, indeed, then, as | “I think I am a little relieved about Southey 
he expressed himself in his letter declining the | to-day. I have seen him three times in the 


Baronetcy, been “shaken at the root;’’ and 
while we must not forget the more than forty 
years of incessant mental application which he 
had passed through, it was this stroke of calam- 
ity which most probably greatly hastened the 
coming of the evil day, if it was not altogether 
the cause of it, and which rapidly brought on 
that overclouding of the intellect which soon 
unequivocally manifested itself. 

This, indeed, in its first approaches, had been 
so gradual as to have almost escaped notice ; 
and it was not until after the sad truth was | 





course of the day, and on each occasion he was 
so easy and cheerful that I should have said his 
manner and conversation did not differ, in the 
most part, from what it would have been in for- 
mer days, if he had happened to be very tired. 
I say for the most part only, though, for there 
was once an obvious confusion of ideas. He lost 
himself for a moment; he was conscious of it, 
and an expression passed over his countenance 
which was exceedingly touching—an expression 
of pain and also of resignation. I am glad to 
learn from his brother that he is aware of his 
altered condition, and speaks of it openly. This 


fully ascertained, that indications of failure (some 
of which I have already alluded to) which had | gives a better aspect to the case than if he could 
appeared some time previously, were called to | believe that nothing was the matter with him. 
mind. A loss of memory on certain points, a Another favorable circumstance is, that he will 
lessening acuteness of the perceptive faculties, | deal with himself wisely and patiently. The 
an occasional irritability (wholly unknown in him | charm of his manner is perhaps even enhanced 
before) ; a confusion of time, place, and person ; the | at present (at least when one knows the cireum- 
losing his way in well-known places—all were | stances), by the gentleness and patience which 
remembered as having taken place, when the | pervade it. His mind is beautiful even in its 
melancholy fact had become too evident that the | debility.” 
powers of his mind were irreparably weakened. Much of my father’s failure in its early stages 
On his way home in the year 1839, he passed | was at first ascribed by those anxiously watch- 
a few days in London, and then his friends | ing him, to repeated attacks of the influenza— 
plainly saw, what, from the altered manner of | at that time a prevailing epidemic—from which 
the very few and brief letters he had latterly | he had suffered greatly, and to which he at- 
written, they had already feared, that he had so | tributed his own feelings of weakness; but alas! 
failed as to have lost much of the vigor and ac- | the weakness he felt was as much mental as 
tivity of his faculties. The impressions of one | bodily (though he had certainly declined much 
of his most intimate friends, as conveyed at the | in bodily strength), and after his return home it 
time by letter, may fitly be quoted here. “I /| gradually increased upon him. The uncertain 
have just come home from a visit which affected | step—the confused manner—the eye once so 


me deeply It was to Southey, who ar- | 
rived in town to-day from Hampshire with his | 
He is (I fear) much altered. The | 
animation and peculiar clearness of his mind 
quite gone, except a gleam or two now and 
then. What he said was much in the spirit of 
his former mind as far as the matter and mean- 
ing went, but the tone of strength and elasticity 
was wanting. The appearance was that of a 
placid languor, sometimes approaching to tor- 
por, but not otherwise than cheerful. He is | 
thin and shrunk in person, and that extraordinary 
face of his has no longer the fire and strength it | 
used to have, though the singular cast of the 
features, and the habitual expressions, make it 
still a most remarkable phenomenon. Upon the 
whole, I came away with a troubled heart.” . . . 
After a brief account of the great trials of my 
father’s late years, the writer continues: “ He 
has been living since his marriage in Hampshire, 
where he has not had the aid of his old habits 
and accustomed books to methodize his mind. 
All this considered, I think we may hope that a 
year or two of quiet living at his own home may 





keen and so intelligent, now either wandering 
restlessly or fixed as it were in blank contem- 
plation—all showed that the over-wrought mind 
was worn out. 

One of the plainest signs of this was the ces- 
sation of his accustomed labors; but while doing 
nothing (with him how plain a proof that nothing 
could be done), he would frequently anticipate a 
coming period of his usual industry. His mind, 
while any spark of its reasoning powers remained, 
was busy with its old day-dreams—the History 
of Portugal—the History of the Monastic Orders 
—the Doctor—all were soon to be taken in hand 
in earnest—all completed, and new works added 
to these. 

For a considerable time after he had ceased 
to compose, he took pleasure in reading, and the 
habit continued after the power of comprehen- 
sion was gone. His dearly-prized books, indeed, 
were a pleasure to him almost to the end, and 
he would walk slowly round his library looking 
at them, and taking them down mechanically. 

In the earlier stages of his disorder (if the 
he SS i ae es 
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term may be fitly applied to a case which was | body gradually grew weaker, and disorders ap. 
not a perversion of the faculties, but their de- | peared which the state of the patient rendered 
cay) he could still converse at times with much | it almost impossible to treat properly ; and, after 
of his old liveliness and energy. When the | a short attack of fever, the scene closed on the 
mind was, as it were, set going upon some | 21st of March, 1843, and a second time had 
familiar subject, for a little time you could not| we cause to feel deeply thankful, when the 


perceive much failure; but if the thread was 
broken, if it was a conversation in which new 
topics were started, or if any argument was 
commenced, his powers failed him at once, and 
a painful sense of this seemed to come over him | 
for the moment. His recollection first failed as to | 
recent events, and his thoughts appeared chiefly to | 
dwell upon those long past, and as his mind grew | 
weaker, these recollections seemed to recede still | 
farther back. Names he could rarely remember, | 
and more than once, when trying to recall one | 
which he felt he ought to know, I have seen him 
press his hand upon his brow and sadly exclaim, 
‘Memory! memory! where art thou gone ?” 

But this failure altogether was so gradual, 
and at the same time so complete, that I am in- 
clined to hope and believe there was not on the 
whole much painful consciousness of it ; and cer- 
tainly for more than a year preceding his death, | 
he passed his time as in a dream, with little, if | 
any knowledge of what went on around him. 

One circumstance connected with the latter 
years of his life deserves to be noticed as very | 
singular. His hair, which previously was almost | 
snowy white, grew perceptibly darker, and I 
think, if any thing, increased in thickness and a | 
disposition to curl. 

But it is time I drew a vail over these latter 
scenes. They are too painful to dwell on. 

“A noble mind in sad decay, 
When baffled hope has died away, 
And life becomes one long distress 
In pitiable helplessness. 
Methinks tis like a ship on shore, 
That once defied the Atlantic’s roar, 
And gallantly through gale and storm 
Hath ventured her majestic form ; 
But now in stranded ruin laid, 
By winds and dashing seas decayed, 
Forgetful of her ocean reign, 
Must crumble into earth again.” * 

In some eases of this kind, toward the end, 
some glimmering of reason re-appears, but this 
must be when the mind is obscured or upset, 
not, as in this case, apparently worn out. The 


~* Robert Montgomery. The fourth line is altered from 
riginal. 
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change from life to death, or more truly from 
death to life, took place. 

It was a dark and stormy morning when he 
was borne to his last resting-place, at the west- 
ern end of the beautiful church-yard of Crosth- 
waite. There lies his dear son Herbert—there 
his daughters Emma and Isabel—there Edith, 
his faithful helpmate of forty years. But few 
besides his own family and immediate neigh. 
bors followed his remains. His only intimate 
friend within reach, Mr. Wordsworth, crossed 
the hills that wild morning to be present. 

Soon after my father’s death, various steps 
were taken with a view to erecting monuments 
to his memory; and considerable sums were 
quickly subscribed for that purpose, the list in- 
cluding the names of many persons, not only 
strangers to him personally, but also strongly 
opposed to him in political opinion. The result 
was that three memorials were erected. The 


| first and principal one, a full length recumbent 


figure, was executed by Lough, and placed in 
Crosthwaite church, and is certainly an excel- 
lent likeness, as well as a most beautiful work 
of art. The original intention and agreement 
was, that it should be in Caen stone, but the 
sculptor, with characteristic liberality, executed 
it in white marble, at a considerable sacrifice. 

The following lines, by Mr. Wordsworth, are 
inscribed upon the base : 


“Ye vales and hills, whose beauty hither drew 
The poet's steps, and fixed him here ; on you 
His eyes have closed; and ye loved books, no more 
Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore, 
To works that ne’er shall forfeit their renown 
Adding immortal labors of his own— 
Whether he traced historic truth with zeal 
For the state’s guidance or the church's weal, 
Or fancy disciplined by curious art 
Informed his pen, or wisdom of the heart, 
Or judgments sanctioned in the patriot’s mind 
By reverence for the rights of all mankind. 
Wide were his aims, yet in no human breast 
Could private feelings meet in holier rest. 
His joys—his griefs—have vanished like a cloud 
From Skiddaw’s top; but he to Heaven was vowed 
Through a life long and pure, and steadfast faith 
Calmed in his soul the fear of change and death.” 





SOUTHEY S TOMB. 





MADAME CAMPAN. 


153 





MADAME CAMPAN. 


MADAME CAMPAN.* 


ANE LOUISA HENRIETTA CAMPAN 
was born at Paris, 1752. She was the 
daughier of M. Genet, first clerk in the office 
of the Minister of Foreign Affairs. He was 
fond of literature, and communicated a taste 
for it to his daughter, who early displayed 
considerable talents. She acquired a knowl- 
edge of foreign languages, particularly the Ital- 
ian and English, and was distinguished for her 
skill in reading and recitation. These acquisi- 
tions procured for her the place of reader to the 
French princesses, daughters of Louis XV. On 
the marriage of Marie-Antoinette to the Dauphin, 
afterward Louis XVI., Mademoiselle Genet was 
attached to her suite, and continued, for twenty 
years, to oceupy @ situation about her person. 
Her general intelligence and talent for observ- 
ation, enabled Madame Campan, in the course 
of her service, to collect the materials for her 
“Memoirs of the Private Life of the Queen of 
France,” first published in Paris, and translated 
and printed in London, 1823, in two volumes. 
This work is not only interesting for the inform- 
ation it affords, but is also very creditable to 
the literary talents of the authoress. Soon after 
the appointment at court, Mademoiselle Genet 
was married to M. Campan, son of the Secre- 
tary of the queen’s closet. When Marie-An- 
toinette was made a prisoner, Madame Cam- 
pan begged to be permitted to accompany her 
royal mistress, and share her imprisonment, 
which was refused. Madame Campan was 
with the queen at the storming of the Tuille- 
ries, on the 10th of August, when she narrowly 
escaped with her life: and, under the rule of 
Robespierre, she came near being sent to the 
guillotine. After the fall of that tyrant, she 
retired to the country, and opened a private 


* From Mrs. Hale’s Female Biography, now in the 
press of Harper & Brothers. 





| seminary for young ladies, which she conducted 
| with great success. Josephine Beauharnais 
sent her daughter, Hortense, to the seminary of 
Madame Campan. She had also the sisters of 
the emperor under her care. In 1806, Na- 
| poleon founded the school of Ecouen, for the 
daughters and sisters of the officers of the Le- 
gion of Honor, and appointed Madame Campan 
to superintend it. This institution was sup- 
pressed at the restoration of the Bourbons, and 
Madame Campan retired to Nantes, where she 
partly prepared her ‘“ Memoirs,’ and other 
works. She died in 1822, aged seventy. After 
| her decease, her “ Private Journal” was pub- 

lished ; also, “‘ Familiar Letters to her Friends,” 
}and a work, which she considered her most 
| important one, entitled “Thoughts on Educa- 
| tion.”” We will give extracts from these works. 








From the “ Private Journal.” 
MESMER AND HIS MAGNETISM. 


At the time when Mesmer made so much 
noise in Paris with his magnetism, M. Cam- 
| pan, my husband, was his partisan, like almost 
|every person who moved in high life. To 
|be magnetized was then a fashion; nay, it 
| was more, it was absolutely a rage. In the 
drawing-rooms, nothing was talked of but the 
brilliant discovery. There was to be no more 
dying ; people’s heads were turned, and their 
imaginations heated in the highest degree. To 
accomplish this object, it was necessary to be- 
wilder the understanding; and Mesmer, with 
his singular language, produced that effect. To 
put a stop to the fit of public insanity was the 
grand difficulty; and it was proposed to have 
the secret purchased by the court. Mesmer 
fixed his claims at a very extravagant rate. 
However, he was offered filty thousand crowns. 
| By a singular chance, I was one day led into 
the midst of the somnambulists. Such was the 
enthusiasm of the spectators, that, in most of 
them, I could observe a wild rolling of the eye, 
and a convulsed movement of the countenance. 
A stranger might have fancied himself amidst 
the unfortunate patients of Charenton. Surprised 
and shocked at seeing so many people almost in 
a state of delirium, I withdrew, full of reflections 
on the scene which I had just witnessed. 

It happened that about this time my husband 
was attacked with a pulmonary disorder, and he 
desired that he might be conveyed to Mesmer’s 
house. Being introduced into the apartment 
oceupied by M. Campan, I asked the worker 
of miracles what treatment he proposed to adopt ; 
he very coolly replied, that to ensure a speedy 
and perfect cure, it would be necessary to lay 
in the bed of the invalid, at his left side, one of 
three things, namely, a young woman of brown 
complexion; a black hen; or an empty bottle. 

“Sir,” said I, “if the choice bé a matter of 
indifference, pray try the empty bottle.” 

M. Campan’s side grew worse; he experi- 
enced a difficulty of breathing and a pain in his 
chest. All magnetic remedies that were em- 
ployed produced no effect. Perceiving his fail- 
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ure, Mesmer took advantage of the periods of 
my absence to bleed and blister the patient. I 
was not informed of what had been done until 
after M. Campan’s recovery. Mesmer was 
asked for a certificate, to prove that the patient 
had been cured by means of magnetism only ; 
and he gave it. Here was a trait of enthusiasm ! 
Truth was no longer respected. When I next 
presented myself to the queen(Marie-Antoinette), 
their majesties asked what I thought of Mesmer’s 
discovery. I informed them of what had taken 
place, earnestly expressing my indignation at the 
conduct of the barefaced quack. It was imme- 
diately determined to have nothing more to do 
with him. 


THE EMPEROR ALEXANDER’S VISIT TO MADAME 
CAMPAN’S SCHOOL. 


The emperor inquired into the most minute 
particulars respecting the establishment at 
Ecouen ; and I felt great pleasure in answering 
his questions. I recollect having dwelt on sev- 
eral points which appeared to me very import- 
ant, and which were in their spirit hostile to 
aristocratical principles. For example, I in- 
formed his majesty that the daughters of dis- 
tinguished and wealthy individuals, and those 
of the humble and obscure, were indiscriminately 
mingled together in the establishment. If, said 
I, I were to observe the least pretension on ac- 
count of the rank or fortune of parents, I should 
immediately put an end to it. The most perfect 
equality is preserved; distinction is awarded 


only to merit and industry. The pupils are 
obliged to cut and make all their own clothes. 
They are taught to clean and mend lace; and 
two at a time, they by turns, three times a 
week, cook and distribute victuals to the poor of 


the village. The young ladies who have been 
brought up in my boarding-school are thoroughly 
acquainted with every thing relating to house- 
hold business; and they are grateful to me for 
having made it a part of their education. In 
my conversations with them, I have always 
taught them that on domestic management de- 
pends the preservation or dissipation of their 
fortunes. 1 impress on their minds the necessity 
of regulating with attention the most trifling 
daily expenses ; but at the same time I recom- 
mend them to avoid making domestic details the 
subject of conversation in the drawing-room, for 
that is a most decided mark of ill-breeding. It 
is proper that all should know how to do and to 
direct ; but it is only for ill-educated women to 
talk about their carriages, servants, washing, 
and cooking. 

These are the reasons, sire, why my pupils 
are generally superior to those brought up in 
other establishments. All is conducted on the 
most simple plan; the young ladies are taught 
every thing of which they can possibly stand in 
need; and they are consequently as much at 
their ease in the brilliant cireles of fashion, as 
in the most humble condition of life. Fortune 
confers rank, but education teaches how to sup- 
port it properly. 





From the “ Letters,” &c. 
TO HER ONLY SON. 

You are now, my dear Henry, removed from 
my fond care and instruction; and young as 
you are, you have entered upon the vast theatre 
of the werld. Some years hence, when time 
shall have matured your ideas, and enabled you 
to take a clear, retrospective view of your steps 
in life, you will be able to enter into my feel- 
ings, and to judge of the anxiety which at this 
moment agitates my heart. 

When first a beloved child, releasing itself 
from its nurse’s arms, ventures its little totter. 
ing steps on the soft carpet, or the smoothest 
grass-plot, the poor mother scarcely breathes ; 
she imagines that these first efforts of nature 
are attended with every danger to the object 
most dear to her. Fond mother, calm your 
anxious fears! Your infant son can, at the 
worst, only receive a slight hurt, which, under 
your tender care, will speedily be healed. Re- 
serve your alarms, your heart-beatings, your 
prayers to Providence, for the moment when 
your son enters upon the scene of the world 
to select a character, which, if sustained with 
dignity, judgment, and feeling, will render him 
universally esteemed and approved ; or to de- 
grade himself by filling one of those low, con- 
temptible parts, fit only for the vilest actors in 
the drama of life. Tremble at the moment when 
your child has to choose between the rugged 
road of industry and integrity, leading straight 
to honor and happiness; and the smooth and 
flowery path which descends, through indolence 
and pleasure, to the gulf of vice and misery. 
It is then that the voice of a parent, or of some 
faithful friend, must direct the right course. . . 

Surrounded as you doubtless are, by thought- 
less and trifling companions, let your mother be 
the rallying point of your mind and heart; the 
confidant of all your plans 

Learn to know the value of money. This is 
a most essential point. The want of economy 
leads to the decay of powerful empires, as well 
as private families. Louis XVI. perished on 
the scaffold for a deficit of fifty millions. There 
would have been no debt, no assemblies of the 
people, no revolution, no loss of the sovereign 
authority, no tragical death, but for this fatal 
deficit. States are ruined through the mis- 
management of millions, and private persons 
become bankrupts and end their lives in misery 
through the mismanagement of crowns worth 
six livres. It is very important, my dear son. 
that I lay down to you these first principles of 
right conduct, and impress upop your mind the 
necessity of adhering to them. Render me an 
account of the expenditure of your money, not 
viewing me in the light of a rigid preceptress, 
but as a friend who wishes to accustom you to 
the habit of accounting to yourself... .. . 

Let me impress upon you the importance of 
attentive application to business; for that af- 
fords certain consolation, and is a security 
against lassitude, and the vices which idleness 
creates. . . 
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Be cautious how you form connections; and 
hesitate not to break them off on the first propo- 
sition to adopt any course which your affec- 
tionate mother warns you to avoid, as fatal to 
your real happiness, and to the attainment of 
thai respect and esteem which it should be your 
ambition to enjoy 

Never neglect to appropriate a certain por- 
tion of your time to useful reading ; and do not 
imagine that even half an hour a day, devoted 
to that object, will be unprofitable. The best 
way of arranging and employing one’s time is 
by calculation; and I have often reflected that 
half an hour’s reading every day, will be one 
hundred and eighty hours’ reading in the course 
of the year. Great fortunes are amassed by 
little savings ; and poverty as well as ignorance 
are oceasioned by the extravagant waste of 
money and time 

My affection for you, my dear Henry, is 
still as actively alive as when, in your infancy, | 
I removed, patiently, every little stone from a | 


certain space in my garden, lest, when you | 





first ran alone, you might fall and hurt your face | 
on the pebbles. But the snares now spread | 
beneath your steps are far more dangerous. 

They are strengthened by seductive appear- | 
ances, and the ardor of youth would hurry you | 
forward to the allurement; but that my watch- 

ful care, and the confidence you repose in me, 

serve to counteract the influence of this twofold | 
power. Your bark is gliding near a rapid cur- | 
rent; but your mother stands on the shore, and | 
with her eyes fixed on her dear navigator, anx- | 
iously exclaims, in the moment of danger, ‘‘ Reef | 
your sails; mind your helm.” Oh! may you | 
never forget, or cease to be guided by these | 
warnings, which come from my inmost heart. | 





PROCRASTINATION. 
BY CHARLES MACKAY. 
i Fortune with a smiling face 
Strew roses on our way, 
When shall we stoop to pick them up ? 
To-day, my love, to-day. 
But should she frown with face of care, 
And talk of coming sorrow, 
When shall we grieve, if grieve we must ? 
To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 


If those who’ve wrong’d us own their fault, 

And kindly pity pray, 

When shall we listen, and forgive ? 
To-day, my love, to-day. 

But if stern Justice urge rebuke, 

And warmth from Memory borrow, 

When shall we chide, if chide we dare ? 
To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 


If those to whom we owe a debt 

Are harmed unless we pay, 

When shall we struggle to be just ? 
__ To-day, my love, to-day. 

But if our debtor fail our hope, 

And plead his ruin thorough, 





When shall we weigh his breach of faith ? 
To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 


If love estranged should once again 

Her genial smile display, 

When shall we kiss her proffered lips ? 
To-day, my love, to-day. 

Bat if she would indulge regret, 

Or dwell with bygone sorrow, 

Wher shall we weep, if weep we must ? 
To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 


For virtuous acts and harmless joys 

The minutes will not stay ; 

We’ve always time to welcome them, 
To-day, my love, to-day. 

But care, resentment, angry words, 

And unavailing sorrow, 

Come far too soon, if they appear 
To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 





BONA LOMBARDI. 


BRUNORO.* 


ONA LOMBARDI, was born in 1417, in 

Sacco, a little village in Vattellina. Her 
parents were obscure peasants, of whom we 
have but little information. The father, Gabriel 
Lombardi, a private soldier, died while she was 
an infant; and her mother not surviving him 
long, the little girl was left to the charge of an 
aunt, a hard-working countrywoman, and an 
uncle, an humble curate. 

Bona, in her simple peasant station, exhibited 
intelligence, decision of character, and personal 
beauty, which raised her to a certain consider- 
ation in the estimation of her companions; and 
the neighborhood boasted of the beauty of Bona, 
when an incident occurred which was to raise 
her to a most unexpected rank. ‘In the war 
between the Duke of Milan and the Venetians, 
the latter had been routed and driven from 
Vattellina. Piccinino, the Milanese general. 





* From Mrs. Hale’s Female Biography. 
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upon departing to follow up his advantages, 
left Captain Brunoro, a Parmesan gentleman, 
to maintain a camp in Morbegno, as a central 
position, to maintain the conquered country. 
One day, after a hunting party, he stopped to 
repose himself, in a grove where many of the 
peasants were assembled for some rustic festi- 
val; he was greatly struck with the loveliness 
of a girl of about fifteen. Upon entering into 
conversation with her, he was surprised at the 
ingenuity and spirited tone of her replies. 
Speaking of the adventure on his return home, 
every body told him that Bona Lombardi had 
acknowledged claims to admiration. 

Brunoro, remaining through the summer in 
that district, found many opportunities of seeing 
the fair peasant; becoming acquainted with her 
worth and character, he at last determined to 
make her the companion of his life; their mar- 
riage was not declared at first, but, to prevent 
a separation, however temporary, Bona was in- 
duced to put on the dress of an officer. Her 
husband delighted in teaching her horseman- 
ship, together with all military exercises. She 
accompanied him in battle, fought by his side, 
and, regardless of her own safety, seemed to be 
merely an added arm to shield and assist Bru- 
noro. As was usual in those times, among the 
condottieri, Brunoro adopted different lords, and 
fought sometimes in parties to which, at others, 
he was opposed. In these vicissitudes, he in- 
curred the anger of the King of Naples, who, 
seizing him by means of an ambuscade, plunged 
him into a dungeon, where he would probably 
have finished his days, but for the untiring and 
well-planned efforts of his wife. To effect his 
release, she spared no means; supplications, 
threats, money, all were employed, and, at last, 
with good success. She had tlic happiness of 
recovering her husband. 

Bona was not only gifted with the feminine 
qualities of domestic affection and a well-bal- 
anced intellect; in the hottest battles, her 
bravery and power of managing her troops 
were quite remarkable ; of these feats there are 
many instances recorded. We will mention but 
one. In the course of the Milanese war, the 
Venetians had been, on one occasion, signally 
discomfited in an attack upon the Castle of 
Povoze, in Brescia. Brunoro himself was taken 
prisoner, and carried into the castle. Bona ar- 
rived with a little band of fresh soldiers; she 
rallied the routed forces, inspired them with new 
courage, led them on herself, took the castle, 
and liberated her husband, with the other pris- 
oners. She was, however, destined to lose her 
husband without possibility of recovering him ; 
he died in 1468. When this intrepid heroine, 
victor in battles, and, rising above all adversity, 
was bowed by a sorrow resulting from affection, 
she declared she could not survive Brunoro. 
She caused a tomb to be made, in which their 
remains could be united; and, after seeing 
the work completed, she gradually sank into 
a languid state, which terminated in her 
death. 
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A SKETCH OF MY CHILDHOOD. 


BY THE “ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER.” 


SEPTEMBER 21, 1850 
To the Editor of Hogg’s “ Instructor.” 

My Dear Sir—I am much obliged to you 
for communicating to us (that is, to my daugh- 
ters and myself) the engraved portrait, enlarged 
from the daguerreotype original. The engraver, 
at least, seems to have done his part ably. As 
to one of the earlier artists concerned, viz., the 
sun of July, I suppose it is not allowable to com- 
plain of him, else my daughters are inclined to 
upbraid him with having made the mouth too 
long. But, of old, it was held audacity to sus- 
pect the sun’s veracity: ‘‘ Solem quis dicere 
falsum audeat!’? And I remember that, half a 
century ago, the “ Sun” newspaper in London, 
used to fight under sanction of that motto, But 
it was at length discovered by the learned, that 
Sun junior, viz., the newspaper, did sometimes 
indulge in fibbing. The ancient prejudice about 
the solar truth broke down, therefore, in that in- 
stance ; and who knows but Sun senior may be 
detected, now that our optical glasses are so 
much improved, in similar practices? in which 
case he may have only been “‘ keeping his hand 
in’? when operating upon that one feature of the 
mouth. The rest of the portrait, we all agree, 
does credit to his talents, showing that he is still 
wide-awake, and not at all the superannuated 
old artist that some speculators in philosophy 
had dreamed of his becoming. 

As an accompanment to this portrait, your 
wish is that I should furnish a few brief chrono- 
logical memoranda of my own life. That would 
be hard for me to do, and, when done, might not 
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be very interesting for others to read. Nothing |to my meaning. I suffer from a most afflicting 
makes such dreary and monotonous reading as | derangement of the nervous system, which at 
the old hackneyed roll-call, chronologically ar- times makes it difficult for me to write at all. 
rayed, of inevitable facts in a man’s life. One| and always makes me impatient, in a degree 
js so certain of the man’s having been born, and | not easily understood, of recasting what may 


also of his having died, that it is dismal to lie | 
under the necessity of reading it. That the | 
man began by being a boy—that he went to | 
school—and that, by intense application to his 
studies, “ which he took to be his portion in this 
life,” he rose to distinction as a robber of or- 
chards, seems so probable, upon the whole, that | 
I am willing to accept it as a postulate. That | 
he married—that, in fullness of time, he was 
hanged, or (being a humble, unambitious man) 
that he was content with deserving it—these 
little cireumstances are so naturally to be looked 
for, as sown broadcast up and down the great 
fields of biography, that any one life becomes, in 
this respect, but the echo of thousands. Chrono- 
logic successions of events and dates, such as 
these, which, belonging to the race, illustrate 
nothing in the individual, are as wearisome as 
they are useless. 

A better plan will be—to detach some single 
chapter from the experiences of childhood, which | 





seem insufficiently, or even incoherently, ex- 
pressed.—Believe me, ever yours, 
Tuomas pe Quincey. 


A SKETCH FROM CHILDHOOD. 

Anout the close of my sixth year, suddeuly 
the first chapter of my life came to a violent 
termination; that chapter which, and which 
only, in the hour of death, or even within the 
gates of recovered Paradise, could merit a re- 
membrance. “It is finished,” was the secret 
misgiving of my heart, for the heart even of in- 
fancy is as apprehensive as that of maturest 
wisdom, in relation to any capital wound inflicted 
on the happiness ; “it is finished, and life is ex- 
hausted.”” How? Could it be exhausted so 
soon? Had I read Milton, had I seen Rome, 
had I heard Mozart? No. The “ Paradise 
Lost” was yet unread, the Coliseum and St. 


| Peter’s were unseen, the melodies of Don Gio- 


vanni were yet silent for me. Raptures there 


is likely to offer, at least, this kind of value— might be in arrear. But raptures are modes 
either that it will record some of the deep im- | of troubled pleasure ; the peace, the rest, the lulls, 
pressions under which my childish sensibilities | the central security, which belong to love, that 
expanded, and the ideas which at that time | is past all understanding, those could return no 


brooded continually over my mind, or else will | 
expose the traits of character that slumbered in | 
those around me. This plan will have the ad- | 
vantage of not being liable to the suspicion of | 
vanity or egotism; for I beg the reader to un- 
derstand distinctly, that I do not offer this sketch 
as deriving any part of what interest it may have | 
from myself, as the person concerned in it. If 
the particular experience selected is really in- 
teresting, in virtue of its own circumstances, 
then it matters not to whom it happened. Sup- 
pose that a man should record a perilous journey, 
it will be no fair inference that he records it as 
a journey performed by himself. Most sincerely | 
ne may be able to say, that he records it not for 
that relation to himself, but in spite of that rela- 
tion. The incidents, being absolutely independ- 
ent, in their power to amuse, of all personal | 
reference, must be equally interesting [he will | 








more. Such a love, so unfathomable, subsisting 
between myself and my eldest sister, under the 
circumstances of our difference in age (she being 
above eight years of age, I under six), and of our 
affinities in nature, together with the sudden 
foundering of all this blind happiness, I have 
described elsewhere.* I shall not here repeat 
any part of the narrative. But one extract from 
the closing sections of the paper I shall make ; 
in order to describe the depth to which a child’s 
heart may be plowed up by one over-mastering 


| storm of grief, and as a proof that grief, in some 


of its fluctuations, is not uniformly a depressing 
passion—but also by possibility has its own 
separate aspirations, and at times is full of 
cloudy grandeur. The point of time is during 
the months that i diatels led to my 
sister’s funeral. 

“The awful stillness of summer noons, when 





say] whether they occurred to A or to B. That is |no winds were abroad—the appealing silence 
my case. Let the reader abstract from me as a | of gray or misty afternoons—these were to me, 
person that by accident, or in some partial sense, | in that state of mind, fascinations, as of witch- 
may have been previously known to himself. | craft. Into the woods, or the desert air, I gazed 
Let him read the sketch as belonging to one | as if some comfort lay in them. I wearied the 
who wishes to be profoundly anonymous. I/ heavens with my inquest of beseeching looks. 
offer it not as owing any thing to its connection I tormented the blue depths with obstinate 
with a particular individual, but as likely to be | scrutiny, sweeping them with my eyes, and 
amusing separately for itself; and if I make any | searching them forever, after one angelic face, 
mistake in that, it is not a mistake of vanity ex- that might perhaps have permission to reveal 
aggerating the consequence of what relates to| itself for a moment. The faculty of shaping 
my own childhood, but a simple mistake of the | images in the distance, out of slight elements, 
judgment as to the power of amusement that | and grouping them after the yearnings of the 
may attach to a particular suecession of remin- | 
iscences. a ; * y - 

Excuse the imperfect development which in | hen = anew + svere ee ek “owanh oe 
some on of the sketch may have been given unfinished as regards the publication. 

ox. Il.—No. 8.—L 





* Elsewhere, viz., in the introductory part of the 
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heart, grew upon m me at this time. And I re- | 
call at the present moment one instance of that | 
sort, which may show how merely shadows, or 
a gleam of brightness, or nothing at all, could 
furnish a sufficient basis for this creative faculty. 
On Sunday mornings I was always taken to 
church. It was a church on the old and natural 
model of England, having aisles, galleries, organ, 
all things ancient and venerable, and the propor- 
tions majestic. Here, while the congregation 
knelt through the long Litany, as often as we 
eame to that passage, so beautiful among the 
many that are so, where God is supplicated on 
behalf of ‘ali sick persons and young children,’ 
and that He ‘would show His pity upon all 
prisoners and captives, I wept in secret; and, 
raising my streaming eyes to the windows of 
the galleries, saw, on days when the sun was 
shining, a spectacle as affecting as ever prophet 
can have beheld. The margins of the windows 
were rich in storied glass; through the deep 
purples and crimsons streamed the golden light ; 
emblazonries of heavenly illumination mingling 
with the earthly emblazonries of what is grand- 
est in man. There were the apostles that had 
trampled upon earth, and the glories of earth, 
out of celestial love to man. There were the 
martyrs that had borne witness to the truth 
through flames, through torments, and through 
armies of fierce, insulting faces. There were 
the saints that, under intolerable pangs, had 
glorified God by meek submission to his will. 
And all the time, while this tumult of sublime 
memorials held on as the deep chords of some 
accompaniment in the bass, I saw through the 
wide central field of the window, where the glass 
was uncolored, white fleecy clouds sailing over 
the azure depths of the sky ; were it but a frag- 
ment or a hint of such a cloud, immediately, 
under the flash of my sorrow-haunted eye, it 
grew and shaped itself into a vision of beds with 
white lawny curtains; and in the beds ley sick 
children, dying children, that were tossing in 
anguish, and weeping clamorously for death. 
God, for some mysterious reason, could not sud- 
denly release them from their pain; but He 
suffered the beds, as it seemed, to rise slowly 
through the clouds; slowly the beds ascended 
into the chambers of the air; slowly, also, his 
arms descended from the heavens, in order that 
He and His young children whom in Judea, 
once and forever, He had blessed, though they 
must pass slowly through the dreadful chasm 
of separation, might yet meet the sooner. These 
visions were self-sustained. These visions needed 
not that any sound should speak to me, or music 
mould my feelings. The hint from the Litany, 
the fragment from the clouds, the pictures on 
the storied windows were sufficient. But not 
the less the blare of the tumultuous organ 
wrought its own separate creations. And often- 
times in anthems, when the mighty instrument 
threw its vast columns of sound, fieree, yet 
melodious, over the voices of the choir—high 
in arches when it rose, seeming to surmount 
and over-ride the strife of the vocal parts, and | 


| gathering by strong coercion the total s storm of 

music into unity—sometimes I also seemed ; 

| rise and to walk triumphantly upon those cloude 
| which so recently I had looked up to as ime. 
| mentoes of prostrate sorrow. Yes; sometimes, 

| under the transfigurations of music, 1 felt of grief 
itself, as a fiery chariot for mounting victoriously 

above the causes of grief.” 

The next (which was the second) chapter of 
my childish experience, formed that sort of fierce 
and fantastic contradiction to the first, which 
might seem to move in obedience to some ip. 
earnate principle of malicious pantomime. 
spirit of love, and a spirit of rest, as if breathing 
from St. John the Evangelist, had seemed to 
mould the harmonies of that earliest stage in 
my childhood which had just vanished ; but now, 
on the other hand, some wicked Harlequin 
Mephistopheles was apparently commissioned 
to vex my eyes and plague my heart, through 
the next succession of two or three years: a 
worm was at the roots of life. Yet, in this, 
perhaps, there lurked a harsh beneficence. If. 
because the great vision of love had vanished. 
idiocy and the torpor of despondency were re: ally 
creeping stealthily over my faculties, and stran- 
gling their energies, what better change for me 
than the necessity (else how miserable!) of 
fighting, wrangling, struggling, without pause, 
or promise of pause, from day to day, or even 
from year to year? “If,” as my good ange! 
might have said to me, “thou art moving on a 
line of utter ruin, from mere palsy of one great 
vital force, and if that loss is past all restoration, 
then kindle a new supplementary life by such 
means as are now possible—by the agitations, 
for instance, of strife and conflict””—yes, possi- 
ble, on the wide stage of the world, and for 
people who should be free agents enough to 
make enemies, in case they failed to find them; 
but for a child, not seven years old, to whom his 
medical advisers should prescribe a course of 
hatred, or continued hostilities, by way of tonics, 
in what quarter was he to look out for such 
luxuries? Who would cundescend to officiate 
as enemy toachild! And yet, as regarded my 
own particular case, had I breathed out any 
such querulous demand, that same Harlequin 
Mephistopheles might have whispered in reply, 
“Never you trouble yourself about that. Do 
you furnish the patience that can swallow cheer- 
fally a long course of kicking, and I'll find those 
that shall furnish the kicks.” In fact, at thi- 
very moment, when all chance of quarrel, or 
opening for prolonged enmity, seemed the re 
motest of chimeras, mischief was already in the 
wind ; and suddenly there was let loose upon 
me such a storm of belligerent fury as might, 
under good management, have yielded a life- 
annuity of feuds. 

I had at that time an elder brother, in fact, 
the eldest of us all, and at least five years senior 
to myself. He, by original temperament, was 
a boy of fiery nature, ten times more active than 
I was inert, loving | the element of feuds and 
stormy conflict more (if that were possible) than 
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I detested it ; and these constitutional tendencies | | rising and falling, caught and loat, upon the 
had in him been nursed by the training of a | gentle undulation of such light, fitful airs as 
publie school, This accident in his life was in- ' might be stirring—the peculiar solemnity of the 
deed the ee of our now eat as ag ao os es age en ig reap 
Singular, in it seems, but, in fact, arisen | the dying day—the gorgeousness which by 
naturally enough, that both this eldest of my | | description, so well I knew of those West Indian 
brothers, and my father, should be absolute islands from which my father was returning— 
strangers to me in my seventh year ; so that, in | the knowledge that he returned only to die—the 
the case of meeting either, I should not have | almighty pomp in which this great idea of Death 
known him, nor he me. In my father’s case, | appareled itself to my young suffering heart— 
this arose from the accident of his having lived the corresponding pomp in which the antago- 
abroad for a space that, measured against my life, | nistic idea, not less mysterious, of life, rose, as 
wasavery longone. First, he lived in Portugal, | if on wings, to the heavens, amidst tropic glories 
at Lisbon, and at Cintra; next in Madeira; then | and floral pageantries, that seemed even more 
in the West Indies; sometimes in Jamaica, some-| solemn and more pathetic than the vapory 
times in St. Kitts, courting the supposed benefit of | | plumes and trophies of mortality—all this chorus 
hot climates in his complaint of pulmonary con- | of restless images, or of suggestive thoughts, 
sumption ; and at last, when all had proved un- | gave to my father’s return, which else had been 
availing, he was coming home to die among his | fitted only to interpose a transitory illumination 
family, in his thirty-ninth year. My mother | or red-letter day in the calendar of a child, the 
had gone to wait his arrival at the port (South- | shadowy power of an ineflaceable agency among 
ampton, probably), to which the West India| my dreams. This, indeed, was the one sole 
packet should bring him; and among the deep- | memorial which restores my father’s image to 
est recollections which I connect with that period, | me as a personal reality. Otherwise, he would 
is one derived from the night of his arrival at | have been for me a bare nominis umbra. He 
Greenhay. It was a summer evening of unusual | languished, indeed, for weeks upon a sofa; and, 
solemnity. The servants, and four of us chiidren | during that interval, it happened naturally, from 
—six then survived—were gathered for hours, | my meditative habits and corresponding repose 
on the Jawn before the house, listening for the of manners, that I was a privileged visitor to 
sound of wheels. Sunset came—nine, ten, him during his waking hours. I was also pres- 
eleven o'clock, and nearly another hour had | |ent at kis bed-side in the closing hour of his 
passed—withont a warning sound; for Green- | | life, which exhaled quietly, amidst snatches of 


hay, being so solitary a house, formed a terminus | delirious conversation with some imaginary 
ad quem, beyond which was nothing but a cluster | visitors. From this brief childish experience 
of cottages, composing the little hamlet of Green- | of his nature and disposition, the chief conclusion 
hill; so that any sound of wheels, heard in the | which I drew tended to this—that he was the 


winding lane which then connected us with the | most benignant person whom I had met, or was 


Rusholme road, carried with it, of necessity, a | likely to meet, in life. What I have since heard 
warning summons to prepare for visitors at | from others, who knew him well, tallied with 
Greenhay. No such summons had yet reached | my own childish impression. His life had been 
us; it was nearly midnight; and, for the last | too busy to allow him much time for regular 
time, it was determined that we should move in | study; but he loved literature with a passionate 
a body out uf the grounds, on the chance of | love; had formed a large and well-selected 
meeting the traveling party, if, at so late an | library; had himself published a book, which | 
hour, it could yet be expected to arrive. In| have read, and which really is not a bad one; 
fact, to our general surprise, we met it almost | and carried his reverence for distinguished authors 
immediately, but coming at so slow a pace, that | to such a height, that (according to the report 
the fall of the horses’ feet was not audible until | of several among his friends) had either Dr. 
we were close upon them. I mention the case | Johnson, or Cowper, the poet—the two con- 
for the sake of the undying impressions which | temporary authors whom most he reverenced— 
connected themselves with the cireumstances. | happened to visit Greenhay, he might have been 
The first notice of the approach was the sudden | tempted to express his homage through the Pagan 
emerging of horses’ heads from the deep gloom | fashion of raising altars and burning incense, or 
of the shady lane; the next was the mass of | of sacrificing, if not an ox, yet, at least, a baron 
white pillows against which the dying patient | of beef. The latter mode of idolatry Dr. Sam. 
was reclining. The hearse-like pace at which | would have approved, provided always that the 
the earriage moved recalled the overwhelming | nidor were irreproachable, and that the condi- 
spectacle of the funeral which had so lately | ments of mustard, horse-radish, &c., more Anglico, 
formed part in the most memorable event of my | were placed on the altar; but as to Cowper, 
life. But these elements of awe, that might at | who was in the habit of tracing Captain Cooke’s 
any rate have struck forcibly upon the mind of | death at Owyhee to the fact that the misjudg- 
a child, were for me, in my condition of morbid | ing captain had once suffered himself to be wor- 
nervousness, raised into abiding grandeur by the | shiped at one of the Society Islands, in all con- 
antecedent experiences of that particular sum- | sistency, he must have fled from such a house 
mer night. ‘The listening for hours to the | withsacred horror. Why I have at all gone back 
sounds from horses’ hoofs upon distant roads, | to this little parenthesis in my childhood is, from 











the singularity that I should r remember my father | 
at all, only because I had received all my im- 
pressions about him into the very centre of my 
preconceptions about certain grand objects—_ 
about the Tropics, about summer evenings, and | 
about some mysterious glory of the grave. It | 
seems metaphysical to say so, but yet it is true 
that I knew him, speaking scholastically, through 
4 priori ideas—| remember him transcendenter 
—and, were it not for the midsummer night’s 
dream which glorified his return, to me he would 
have remained forever that absolute stranger, 
which, according to the prosaic interpretation 
of the case, he really was. 

My brother was a stranger from causes quite 
as little to be foreseen, but seeming quite as 
natural after they had really occurred. In an 
early stage of his career, he had been found 
wholly unmanageable. His genius for mischief 
amounted to inspiration; it was a divine afflatus 
which drove him in that direction; and such 
was his capacity for riding in whirlwinds and 
directing storms, that he made it his trade to 
create them, as vegeAnyepéra Zevc a cloud-com- 
pelling Jove, in order that he might direct them. 
For this, and other reasons, he had been sent to 
the grammar school of Louth, in Lincolnshire— 
one of those many old classic institutions which 
form the peculiar* glory of England. To box, 
and to box under the severest restraint of hon- 
orable laws, was in those days a mere necessity 
of school-boy life at public schools; and hence 
the superior manliness, generosity, and self-con- 
trol, of these generally who benefited by such 
discipline—so systematically hostile to all mean- 
ness, pusillanimity, or indirectness. Cowper, in 
his poem on that subject, is far from doing jus- 
tice to our great public schools. Himself dis- 
qualified, by delicacy of temperament, for reap- 
ing the benefits from such a warfare, and having 
suffered too much in his own Westminster ex- 
perience, he could not judge them from an im- 
partial station ; but I, though ill enough adapted 
to an atmosphere so stormy, yet, having tried 
both classes of schools, public and private, am 
compelled in mere conscience to give my vote 
(and, if I had a thousand votes, to give all my 
votes) for the former. 

Fresh from such a training as this, and at a 
time when his additional five or six years availed 
nearly to make his age the double of mine, my 
brother very naturally despised me; and, from 
his exceeding frankness, he took no pains to 
conceal that he did. Why should he? Who 
was it that could have a right to feel aggrieved 
by his contempt? Who, if not myself? But it 
happened, on the contrary, that 1 had a perfect 


“ Peculiar.” viz., as endowed foundations, to which those 
resort who are rich and pay, and those also who, being 
poor, can not pay, or can not pay so much. This most 
honorable among the services of England 
from ancient times to the interests of education—a ser- 
vice absolutely unapproached by any one nation of Chris- 
tendom—is 





among the foremost cases of that remarkable | : iety : 

dil Wihdh tats Winn’, while clan Gs enact aris, | ™Y freedom from anxiety ; and, therefore, upon 
tocratic, yet also, for many noble purposes, the most | 
democratic of lands. 


/ my brother’s opinion of me, after any little tran- 
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| craze hoe being despised. I doated on being 
| despised ; and considered contempt the sinceres: 
a sort of luxury, that I was in continual fear of 
losing. I lived in a panic, lest I should be sus. 
pected of shamming contemptibility. But I did 
| not sham it. I trusted that I was really entitled 
| to contempt; and, for this, I had some meta. 
physical-looking reasons, which there may be 
oceasion to explain farther on. At present, it 
is sufficient to give a colorable rationality to my 
craze, if I say, that the slightest approach to 
any favorable construction of my intellectual 
pretensions, any, the least, shadow of esteem 
expressed for some thought or some logical dis. 
tinction that I might incautiously have dropped, 
alarmed me beyond measure, because it pledged 
me in a manner with the hearer to support this 
first attempt by a second, by a third, by a fourth 
—Oh, heavens! there is no saying how far the 
horrid man might go in his unreasonable de- 
mands upon me. I groaned under the weigh: 
of his expectations; and, if I laid but the first 
round of such a staircase, why, then, I saw in 
vision a vast Jacob's ladder towering upward to 
the clouds, mile after mile, league after league; 
the consequence of which would be, that I should 
be expected to run up and down this ladder, like 
any fatigue party of Irish hodmen, carrying hods 
of mortar and bricks to the top of any Babel 
which my wretched admirer might choose to 
build. But I put a stop to this villainy. | 
nipped the abominable system of extortion in 
the very bud, by refusing to take the first step 
The man could have no pretense, you: know, for 
expecting me to climb the third or fourth round, 
when I had seemed quite unequal to the first 
Professing. the most absolute bankruptcy from 
the very beginning, giving the man no sort of 
hope that I would pay even one farthing in the 
pound, I never could be made miserable, or kept 
in hot water, by unknown responsibilities, or by 
endless anxieties about some bill being presented, 
which the monster might pretend for one moment 
that I had indorsed, or in some way had sanc- 
tioned his expecting that I would pay. 

Still, with all this passion for being despised. 
which was so essential to my peace of mind, | 
found at times an altituade—a starry altitude— 
in the station of contempt for me assumed by 
my brother that nettled me. Sometimes, indeed, 
the mere necessities of dispute carried me, be- 
fore I was aware of my own imprudence, so far 
up the stair-case of Babel, that my brother was 
shaken for a moment in the infinity of his con- 
tempt: and, before long, when my superiority 
in some bookish accomplishments displayed it- 
self, by results that could not be entirely dis- 
sembled, mere foolish human nature forced me 
on rare occasions into some trifle of exultation 
at these retributory triumphs. But more often 
I. was disposed to grieve over them. They 
tended to shake that solid foundation of utter 
despicableness upon which I relied so much for 


the whole, it was satisfactory to my mind that 
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ortunately, long since departed 
meee) cpamabepereyge or|fey wy eneeg mer ae op me 
toward that settled contempt which ha bs en Sock Leeds nbd ans aie aie incon 
a roids ra viifice om to Bae | him down.” To which work he 
[ee a a vm vee i assured us, that some most learned and enor- 
eT aa, ae adie ade age I mous man, whose name was six feet long, had 
pe gee ties her amg = dati which | promised him an appendix; which appendix 
ppt hy ed of the Red Sea and Solomon's signet- 
| myself could never have the face to refuse, my | | treat Pe tate wba ompee tala 
a“ mag 7A, meer Seas! er paanaens ‘al probably athe act, for 
vellectually, he looked upon me as below eee | mig hake cue , veal spr eam hed 
os tae ae earr sits 70 nation ; since he often thrilled our young hearts 
see eaiioeen ly for Toate lb supposing the case (not at all unlikely, he 
pe awa ond o¥e ‘. willl " Sh h | aifirmed), that a federation, a solemn league 
pape ida, amend ray chem of a | and conspiracy, might take place among the 
ot . ahwerrtoe oe Nf ou | infinite ns of ghosts against the single 
peers ae ter and anak | faa | generation of men at any one time composing 
prc ery dead ‘ii yII the arrison of earth. The Roman phrase for 
ars or ce nagar seek i fase ; oa ex Lawees that a man had died, viz., “ Abiit ad 
pepe Beonyacar Nea ar F tealioas r think lures” (He has gone over to the majority), my 
<i eae prphtincs anh * ; ind fiche explained to us; and we easily compre- 
pense ee on deowae by es See th hended that any one generation of the living 
preg tic sme ioaraame x eae “the ef. human race, even if combined, and acting in 
pontoon nied it i reine he rth ood | concert, must be in a frightful minority, by com- 
poo ot may leith did en b aide ron with all the incaleulable generations 
aren, oe Gotieumenr oneal "of it. thet had trod this earth before us. The are 
ree a priori ivi ords and Commons united, 
cn Miss tab’ bod Cheuye been Ged © n| otat « inbiniaie wiluy agian Os Upper oa 
one, viz., tha . — Fes 
apron-string of women or girls ; which amounted pone eos ¥ Mor eo rag ae bo) 
Semler sublenienn tenet © ae Siete one er in such a ghostly army. My 
pa Seager mn neg ict “aera dying ‘n his sixteenth year, was far 
Vacnnad ines ¢ pre nts teak ‘am “te | | enough ees seeing or foreseeing Waterloo ; 
preg eadful duel 
more merit in me, if, in spite of euch gaveral| pro nt a dips hr rvre n9 
Generates ed voter tape barute mA d Ss 2 the awful apparition which, at 
peer ee gre porte ra, rs three’ e'stoek in the afternoon, on the 18th of 
by a daily experience, ow entirely he mig : , B sgeacb a 
depend upon me for carrying out the most au- | June, Boag bond bag: Pore ea ne ene 
perentietgh re Seid greed Pre ee en eientinng interests of man. The English 
it is true, that 1 abominated ; but that made no | rests ; “ 
difference in the fidelity with which I tried to — — Nay -a attenahe ae 3 hy be 
fulfill them. ‘ ¥ 
This eldest brother of mine, to pass from my Peto ema D vellyeoreonaed = Seah deo. 
own character to his, was in all respects a re- | its be ge Sock, *bie Renibahy: Gave 
markable boy. $ Haugbty he was, aspiring, im- = sm — stip oa i Meat 
poner ya ea ate ay Prg pon thre 9 dindaen te any philosophic spectators that knew 
mae bt - — Me ne Silt of: " th the amount of human interests confided to that 
possible to imagine ; and, in default of any other Ss aiahs indies the Cieenaminaetin eee 
opponent, he would have fastened a quarrel upon | army, Ee ee 
his own shadow for presuming to run before then were oe aoe ow ay thy 
him when going westward in the morning, po ep tem : wer in —- <n pr tony 
whereas, in all reason, a shadow, like a dutiful | of a ghostly oo caper ok ooty nod one 
child, ought to keep deferentially in the rear of = wena “ - . ; yg Roy oo tf me 
Pe sine “Muon bhedshna eae ane tony a oe any analogous one that has 
counties “ spaprndier ite been pot ae to exist at Waterloo. A British 
Mei SEae arcane on ake. ty an n, indeed, in a work of two octavo vol- 
himself. And they were not a few. On all aa, | onan thao brothas nears 
‘trees ei or Ee as Cherck dou | wae wanened at Waterloo, between two or three 
aiaaeie. for kindling a panic in the 
bg Fe Ag pl oa a pow Gece by flight, and 5 ose sustained 
pees ye re poem oh blowing-up of tumbrils, with the miserable pur- 
pte ge day tiga Rite ber. 9° a me Petra hong 
I, on his first coming home, lived among my | pose of s ee sae vem 
sisters) with his select opinions. On this last ne erro a vegas Mm 
pes putaateek on gh bat al ibuted extensively among the human race, and 
great; witness his profound work. though but a! tributed ex ly 
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meditating 1 treason against us all, had been | | as he observed, “ the friction. was too retarding 
demonstrated to the satisfaction of all true phi- | from the plaster of Paris, but the.case would be 
losophers. Who were these shams and make- | very different if the ceiling were coated with 
believe men? They were, in fact, people that ice.” As it was not, he changed his plan. The 
had been dead for centuries, but that, for rea-| true secret, he said, was this: he would con. 
sons best known to themselves, had returned to | sider himself i in the light of a humming-top ; he 
this upper earth, walked about among us, and | would make an apparatus (and he made it) fo; 
were undistinguishable, except by the most | having himself launched, like a top, upon the 
learned of necromancers, from authentic men of ceiling, and regularly spun. Then the vertigi. 
flesh and blood. I mention this for the sake of | nous motion of the human top would oy erpower 
illustrating the fact, that the same crazes are | | the force of gravitation. He should, of course, 
everlastingly revolving upon men. Two years | spin upon his own axis, and sleep upon his axis 
ago, during the carnival of universal anarchy | | perhaps he might even dream upon it; and 
equally among doers and thinkers, a closely- he laughed at “ those scoundrels, the flies,” that 
printed pamphlet was published with this title : | never improved in their pretended art, nor made 
“* A New Revelation, or the Communion of the | any thing of it. The principle was now dis. 
Incarnate Dead with the Unconscious Living. | covered; “and, of course,” he said, “if a man 
Important Fact, without trifling Fiction, by | can keep it up for five minutes, what’ s to hinder 
Him.” I have not the pleasure of knowing | him from going on for five months?” “Cer. 
Him ; but certainly I must concede to Him, that | | tainly,” my sister replied, whose skepticism, in 
he writes like a man of education, and also like | | fact, had not settled upon the five months, but 
a man of extreme sobriety, upon his extravagant | | altogether upon the five minutes. The appa- 
theme. He is angry with Swedenborg, as might ratus for spinning him, however, would not 
be expected, for his “ absurdities ;”’ but, as to work : a fact which was evidently owing to the 
him, there is no chance that he should commit | | stupidity of the gardener. On reconsidering the 
any absurdity, because (p. 6) “he has met with | | Subject, he announced, to the disappointment ol 
some who have acknowledged the fact of their | some among us, that, ‘although the physical dis. 
having come from the dead’ —habes confitentem | | covery was now complete, he saw a moral dif- 
reum. Few, however, are endowed with so | | fieulty. It was not a humming- -top that was 
much candor ; and, in particular, for the honar | required, but a peg-top; and this, in order to 
of literature, it grieves me to find, by p. 10, | | keep up the vertigo at full stretch, without 
that the largest number of these shams, and | which, to a certainty, gravitation would prove 
perbaps the most uncandid, are to be looked for | | too much for him, needed to be whipped inces- 
among “ publishers and printers, ” of whom, it | santly. Now, that was what a gentleman ought 
seems, “the great majority” are mere forgeries; | not to tolerate : to be scourged unintermittingly 
a very few speak frankly about the matter, and | on the legs by any grub of a gardener, unless it 
say they don’t care who knows it, which, to my | were Father Adam himself, was a thing that be 
thinking, is impudence ; but by far the larger | could not bring his mind to endure. However, 
section doggedly deny it. and call a policeman, | as some compensation, he proposed to improve 
if you persist in charging them with being shams. | the art of flying, which was, as every body must 
Some differerices there are between my brother | acknowledge, in a condition quite disgraceful to 
and Him, but in the great outline of their views | civilized society. As he had made many a fire 
they coincide. balloon, and had succeeded in some attempts at 
This hypothesis, however, like a thousand | bringing down cats by parachutes, it was not 
others, when it happened that they engaged no | very difficult to fly downward from moderate 
durable sympathy from his nursery audience, he | elevations. But, as he was reproached by my 
did not pursue. For some time, he turned his | sister for never flying back again, which, how- 
thoughts to philosophy, and read lectures to us| ever, was a far different thing, and not even 
every night upon some branch or other of phys-| attempted by the philosopher in “ Rasselas’’ 
ies. This undertaking arose upon some one | (for 
of us envying or admiring flies for their power Revocare gradum et superas evadere ad auras, 
of walking upon the ceiling. ‘‘ Pooh!” he said, Hic labor, hoc opus est), 
“they are impostors; they pretend to do it, but | he refused, under such poor encouragement, to 
they can’t do it as it ought to be done. Ah!|try his winged parachutes any more, either 
you should see me standing upright on the ceil- | “ aloft or alow,” till he had thoroughly studied 
ing, with my head downward, for half-an-hour | Bishop Wilkins * on the art of manning right 


| 


‘together, and meditating profoundly.” My ERE ee Or nae en ae 


second sister remarked, that we should all be i rape Mn ” Dr. W., Bishop of Chae 
very glad to see him in that position. “‘If that’s reign of Char notoriously wrote a book on 
* .s -_ | possibility of a voyage to the moon, which, in a bishop, 
the case,” he replied, “it's vey well that all 18 | would be called a translation to the moon ; and, perhaps 
ready, except as to one single strap.” Being | it was his name that suggested the “ Adventures of Peter 
an excellent skater, he had first imagined that, | Wilkins.” It is unfair, however, to mention him in con 
if held up until he had started, by taking a bold | nection with that only one 4 his gee which omen 
an extravagant purpose. Ee was really a scientific man, 
sweep ahead, he might then keep himself in and already in the time of Cromwell (about 1657), had 
position through the continued impetus of skat- | projected that Royal Society of London, which was after 
ing. But this he found not to answer, because, | ward realized and presided over by Isaac Barrow and 
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reverend gentlemen to the moon; and, in the |a much fiercer name, more bewhiskered and 
mean time, he resumed his general lectures on | beturbaned. It was no part of his intention 
physics. From these, however, he was speed- | that we should sit jolling on chairs like ladies 
iy driven, or one might say shelled out, by a ‘and gentlemen that had paid opera prices for 
concerted assault of my sister’s. He had been | private boxes. He expected every one of us, 
in the habit of lowering the pitch of his lectures | he said, to pull an oar. We were to act the 
with ostentatious cond ian to the presumed | tragedy. But, in fact, we had many oars to 
level of our poor understandings. This super-| pull. There were so many characters, that 
ciliousness annoyed my sister; and, according- | each of us took four, at the least, and the future 
ly, with the help of two young female visiters, | middy had six. He, this wicked little middy.* 
and my next younger brother—in subsequent | caused the greatest affliction to Sultan Amu- 
times a little middy on board many a ship of | rath, forcing him to order the amputation of his 
H.M., and the most predestined rebel upon | head six several times (that is, once in every 
earth against all assumptions, small or great, of | one of his six parts), during the first act. In 
superiority—she arranged a mutiny, that had | reality, the sultan, though a decent man, was 
the unexpected effect of suddenly extinguishing | too bloody. What by the bowstring, and what 
the lectures forever. He had happened to say, | by the scimetar, he had so thinned the popula- 
what was no unusual thing with him, that he | tion with which he ex d_ busi , that 
flattered himself he had made the point under | scarcely any of the characters remained alive 
discussion tolerably clear; “clear,’’ he added, | at the end of act the first. Sultan Amurath 
bowing round the half-circle of us, the audience, | found himself in an awkward situation. Large 
“to the meanest of capacities ;” and then he | arrears of work remained, and hardly any body 
repeated, sonorously, ‘clear to the most excru- | to do it but the sultan himself. In composing 
ciatingly mean of capacities.’’ Upon which a | act the second, the author had to proceed like 
voice, a female one, but whose I had not time | Deucalion and Pyrrha, and to create an entirely 
to distinguish, retorted : ‘‘ No, you haven’t; it’s | new generation. Apparently, this young gen- 
as dark as sin;’’ and then, without a moment’s | eration, that ought to have been so good, took 
interval, a second voice exclaimed, “Dark as|no warning by what had happened to their 
night ;” then came my young brother’s insur- | ancestors in act the first; one must conclude 
rectionary yell, “Dark as midnight;’ then | that they were quite as wicked, since the poor 
another female voice chimed in melodiously, | sultan had found himself reduced to order them 
“ Dark as piteh ;” and so the peal continued to | all for execution in the course of this act the 
come round like a catch, the whole being so| second. To the brazen age had succeeded an 
well concerted, and the rolling fire so well sus-| iron age; and the prospects were becoming 
tained, that it was impossible to make head | sadder and sadder, as the tragedy advanced. 
against it; while the abruptness of the inter- | But here the author began to hesitate. He felt 
ruption gave to it the protecting character of | it hard to resist the instinct of carnage. And 
an oral “round robin,” it being impossible to| was it right to do so? Which of the felons, 
challenge any one in particular as the ring-| whom he had cut off prematurely, could pre- 
leader. Burke’s phrase of “the swinish mul-| tend that a court of appeal would have reversed 
titude,” applied to mobs, was then in every | his sentence? But the consequences were 
body’s mouth ; and, accordingly, after my broth- | dreadful. A new set of characters in every 
er had recovered from his first astonishment at | act, brought with it the necessity of a new 
this insurrection, he made us several sweeping | plot: for people could not succeed to the 
bows that looked very much like tentative re-| arrears of old actions, or inherit ancient mo- 
hearsals of a sweeping fusillade, and then ad.- | tives, like a landed estate. Five crops, in fact, 
dressed us in a very brief speech, of which we | must be taken off the ground in each separate 
could distinguish the words pearls and swinish | tragedy, amounting, in short, to five tragedies 
multitude, but uttered in a very low key, per- | involved in one. 
haps out of regard to the two young strangers. | Such, according to the rapid sketch which at 
We all laughed in chorus at this parting salute: | this moment my memory furnishes, was the 
my brother himself condescended at last to join | brother, who now first laid open to me the 
us; but there ended the course of lectures on gates of war. The occasion was this: he had 
natural philosophy. resented, with a shower of stones, an affront 
As it was impossible, however, that he should | offered to us by an individual boy, belonging to 
remain quiet, he announced to us, that for the | a cotton-factory ; for more than two years after- 
rest of his life he meant to dedicate himself to ward, this became the teterrima causa of a 
the intense cultivation of the tragic drama. He | skirmish, or a battle, as often as we passed the 
got to work instantly; and very soon he had| {| > ei 3 
composed the first act of his “Sultan Selim;” | ng sng = sorte ohn. “a anarrened 
but, in defiance of the metre, he soon changed | this time to serve in the navy. Afterward, he did so for 
the title to “ Sultan Amurath,” considering that | many years, and saw every variety of service in every 
+ ads class of ships belonging to our navy. At one time, when 
Isaac Newton. He was also a learned man, but still with | yet a boy, he was captured by pirates, and compelled to 
& vein of romance about him, as may be seen in his most sail with them; and the end of his adventurous career 
elaborate work—“The Essay toward a Philosophic or | was, that for many a year he has been lying at the bot- 
Universal Languay:e.” | tom of the Atlantic. 
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factory ; and, unfortunately, that was twice a | 
day on every day except Sunday. Our situa- 
tion in respect to the enemy was as follows: 
Greenhay, a country-house newly built by my 
father, at that time was a clear mile from the 
outskirts of Manchester; but, in after years, 
Manchester, throwing out the tentacula of its 
vast expansions, absolutely enveloped Greenhay ; 
and, for any thing I know, the grounds and 
gardens which then insulated the house, may 
have long disappeared. Being a modest man- | 
sion, which (including hot walls, offices, and 
gardener’s house) had cost only six thousand 
pounds, I do not know how it should have risen 
to the distinction of giving name to a region of 
that great town; however, it has done so;* 
and, at this time, therefore, after changes so 
great, it will be difficult for the habitwé of that 
region to understand how my brother and my- 
self could have a solitary road to traverse be- 
tween Greenhay and Princess-street, then the 
termination, on that side of Manchester. But 
so it was. Oxford-street, like its namesake in 
London, was then called the Oxford-road ; and, 
during the currency of our acquaintance with it, 
arose the first three houses in its neighbor- 
hood ; of which the third was built for the Rev. 
S. H., one of our guardians, for whom his friends 
had also built the church of St. Peters’s—not a 
bowshot from the house. At present, however, 
he resided in Salford, nearly two miles from 
Greenhay ; and to him we went over daily, for 
the benefit of his classical instructions. One 
sole cotton-factory had then risen along the line 
of Oxford-street ; and this was close to a bridge, 
which also was a new creation ; for, previously, 
all passengers to Manchester went round by 
Garrat. This factory became the offcina gen- 
tium to-us, from which swarmed forth those 
Goths and Vandals, that continually threatened 
our steps; and this bridge became the eternal 
arena of combat, we taking good care to be on 
the right side of the bridge for retreat, i. e., on 
the town side, or the country side, according as 
we were going out in the morning, or return- 
ing in the afternoon. Stones were the imple- 
ments of warfare; and by continual practice 
we became expert in throwing them. 

The origin of the feud it is scarcely requisite 
to rehearse, since the particular accident which 
began it was not the true efficient cause of our 
long warfare, but (as logicians express it) sim- | 
ply the oceasion. ‘The cause lay in our aristo- 
cratic dress: as children of an opulent family, | 
where all provisions were liberal, and all ap- 
pointments elegant, we were uniformly well- 
dressed, and, in particular, we wore trowsers 
(at that time unheard of, except in maritime 
places) and Hessian boots—a crime that could 
not be forgiven in the Lancashire of that day, 
because it expressed the double offense of being 








* “Greenheys,” with a slight variation in the spelling, is 
the namie given to that district, of which Greenhay 
formed the original nucleus. Probably, it was the sol- 
itary situation of the house which (failing any other 
grounds of denomination) raised it to this privilege. 
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aristocratic, and being outlandish. We were 
aristocrats, and it was in vain to deny it; could 
we deny our boots? while our antagonists, jf 
not absolutely sans culottes, were slovenly and 
forlorn in their dress, often unwashed, with hair 
totally neglected, and always covered with 
flakes of cotton.* Jacobins they were, not by 
any sympathy with the French Jacobinism, that 
then desolated western Europe; for, on the 
contrary, they detested every thing French, and 
answered with brotherly signals to the cry of 
“Church and king,” or, “King and constitu. 
tion.” Bat, for all that, as they were perfectly 
independent, getting very high wages, and in a 
mode of industry that was then taking vast 
strides ahead, they contrived to reconcile this 
patriotic anti-Jacobinism with a personal Jaco. 
binism of that sort which is native to the heart 
of man, who is by natural impulse (and not 
without a root of nobility) impatient of inequal- 
ity, and submits to it only through a sense of its 
necessity, or a Jong experience of its benefits. 

It was on an early day of our new tyrociniwm, 
or, perhaps, on the very first, that, as we passed 
the bridge, a boy happening to issue from the 
factory,* sang out to us, derisively—* Holloa, 
bucks !”’. In this the reader may fail to per- 
ceive any atrocious insult commensurate to the 
long war which followed. But the reader is 
wrong. The word “ dandies,” which was what 
the villain meant, had not then been born, so 
that he could not have called us by that name, 
unless through the spirit of prophecy. Bick 
was the nearest word at hand in his Manches- 
ter vocabulary ; he gave all he could, and let 
us dream the rest. But, in the next moment, 
he discovered our boots, and he completed his 
crime by saluting us as “ Boots! boots!’ My 
brother made a dead stop, surveyed him with 
intense disdain, and bade him draw near, that 
he might “give his flesh to the fowls of the 
air.” The boy declined to accept this liberal 
invitation, and conveyed his answer by a most 
contemptuous and plebeian gesture, upon which 
my brother drove him in with a shower of 
stones. 

During this inaugural flourish of hostilities, 
I, for my part, remained inactive, and, there- 
fore, apparently neutral. But this was the last 
time that I did so: for the moment, I was 
taken by surprise. To be called a buck by one 
that had it in his choice to have called me a 
coward, a thief, or a murderer, struck me as a 
most pardonable offense ; and, as to boots, that 
rested upon a flagrant fact that could not be 
denied, so that at first I was green enough to 
regard the boy as very considerate and indulg- 
ent. But my brother soon rectified my views ; 
or, if any doubts remained, he impressed me, at 
Jeast, with a sense of my paramount duty to 
himself, which was threefold. First, it seems, 
I owed military allegiance to him, as my com- 
mander-in-chief, whenever we “ took the field;” 

* “Factory :” such was the designation technically at 


that time. At present, I believe that a building of that 
class would be called a “mill.” 
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secondly, by the law of nations, I being a cadet | to run away. Magna Charta, I should fancy, 
of my house, owed suit and service to him who | secures that great right to every man; else 


was its head; and he assured me, that twice in | surely it is sadly defective. 


But out of this 


a year, on my birthday, and on his, he had a | catastrophe to most of our skirmishes, and to all 


right, strictly speaking, to make me lie down, 
and to set his foot upon my neck ; lastly, by a 
jaw not so rigorous, but valid among gentlemen 
—viz., “by the comity of nations,” 
owed eternal deference to one so much older 
then myself, so mach wiser, stronger, braver, 
more beautiful, and more swift of foot. Some- 
thing like all this in tendency I had already be- 
lieved, though I had not so minutely investiga- 
ted the modes and grounds of my daty. Asa 
Pariah, which, by natural temperament I was, 
and by awful dedication to despondency, I felt 
resting upon me always too deep and gloomy 
a sense of obscure duties, that I never should 
be able to fulfill—a burden which I could not 
carry, and which yet I did not know how to 
throw off. Glad, therefore, I was to find the 
whole tremendous weight of obligations—the 
jaw and the prophets—all crowded into this 
one brief command—“ Thou shalt obey thy 
brother as God’s vicar upon earth.” Fer now, 


| 


it seems I | to opinion. 





if, by any future stone leveled at him who had | 
called me “a buck,’ I should chance to draw | childhood, I account among the very greatest 
blood—perhaps I might not have committed so | those which reached me through the various 


serious a trespass on any rights which he could 


} 
| 


plead: but, if I had (for, on this subject my | 


convictions were still cloudy), at any rate, the 
duty I might have violated in regard to this 
general brother, in right of Adam, was can- 
celed when it came into collision with my par- 
amount duty to this liege brother of my own 
individual house. 

From this day, therefore, I obeyed all my 
brother's military commands with the utmost 
docility ; and happy it made me that every sort 
of distraction, or question, or opening for demur, 
was swallowed up in the unity of this one papal 
principle, discovered by my brother, viz., that 
all rights of casuistry were transferred from me 
to himself. His was the judgment—his was 
the responsibility ; and to me belonged only the 
sablime duty of unconditional faith in him. 
That faith I realized. It is true, that he taxed 
me at times, in his reports of particular fights, 





with “horrible cowardice,” and even with “a, 
cowardice that seemed inexplicable, except on | 


the supposition of treachery.” 


secret perfidy, that was constantly moving un- 
der-ground, gave an interest to the progress of 
the war, which else tended to the monotonous. 
It was a dramatic artifice for sustaining the in- 
terest, where the incidents might be too slightly 
diversified. But that he did not believe his own 
charges was clear, because he never repeated 
them in his “General History of the Cam- 
paigns,” which was a resumé, or digest, of his 
daily reports. 

We fought every day; and, generally speak- 
ing, twice every day ; and the result was pretty 
uniform, viz., that my brother and I terminated 
the battle by insisting upon our undoubted right 


But this was | 
only a fagon de parler with him: the idea of | 





our pitched battles except one, grew a standing 
schism between my brother and me. My un- 
limited obedience had respect to action, but not 
Loyalty to my brother did not rest 
upon hypocrisy : because I was faithful, it did 
not follow that I must be false in relation to his 
capricious opinions. And these opinions some- 
times took the shape of acts. Twice, at the 
least, inevery week, but sometimes every night, 
my brother insisted on singing ‘‘‘Te Deum’? for 
supposed victories which he had won; and he 
insisted also on my bearing a part in these “ Te 
Deums.” Now, asI knew of no such victories, 
but resolutely asserted the truth—viz., that we 
ran away—a slight jar was thus given to the 
else triumphal effect of these musical ovations. 
Once having uttered my protest, however, will- 
ingly I gave my aid to the chanting; for I loved 
unspeakably the grand and varied system of 
chantirg in the Romish and English churches. 
And, looking back at this day to the ineffable 
benefits which I derived from the church of my 


chants connected with the “O, Jubilate,” the 
“ Magnificat,” the “Te Deum,” the “ Bene- 
dicite,”’ &e. Through these chants it was that 
the sorrow which laid waste my infancy, and 
the devotion which nature had made a necessity 
of my being, were profoundly interfused: the 
sorrow gave reality and depth to the devotion ; 
the devotion gave grandeur aid idealization to the 
sorrow. Neither was my love for chanting alto- 
gether without knowledge. A son of my rever- 
end guardian, much older than myself, who pos- 
sessed a singular faculty of producing a sort of 
organ accompaniment with one half of his mouth, 
while he sang with the other half, had given me 
some instructions in the art of chanting: and, as 
to my brother, he, the hundred-handed Briareus, 
could do all things; of course, therefore, he could 
chant. He could chant: he had a right to chant: 
he had a right, perhaps, to chant “Te Deum.” 
For if he ran away every day of his life, what 
then? Sometimes the enemy mustered in over- 
powering numbers—seventy, or even ninety 
strong. Now, if there is a time for every thing 
in this world, surely that was the time for 
running away. But in the mean time | must 
pause, reserving what has to follow for another 
occasion. 





(From Dickens's Household Words.} 
VISIT TO AN ENGLISH DAIRY. 


ET the reader accompany us half-a-dozen 

miles out of town. We pass through Cam- 
berwell, through Peckham, and Peckham Rye, 
and we presently find ourselves in a district 
that looks uncommonly like ‘the country,” 
considering how short a time it is since we 
left the “old smoke” behind us. We alight 
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and walk onward, and certainly, if the sight of 
green fields, and cows, and hedges, and farm- | 


yards, denote the country, we are undou':‘tedly 
in some region of the kind. 

We pass down a winding road, between high 
hedges of bush and trees, then climb over a 
gate into a field; cross it, and then over anoth- 
er gate into a field, from which we commence 
a gradual ascent, field after field, till finally 
the green slope leads us to a considerable 
height. We are on the top of Friern Hill. 

It is a bright sunny morning in September, 
and we behold to perfection the most complete 
panorama that can be found in the suburban 
vicinities of London. Step down with us to 
yonder hedge, a little below the spot where we 
have been standing. We approach the hedge 
—we get over a gate, and we suddenly find 
ourselves on the upper part of an enormous 
green sloping pasturage, covered all over with 
cows. The red cow, the white cow, the brown 
cow, the brindled cow, the colley cow, the dap- 
pled cow, the streaked cow, the spotted cow, 
the liver-and-white cow, the strawberry cow, 
the mulberry cow, the chestnut cow, the gray 
speckled cow, the clouded cow, the black cow, 
—the short-horned cow, the long-horned cow, 
the up-curling horn, the down-curling horn, the 
straight-horned cow, and the cow with the 
erumpled horn—all are here—between two and 
three hundred—spread all over the broad, down- 
ward sloping pasture, feeding, ruminating, 


standing, lying. gazing with mild earnestness, 
reclining in characteristic thoughtfulness, sleep- 


ing, or wandering hither and thither. 


ture, and falls upon many of the cows with a 
lovely, picturesque effect.’ 

And what cows they are, as we approach 
and pass among them! Studies for a Mor- 
land, a Gainsborough, a Constable. 
never before thought there were any such cows 
out of their pictures. That they were highly 
useful, amiable, estimable creatures, who con- 





grass in a recumbent position, and composing 
a sonnet, we never doubted ; but that they were 
ever likely to be admired for their beauty, espe- 
cially when beheld, as many as these were, 
from a disadvantageous point of view, as to 
their position, we never for a moment suspected. 
Such, however, is the case. We have lived to 
see beauty in the form of a cow—a natural, 
modern, mileh cow, and no descendant from 
any Ovidian metamorphosis. 

We will now descend this broad and populous 
slope, and pay a visit to Friern Manor Dairy 
Farm, to which all these acres—some two 
hundred and fifty—belong, together with all 
these “horned beauties.” We find them all 
very docile, and undisturbed by our presence, 
though their looks evidently denote that they 
recognize a stranger. But those who are re- 
clining do not rise, and none of them decline to 
be caressed by the hand, or seem indifferent to 
the compliments addressed to them. In pass- 


A soft | 
gleam of golden sunshine spreads over the pas- | 
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ing through the cows we were specially pre. 
sented to the cow queen, or ‘“‘ master cow,” as 
she is called. This lady has been recognized 
during twelve years as the sovereign ruler 
over all the rest. No one, however large, dis. 
putes her supremacy. She is a short-horned. 
short-legged cow, looking at first sight rather 
small, but on closer examination you will find 
that she is sturdily and solidly built, though 
graceful withal. ‘She is very sweet-temper. 
ed,’’ observed the head keeper, “but when 
new-comer doubts about who is the master, her 
eye becomes dreadful. Don’t signify how big 
the other cow is—she must give in to the mas- 
ter cow. It’s not her size, nor strength, bless 
you, it’s her spirit. As soon as the question 
is once settled, she’s as mild as a lamb again. 
Gives us eighteen quarts of milk a day.”’ 

We were surprised to hear of so great a 
quantity, but this was something abated by a 
consideration of the rich, varied, and abundant 
supply of food afforded to these cows, besides 
the air, attendance, and other favorable circum- 
stances. For their food they have mangold- 
wurtzel, both the long red and the orange globe 
sorts, parsnips, turnips, and kohl-rabi (Jewish 
cabbage), a curious kind of green turnip, with 
cabbage leaves sprouting out of the top all 
round, like the feathery arms of the Prince of 
Wales. Of this last mentioned vegetable the 
cows often eat greedily; and sometimes en- 
deavoring to bolt too large a piece, it sticks in 
their throats and threatens strangulation. On 
these occasions, one of the watchful keepers 
rushes to the rescue with a thing called a pro- 
bang (in fact a cow's throat ramrod), with 
which he rams down the obstructive morsel 
But, besides these articles of food, there is the 
unlimited eating of grass in the pastures, so 


| that the yield of a large quantity of milk seems 
We had | only a matter of course, though we were not 
| prepared to hear of its averaging from twelve 


to eighteen and twenty quarts of milk a day, 


| from each of these two or three hundred cows 
tinually, at the best, appeared to be mumbling 


Four-and-twenty quarts a day is not an unusual 
occurrence from some of the cows; and one ol 
them, we were assured by several of the keep- 
ers, once yielded the enormous quantity of twen- 
ty-eight quarts a day during six or seven weeks. 
The poor cow, however, suffered for this mu- 
nificence, for she was taken very ill with a 
fever, and her life was given over by the doc- 
tor. Mr. Wright, the proprietor, told us that 
he sat up two nights with her himself, he had 
such a respect for the cow; and in the morn. 
ing of the second night after she was given 
over, when the butcher came for her, he couldn't 
find it in his heart te let him have her. “No, 
butcher,” said he, “she’s been a good friend to 
me, and I’}] let her die a quiet, natural death.” 
She hung her head, and her horns felt very 
cold, and so she lay for some time longer ; but 
he nursed her, and was rewarded, for she re- 
covered ; and there she stands—the strawberry 
Durham short-horn—and yields him again from 
sixteen to eighteen quarts of milk a day. 
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~ Reverting to the ‘ ‘master cow,’’ we inquired | this ‘field during four or five. weeks, and the 
whether her supremacy in the case of new-| man who milks or attends upon them is not 
comers was established ‘“ mesmerically” by a | permitted to touch, nor, indeed, to come near, 
glance—or how ? The eye, we were assured, | any of the cows in the great pasture. Such is 
had @ great deal to do with it. The stranger | the susceptibility of a cow to the least contam- 
cow read it, and trembled. But, sometimes, | ination, that if one who had any slight disease 
there was a contest; and a cow-fight, with | were admitted among the herd, in a very short 
such fresh strong ereatures as these—all used | time the whole of them would be aflected. 
to their full liberty, and able to run or leap | When the proprietor has been to purchase fresh 
well, was a serious affair. If no keeper was at | stock, and been much among strange cows, 
hand to separate them, and the fight got serious, | especially at Smithfield, he invariably changes 
so that one of them fell wounded, it was a| | all his clothes, and, generally takes a bath, be- 
chance but the whole herd would eomeund the fore he ventures among his own herd. 
fallen cow, and kill her. This was not out of From what has already been seen, the reader 
wickedness, but something in the whole affair | will not be astonished on his arrival with us at 
that put them beside themselves, and they | the Dairy Farm, to find every arrangement in 
coulda’t bear the horrid sight, and so tried to | accordance with the fine condition of the cows, 
get rid of their feeiings, as well as the unfor-| and the enviable (to all other cows) cireum- 
tunate object, by this wild violence. The effect | stances in which they live. The cow-sheds are 
was the same if the herd did not witness the | divided into fifty stalls, each; and the appear- 
fight, but came suddenly to the discovery of | ance presented reminded one of the neatness 
blood that had been spilled. They would stare | and order of cavalry stables. Each stall is 
at it, and glare at it, and snuff down at it, and| marked with a uumber; a corresponding num- 
sniff up at it, and prow! round it—and get more | ber is marked on one horn of the cow to whom 
and more excited, till, at last, the whole herd | it belongs; and, in winter time, or any inclem- 
would begin to rush about the field bellowing | ent season (for they all sleep out in fine weath- 
and mad, and make nothing at last of leaping | er) each cow deliberately finds out, and walks 
clean over hedges, fences, and five-barred gates. | into her own stall. No. 173 once got into the 
But, strange to say—if the blood they found | stall of No. 15; but, in a few minutes, No. 15 
had not been spilt by violence, but only from | arrived, and ‘ ‘ showed her the difference.’ In 
some cause which the “horned beauties’? un- winter, when the cows are kept very much in- 
derstood, such as a sister or aunt having been | doors, they are all regularly groomed with 
bled by the doctor—then no effect of the sort} currycombs. By the side of one of these sheds 
oecurred. They took no notice of it. there is a cottage where the keepers live— 
We found that besides beauty, cows pos-| milkers and attendants—each with little iron 
sessed some imagination, and were, moreover, | bedsteads, all in orderly soldier fashion, the 
very susceptible. The above excitement and | foreman’s wife acting as the housekeeper. 
mad panic sometimes occurs as the effect of | These men lead a comfortable life, but they 
other causes. work hard. The first “ milking’ begins at 
Once some boys brought a great kite into the | eleven o’clock at night; and the second, at 
field, with a pantomime face painted upon it; | half past one in the morning. It takes a long 
and directly this began to rise over the field, | time, for each cow insists upon being milked in 
and the cows looked up at it, and saw the great her own pail—i. e., a pail to herself, containing 
glass eyes of the face looking down at them— | no milk of any other cow—or, if she sees it, she 
then, oh! oh! what a bellowing! and away | is very likely to kick it over. She will not 
they rushed over each other, quite frantic. On| allow of any mixture. In this there would 
another occasion, some experimental gentlemen | seem a strange instinct, accordant with her 
of seience, brought a fire-balloon near the per extreme susceptibility to contamination. 
turage one night after dark. It rose. Up; The milk is all passed through several strain- 
started all the cows in a panic, and round an | ers, and then placed in great tin cans, barred 
round they rushed, till, finally, the whole herd | across the top, and sealed. They are deposited 
made a charge at one of the high fences—tore in a van, which starts from the Farm about 
down and overleaped every thing—burst into | three in the morning, and arrives at the dairy, 
the lanes—and made their way into the high- | in Farringdon-street, between three and four. 
road, and seemed to intend to leave their own-| The seals are then carefully examined, and 
ers for some state of existence where fire-bal-| taken off by a clerk. In come the carriers, 
loons and horrid men of science were alike un- | commonly called “milkmen,” all wearing the 
known. badge of Friern Farm Dairy; their tin pails 
Instead of proceeding directly down the slo- | are filled, fastened at top, and sealed as before, 
ping fields toward the Dairy Farm, we made a/| and away they go en their early rounds, to be 
detour of about half a mile, and passed through | in time for the early-breakfast people. The 
a field well inclosed, in which were about a | late-breakfasts are provided by a second set of 
dozen cows, attended by one man, who sat | men. 
beneath a tree. This was the Quarantine| Such are the facts we have ascertained with 
ground. «All newly-purchased cows, however | regard to one of the largest of the great dairy 
healthy they may appear, are first placed in | farms near London. 
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SAILING IN THE AIR.—HISTORY OF 
AERONAUTICS. 


ERONAUTICS, or the art of sailing in the 
air, is of very modern date ; if, indeed, we 


are warranted to say that the art has yet been | 


acquired, for we have only got a machine or 


apparatus capable of sustaining some hundreds | 


of pounds in the air, the means of guiding and 
propelling it having yet to be discovered. The 
attention and admiration of men would doubtless 
be attracted from the beginning to the ease, 
grace, and velocity with which the feathered 
race soar aloft, and wing their way in the upper 
regions ; but there is no reason to believe that 
any of the nations of antiquity—not even Greece 
and Rome, with all their progress in science 
and art—ever made the smallest advances to- 
ward a discovery of a method of flying, or of 
aerial navigation. 

Archytas of Tarentum, a celebrated Pytha- 
gorean philosopher, who flourished about four 
hundred years before the Christian era, is in- 
deed said to have constructed a wooden flying 
pigeon ; but, from the imperfeet accounts trans- 
mitted to us of its machinery, there is every 
probability that its flight was one of the many 
deceptions of the magic art which the ancients 
so well understood and so expertly practiced. 


The attention of man was mich earlier, as | 
well as more earnestly and successfully turned | 
to the art of navigating lakes, rivers, and seas. | 


To gratify his curiosity, or to better his con- 
dition, he was prompted to emigrate, or to 
pass from one place to another, and thus he 
would tax his ingenuity to diseover the means 
by which he might be enabled to accomplish 
his journey. To make the atmosphere the me- 
dium of transit, would, in the early stages of 
society, hardly strike the mind at all, or, if it 
did, it would only strike it as a physical impos- 
sibility. Nature has not supplied man with 
wings, as it has done the fowls of heaven, and 
to find a locomotive means of transportation 
through the air was in the infancy of all science 
absolutely hopeless. But advantage would be 
early taken of the buoyant property of water, par- 
ticularly of the sea, which must have been known 
to mankind from the creation. The canoe and 
the raft would be first constructed, and, in the 
course of time, experience would teach men to 
build vessels of a larger size, to fix the rudder 
to the stern, to erect the mast, and unfurl the 
sails. Thus would the art of navigating the 
ocean advance from step to step, while the art 
navigating the air remained a mystery, prac- 
ticed, it may be, by flying demons, and flying 
witches, and the like ethereal beings of a dark 
mythology, but an achievement to which ordin- 
ary mortals could make no pretensions. 

Our object in this paper is to give a concise 
history of aeronautics, commencing at that period 
when something like an approach was made to 
the principles upon which the art couid be re- 
duced to practice. 

The person who is entitled to the honor of 
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| the discovery of the main 1 prineiple of eeronant. 

ices—atmospheric buoyancy—is Roger Bacon, ay 
English monk of the thirteenth century. This 
eminent man, whose uncommon genius was, jy, 
that superstitious and ignorant age, ascribed to 
his intercourse with the devil, was aware tha; 
| the air is a material of some conistency, capable. 
like the ocean, of bearing vessels on its surface. 
and, in one of his works, he particularly describes 
the construction of a machine by which he be. 
lieved it was possible to navigate the air. It js 
a large, thin, hollow globe of copper, or other 
suitable metal, which he proposes to fill with 
“ethereal air or liquid fire,”’ and then to launch 
from some elevated point into the atmosphere, 
when he supposes it will float on its surface, 
like a vessel on the water. He afterward says, 
“There may be made some flying instrument, 
so that a man, sitting in the middle of the in- 
strument, and turning some mechanism, may 
put in motion some artificial wings, which may 
beat the air like a flying bird.”” But, though 
Bacon knew the buoyancy of the atmosphere, 
he was very imperfectly acquainted with its 
properties. His idea seems to have been, that 
the boundaries of the atmosphere are at no 
great height, and that the aerial vessel, in order 
to its being borne up, must be placed on the 
surface of the air, just as a ship, in order to its 
being supported, must be placed on the surface 
of the water. And, whatever may be meant 
by his “ethereal air and liquid fire,” there is no 
evidence that he, or any one living in that age, 
had any knowledge of the various and distinct 
gases. Bacon merely reasoned and theorized 
on the subject; he never attempted to realize 
these flying projects by actual experiment. 

It was not till the year 1782 that the art of 
aerial navigation was discovered, and the merit 
of the discovery is due to two brothers, wealthy 
paper manufacturers, at Annonay, not far from 
Lyens—Stephen and Joseph Montgolfier. This 
discovery they did not arrive at from any scien- 
tific reasoning founded on the elasticity and 
weight of the atmosphere, for, though attached 
to the study of mathematics and chemistry, they 
do not appear to have particularly turned their 
attention to aerostatics; but, from observing 
how clouds and smoke rise and float in the at- 
mosphere, it occurred to Stephen, the younger 
of the two, that a light paper-bag, filled with 
cloud or smoke, would, from the natural ten- 
dency of these substances to ascend, be carried 
by their force in an upward direction. 

About the middle of November, 1782, they 
made their first experiment in their own cham- 
ber at Avignon, with a light paper bag of an 
oblong shape, which they inflated, by applying 
burning paper to an orifice in the lower part o/ 
the bag, and in a few minutes they had the sat- 
isfaction of seeing it ascend to the ceiling of the 
chamber. Constructing a paper bag of larger 
dimensions, they made a similar experiment in 
the open air, with equal success, and, the bag 
being of a spherical shape, they gave it the 
name of balloon, from its resemblance to a large, 
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round, short-necked, chemical vessel so called. 
Finding, from repeated trials, that the larger 
the balloon the more successful was the experi- 
ment, they proceeded to construct one of linen 
lined with paper, 35 feet in diameter; and, on 
the 25th of April, 1783, after being filled with 
rarified air, it rapidly rose to the height of 1000 
feet, and fell to the ground at the distance of 
three-quarters of a mile from the spot where 
it ascended. Encouraged by this success, the 
Montgolfiers came to the resolution of making 
a public experiment with this last constructed 
balloon at Annonay, on the 5th of June follow- 
ing. It was inflated with heated air, by the 
lower orifice being placed over a pit or well, in 
which were burned chopped straw and wool. 
Two men were sufficient to fill it; but, when 
fully inflated, eight men were required to pre- 
vent it from aseending. On being released from 
its fastenings, it rose majestically to the height 
of six or seven thousand feet, and made its de- 
scent at the diStance of a mile and a half from 
the point of its departure. 

This novel experiment, which forms an im- 
portant époch in the history of the art of aero- 
nauties, attracted universal attention, and Ste- 
phen Montgolfier, having soon after arrived in 
Paris, was requested by the Royal Academy of 
Sciences, whose sittings, immediately on his ar- 
rival, he had been invited to attend, to repeat 
the experiment at their expense. He gladly 
availed himself of their proposal, and speedily 
got prepared a large balloon of an elliptical 
shape, 72 feet high, and 41 feet in diameter. 
It was finished in a style of great magni.icence, 
and elegantly decorated on the outer surface 
with beautiful and appropriate designs. When 
completed, it weighed 1000 pounds. As a 
preliminary experiment, it raised eight men 


from the ground, and, on the 12th of Septem- | 
ber, 1783, it aseended, in the presence of the | 


Royal Academy, with a load of from 400 to 
500 pounds; but, in consequence of an injury 
it received in rising from a violent gust of wind, 
it did not present the same interesting spectacle 
as the public experiment previously made, and, 
upon its descent, it was found to be so seriously 
damaged, as to be unfit for future experiments, 
A new one of nearly the same dimensions was, 
therefore, ordered to be made, to which was 
added a basket of wicker-work, for the accom- 
modation of a sheep, a cock, and:a duck, which 
were intended as passengers. It was inflated, 
in the presence of the king and royal family, at 
Versailles, and, when loosened from its moor- 
ings, it rose, with the three animals we have 
named—the first living creatures who ever as- 
cended in an aerial machine—to the height of 
about 1500 feet, an accident similar to what 
befell the other preventing it from attaining a 
higher elevation. It, however, descended safe- 
ly with the animals, at the distance of 10,000 
feet from the place of its ascent. 

Hazardous as it might be, it was now fully 
demonstrated, that it was quite practicable for 


viduals were soon found sufficiently daring to 
make the experiment. Another balloon was 
constracted, 74 feet high, and 48 feet in dia- 
meter, and M. Pilatre de Rozier, superintendent 
of the royal museum, and the Marquis de Ar- 
landes, volunteered to make an aerial voyage. 
At the bottom, it had an opening of about 15 
feet in diameter, around which was a gallery 
of wicker-work, three feet broad, with a balus- 
trade all around the outer edge, of the same 
material, three feet high; and, to enable the 
aeronauts to increase or diminish at pleasure 
the rarified staie of the air within, it was pro- 
vided with an iron brazier, intended for a fire, 
which could easily be: regulated as necessity 
required. On the 2ist of November, in the 
same year, the adventurers having taken their 
places on opposite sides of the gallery, the bal- 
loon rose majestically in the sight of an im- 
mense multitude of spectators, who witnessed 
its upward course with mingled sentiments of 
fear and admiration. The whole machine, with 
fuel and passengers, weighed 1600 pounds. It 
rose to the height of at least 3000 feet, and 
remained in the air from 20 to 25 minutes, 
visible all the time to the inhabitants of Paris 
and its environs. At several times it was in 
imminent danger of taking fire, and the mar- 
quis, in terror for his life, would have made a 
precipitate descent, which, in all probability, 
would have ended fatally, but M. Pilatre de 
Rozier, who displayed great coolness and in- 
trepidity, deliberately extinguished the fire with 
a sponge of water he had provided for the 
emergency, by which they were enabled to re- 
main in the atmosphere some time longer. 
They raised and lowered themselves frequently 
daring their excursion, by regulating the fire in 
the brazier, and finally landed in safety five miles 
distant from the place where they started, after 
having sailed over a great portion of Paris. 
This is the first authentic instance in which 
man succeeded in putting into practical opera- 
tion the art of traveling in the air, which had 
hitherto baffled his ingenuity, though turned to 
the subject for two thousand years. The news 
of the novel and adventurous feat rapidly spread 
over the whole civilized world, and aerial 
ascents in balloons constructed on the same 
principle were made in other cities of France, 
in Italy, and in the United States of America. 
The two Montgolfiers soon obtained a high 
and wide-spread reputation; and the Royal 
Academy of Arts and Sciences of Paris voted a 
gold medal to Stephen, the younger brother. It 
was to heated or rarified air that these balloons 
owed their ascending power; but the Montgol- 
fiers, in the paper in which they communicated 
their discovery to the Royal Academy, errone- 
ously attributed the ascending power, not to the 
rarified air in the balloon, but te a peculiar gas 
they supposed to be evolved by the combustion 
of chopped straw and wool mixed together, to 
which the name of Montgolfiers’ gas was given, 
it being believed for a time, even by the mem- 





man to ascend in the atmosphere, and indi- 





bers of the Academy, that a new kind of gas, 
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different from hydrogen, and lighter ‘than com. | 
mon air, had been discovered. 

Hydrogen gas, or, as it was also called, in- | 
flammable air, whose specific gravity was first 
discovered in 1766, by Henry Cavendish, though 
the gas itself had been known long before to) 

coal-mirers, from its fatal effects, was, from its | 
being the lightest gas known, early taken ad- 
vantage of for inflating balloons. It indeed oc- 
eurred to the ingenious Dr. Black of Edinburgh, 
as soon as he read Mr. Cavendish’s paper, 
which appeared in the Philosophical Transac- 
tions for 1766, that if a sufficiently thin and 
light bladder were filled with this gas, the 
bladder would necessarily ascend in the atmo- 
sphere, as it would form a mass lighter than the 
same bulk of atmospheric air. Not long after, 
it suggested itself to Tiberius Cavallo, an Ital- 
ian philosopher, when he first began to study 
the subject of air, that it was possible to con- 
struct a vessel which, when filled with hydro- 
gen gas, would ascend in the atmosphere. In 
1782, he actually attempted to perform the 
experiment, though the only success he had 
was to let soap balls, filled with that gas, as- 
eend by themselves rapidly in the air, which, 
says he, were perhaps the first sort of inflam- 
mable air balloons ever made ; and he read an 
account of his experiments to the Royal Society 
at their public meeting on June 20, 1782. But, 
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| decided 4 ina field near wr Gonesse, a village shen: 
| fifteen miles distant from the ‘Camp of Mars 
This marks another important era in the his. 
tory of aeronautics. The hydrogen-gas balloon, 
in the first place, is attended with less risk than 
the Montgolfiers’ balloon, which requires the 
| dangerous presence of a fire to preserve the 
lair in a sufficiently rarified state ; and, in the 
second place, it has a much greater ascending 
| power than rarified air balloons of the same 
size, in consequence of its superior lightness. 
M. Charles and the two Messrs. Roberts 
now resolved to undertake an aerial excursion 
in a balloon of this description. With this view. 
the Messrs. Roberts formed one of silk, varnish- 
ed with gum-elastic, of a spherical shape, 27 
feet in diameter, with a car suspended from jt 
by several cords, which were fastened to a net 
drawn over the upper part of the balloon. To 
prevent the danger which might arise from the 
expansion of the gas under a diminished press- 
ure of the atmosphere in the higher regions. 
the balloon was furnished with a valve, to per- 
mit the free discharge of gas, as occasion might 
require. The hydrogen gas with which it was 
filled was 5} lighter than common air, and the 
filling lasted several days. On December 17, 
1783, M. Charles and one of the Roberts made 
their ascent from the garden of the Tuilleries, 
and rose to the height of 6000 feet. After a 





during the later part of the year 1783, two | voyage of an hour and three-quarters, they de- 
gentlemen in the city of Philadelphia actually scended at Nesle, a distance of 27 miles from 
tested the value of hydrogen gas as a means | the place of their departure. 


On their descent, 
of inflating balloons. The French Academy, | M. Roberts having left the car, which lightened 
guided by “the suggestion of Dr. Black, and the | the vessel about 130 pounds, M. Charles re. 
experiments of Cavallo, also concluded to make | ascended, and in twenty minutes mounted with 
the experiment of raising a balloon inflated with | great rapidity to the height of 9000 feet. When 
the same gas. To defray the expense of the | | he left the earth, the thermometer stcod at 47 
undertaking, a subscription was opened, and so | degrees, but, in the space of ten minutes, it fell 
great was the enthusiasm excited by the de- | 21 degrees. On making this great and sudden 
sign among people of all ranks and classes, that | | transition into an atmosphere so intensely cold, 
the requisite sam was speedily subscribed for.| he felt as if his blood had been freezing, and 
A silken bag from lute-string silk, about thir- | experienced a severe pain in the right ear and 
teen feet in diameter, and of a globular shape, jaw. He passed through different currents of 
was constructed by the Messrs. Roberts, under | | air, and, in the higher regions, the expansion 
the superintendence of M. Charles, professor of | of the gas was so great, that the balloon must 
experimental philosophy ; and, to render the bag | pee burst, had he not speedily opened the 
impervious to the gas—a very essential object | valve, and allowed part of the gas to escape. 
in balloon manufacture—it was covered with a | After having risen to the height of 10,500 feet, 
varnish composed of gum elastic dissolved in | he descended, about three miles from the place 
spirits of turpentine. It had but one aperture, like | where M. Roberts stepped out of the car. 
the neck of a bottle, into which was fastened the | Jean Pierre Blanchard, a Frenchman, who 
stop-cock for the convenience of introducing | had long exerted his ingenuity, but with little 
and stopping-off the gas. It was constructed | success, in attempting to perfect a mechanical 
and inflated near the Place of Victories, in Au- contrivance by which he might be enabled to 
gust, 1783, and after being inflated, which was | fly, was the next to prepare a balloon upon the 
then no easy task, occupying several days, it | | | hydrogen-gas principle. It was 27 feet in di- 
was removed on the morning of the 27th of | ameter. He ascended from Paris, March 2d, 
that month, before daylight, to the Camp of | 1784, accompanied by a Benedictine friar. After 
Mars (two miles distant), the place appointed | rising to the height of 15 feet, the balloon was 
for its ascent. About five o’clock in the after- | precipitated to the ground with a violent shock, 
noon, it was releasec from its fastenings, and | which so frightened the friar, ¢hat he would not 
rose, in the presence of some hundred thousands | again leave terra firma, M. Blanchard re-as- 
of applauding spectators, to a height upward |  cended alone, and, in his ascent, he passed 
of 3000 feet ; and, after remaining in the at-| through various currents of air, as acronauts 
mosphere for three-quarters of an hour, de-| generally do. He rose to the height of 9600 
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feet, ween a suffered frou extreme cold, and | tunate aeronauts, whe were ‘probably killed by 
was oppressed with drowsiness. As a means | the explosion of the hydrogen gas, were found 
of directing his course, he had attached to the | near the sea-shore, about four miles from Bou- 
car an apparatus consisting of a radder and two | | logne. This was the first fatal accident which 
wings, but found that they had little or no con- took place in balloon navigation, though several 
trolling power over the balloon. He continued | hundred ascensions had by this time been made. 
his voyage for an hour and a quarter, when he! In the early practice of aerial voyages, the 
descended in safety. chief danger apprehended was from accidental 

During the course of the year subsequent to | and rapid descents. To countervail this danger, 
the Montgolfiers’ discovery, several experiments | and enable the adventurer, in cases of alarm, to 
on the ascending power of balloons had been | desert his balloon, and descend to the ground 
made in England; but the first person who | uninjured, Blanchard invented the parachute, or 
there ventured on an aerial voyage was Vincent guard for falling, as the word signifies in French, 


Lunardi, an Italian, who ascended from London, | 
September 21, 1784. In the succeeding year, 
he gratified the inhabitants of Glasgow and 
Edinburgh with the spectacle of an aerial ex- 
cursion, which they had never witnessed before. 

The first aerial voyage across the sea was 
made by M. Blanchard, in company with Dr. 
Jeffries, an American physician, who was then 
residing in England. On the 7th January, 1785, 
a beautiful frosty winter day, they ascended 
about one o’clock from the cliff of Dover, with 
the design of crossing the Channel between En- 
gland and France, a distance of about twenty- 
three miles, and, at great personal risk, accom- 
plished their purpose in two hours and a half. 
The balloon at first rose slowly and majestically 
in the air, but it soon began to descend, and, 
before they had crossed the Channel, they were 
obliged to reduce the weight, by throwing out 
all their ballast, several books, their apparatus, 
cords, grapples, bottles, and were even procced- 
ing to cast their clothes into the sea, when the 
balloon, which had then nearly reached the 
French coast, began to ascend, and rose to a 
considerable height, relieving them from the 
necessity of dispensing with much of their ap- 
parel. They landed in safety at the edge of the 
forest of Guiennes, not far beyond Calais, and 
were treated by the magistrates of that town | 
with the utmost kindness and hospitality. M. 


Blanchard had the honor of being presented with | 


12,000 livres by the King of France. Embold- | 
ened by this daring feat, Pilatre de Rozier, al- 
ready mentioned, and M. Romain, prepared to | 
pay back the compliment of M. Blanchard and 
Dr. Jeffries, by crossing the Channel from 
France to England. To avoid the difficulty of 
keeping up the balloon, which had perplexed 
and endangered Blanchard and his companion 
during nearly their whole course, Rozier had 
recourse to the expedient of placing underneath 
the hydrogen balloon a fire balloon of smaller 
dimensions, which was intended to regulate the 
rising and falling of the whole machine. This 
promised to unite the advantages of both kinds 
of balloons, but it unhappily terminated in the 
melancholy death of the two adventurers. They 
ascended from Boulogne, on the 15th of June, 
1785, but searcely had a quarter of an hour 
elapsed from the time of their ascent, when, at 
the height of 3000 feet, the whole machine was 
discovered to be in flames. Its scattered frag- 
ments, with the mangled bodies of the unfor- 


| an apparatus very much resembling an umbrella, 
| but of much larger dimensions. The design is 
to break the fall; and, to effect this, it is neces- 
sary that the parachute present a surface suffi- 
| ciently large to experience from the air such 
resistance as will cause it to descend with a 
velocity not exceeding that with which a person 
ean fall to the ground unhurt. During an aerial 
excursion which Blanchard took from Lisle in 
August, 1785, when he traversed a distance of 
not less than 300 miles, he dropped a parachute 
with a basket fastened to it, containing a dog, 
from a great elevation, and it fell gently through 
the air, letting down the animal to the ground 
in safety. The practice and management of 
the parachute were subsequently carried much 
farther by other aeronauts, and particularly by 
M. Garnerin, an ingenious and spirited French- 
man, who, during the course of his numerous 


ascents, repeatedly descended from the region 
of the clouds with that very slender machine. 
On one occasion, however, he suffered consider- 


able injury in his descent. The stays of the 
parachute having unfortunately given way, its 
proper balance was disturbed, and, on reaching 
the ground, it struck against it with such violence, 
as to throw him on his face, by which he received 
| some severe cuts. To let down a man of ordinary 
size froin any height, a parachute of a hemi- 
spherical form, twenty-five feet in diameter, is 
| required. But although the construction of a 
parachute is very simple, and the resistance it 
| will meet with from the air in its descent, its 
| size and load being given, can be exactly de- 
‘termined on scientific principles, few have ven- 
| tured to try it; which may be owing partly to 
| ignorance, or inattention to the seientifie prin- 
| ciples by which it is governed, and partly to a 
| growing opinion among aeronauts, that it is un- 
necessary, the balloon itself, in case of its burst- 
ing, forming a parachute; as Mr. Wise, the 
celebrated American aeronaut, experienced on 
two different occasions, as he narrates in his in- 
teresting work on Aeronautics, lately published 
at Philadelphia—a work to which we have been 
mainly indebted in drawing up this article. 

In the early part of the French revolutionary 
war, the savants of France, ambitious of bring- 
ing to the aid of the Republic al] the resources 
of science, strongly recommended the introduc- 
tion of balloons, as an effectual means of recon- 
noitring the armies of their enemies. From 
the advantages it seemed to promise, the recom- 
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mendation was instantly acted on by the govern- | 1804, from the garden of ‘the Repository of 


ment, which established an aeronautic school at Models. 
Meudon, near Paris. The management of the 


institution, which was conducted with systematic 
precision, and concealed with the utmost care 
from the allied powers, was committed to the 
most eminent philosophers of Paris. Gyton 
Morveau, a celebrated French chemist, and M. 
Contel, superintended the operations. Fifty 


military students were admitted for training. | 


A practicing balloon of thirty-two feet in dia- 
meter was constructed, of the most durable 
materials, and inflated with hydrogen gas. It 
was kept constantly full, so as to be at all times 
ready for exercise; and, to make it stationary 
at any given altitude, it was attached to windlass 
machinery. Balloons were speedily prepared 





On rising 6500 English feet, they 
commenced their observations. The magnetic 
needle was attracted as usual by iron, but jt 
was impossible for them at this time to determ. 
ine with accuracy its rate of oscillation, owing 
to a slow rotary motion with which the balloon 
was affected. The voltaic pile exhibited all its 
ordinary effects, giving its peculiar copperas 
taste, exciting the nervous system, and causing 
the decomposition of water. At the elevation 
of 8600 feet, the animals which they carried 
with them appeared to suffer from the rarity of 
the air. The philosophers had their pulses 
much accelerated, but they experienced no dif. 
fieulty in breathing, nor any inconvenience 
whatever. Their highest elevation was 13,000 


by M. Contel for the different branches of the | feet; and the result of their experiments at this 


French army; the Entreprenant for the army 
of the north, the Celeste for that of the Sambre 


| 


distance from the earth was, that the force of 
magnetic attraction had not sensibly diminished, 


and Meuse, the Hercule for that of Rhine and | and that there is an increase of electricity in the 
’ . 


Moselle, and the Intrepide for the memorable 
army of Egypt. The victory which the French 
achieved over the Austrians, on the plains of 
Fleurus, in June, 1794, is aseribed to the ob- 
servations made by two of their aeronauts. 
Immediately before the battle, M. Contel and 
an adjutant-general ascended twice in the war- 
balloon Entreprenant, to reconnoitre the Austrian 
army, and though, during their second aerial 
reconnaissance they were discovered by the 
enemy, who sent up after them a brisk cannon- 
ade, they quickly rose above the reach of dan- 
ger, and, on descending, communicated such 
information to their general, as enabled him to 
gain a speedy and decisive victory over the 
Austrians. 

The balloon was also at an early period 
taken advantage of for making scientific experi- 
ments in the elevated regions of the atmosphere. 
With the view of ascertaining the force of mag- 
netic attraction, and of examining the electrical 
properties and constitution of the atmosphere 
at great elevations, two young, enthusiastic 
French philosophers, MM. Biot and Gay Lus- 
sac, proposed to make an ascent. These gen- 
tlemen, who had studied together at the Poly- 
technic School of Paris, and the latter of whom 
had especially devoted himself to the study of 
chemistry, and its application to the arts, while 
both were deeply versed in mathematical science, 
were well qualified for the undertaking; and 
they were warmly patronized by the govern- 
ment, which immediately placed at their com- 
mand the Jnirepide, that had returned with the 
French army from Egypt to Paris, after the 


capitulation of Cairo. M. Contel, who had | 


constructed the balloon, was ordered to refit it, 
under their direction, at the public expense. 
Having furnished themselves with the philo- 
sophical instruments necessary for their experi- 
ments—with barometers, thermometers, hy- 
grometers, compasses, dipping needles, metallic 
wires, an electrophorus, a voltaic pile, and with 
some frogs, insects, and birds—they ascended, 
at.ten o'clock, on the morning of August 23, 





| oscillations on the surface of the earth. 


higher regions of the atmosphere. 

In compliance with the request of several 
philosophers of Paris, who were anxious that 
the same observations should be repeated at the 
greatest height that could be reached, Gay Lus- 
sae alone made a second ascent, on the morning 
of September 15, 1804, from the garden of the 
Repository of Models, and rose, by a gradual 
ascent, to a great elevation. He continued to 
take observations at short intervals of the state 
of the barometer, the thermometer, and the hy- 
grometer, of which he has given a tabular view, 
but he unfortunately neglected to mark the 
time at which they were made—a point of ma- 
terial importance, for the results would of course 
be modified by the progress of the day ; and it 
would have added to their value, had these ob- 
servations been compared with similar ones 
made at the same time at the observatory 
During the ascent of the balloon, the hygrome- 
ter was variable, but obviously marked an in- 
crease of dryness; the thermometer indicated 
a decrease in the heat of the atmosphere, but 
the decrease is not uniform, the ratio being 
higher in the elevated regions than in the lower, 
which are heated from the earth; and it was 
found, by not fewer than fifteen trials at differ- 
ent altitudes, that the oscillations of a finely- 
suspended needle varied very little from its 
At the 
height of 21,460 feet, Lussae admitted the air 
into one of his exhausted flasks, and, at the 
height of 21,790 feet, he filled the other. He 
continued to rise, till he was 22,912 feet above 
Paris, or 23,040 feet—that is upward of four 
miles and a quarter—above the level of the sea, 
the utmost limit of his ascent, an elevation not 
much below the summit of Nevado de Sorato, 
the highest mountain of America, and the lofti- 
est peak of the Himalaya in Asia, the highest 
mountains in the world, and far above that to 
which any mortal had ever soared before. One 
ean not but admire the intrepid coolness with 
which Lussac performed his experiments at this 
enormous elevation, conducting his operations 
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with the same composure and precision as if he | nies were about to be committed to us, ever ap- 


had been seated in his own parlor in Paris. 
Though warmly clad, he now began to suffer 
from the excessive cold, his pulse was quick- 
ened, he was oppressed by difficulty in breath- 
ing, and his throat became parched, from in- 
baling the dry, attenuated air—for the air was 
now more than twice as thin as ordinary, the 
barometer having sunk to 12°95 inches—-so that 
he could hardly swallow a morsel of bread. He 
alighted safely, at a quarter before four o'clock 
afternoon, near the hamlet of St. Gourgan, about 
sixteen miles from Rouen. On reaching Paris, 
he hastened to the laboratory of the Polytechnic 
School, to analyze the air he had brought down 
in his flasks from the higher regions; and, by a 
very delicate analysis, it was found to contain 
exactly the same proportions as the air on the 
surface of the earth, every 1000 parts holding 
215 of oxygen, confirming the identity of the 
atmosphere in all situations. The ascents of 
these two philosophers are memorable, as the 
first which were made for purely scientific pur- 


poses. 





[From the Dublin University Magazine. } 
MAURICE TIERNAY, 

THE SOLDIER OF FORTUNE 
(Continued from Vol. I. Page 797.) 
CHAPTER XVIII. 

“THE BAY OF RATHFRAN.” 

Gm voyage was very uneventful, but not 


without anxiety, since, to avoid the English 
cruisers and the Channel-fleet, we were obliged 
to hold a southerly course for several days, 
making a great circuit before we could venture 
to bear up for the place of our destination. 
The weather alternated between light winds 
and a dead calm, which usually came on every 
day at noon, and lasted till about sunset. As 
to me, there was an unceasing novelty in every 
thing about a ship; her mechanism, her disci- 
pline, her progress, furnished abundant occupa- 
tion for all my thoughts, and I never wearied of 
acquiring knowledge of a theme so deeply in- 
teresting. My intercourse with the naval offi- 
cers, too, impressed me strongly in their favor, 
in comparison with their comrades of the land 
service. In the former case, all was zeal, ac- 
tivity, and watchfulness. The look-out never 
slumbered at his post; and an unceasing anx- 
iety to promote the success of the expedition, 
manifested itself in all their words and actions, 
This, of course, was all to be expected in the 
discharge of the duties peculiarly their own ; 
but I also looked for something which should 
denote preparation and forethought in the others ; 
yet nothing of the kind was to be seen. The 
expedition was never discussed even as table- 
talk ; and for any thing that fell from the party 
in conversation, it would have been impossible 
to say if our destination were China or Ireland. 
Not a book nor a map, not a pamphlet nor a 
paper that bore upon the country whose desti, 
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peared on the tables. A vague and listless 
doubt how long the voyage might last, was the 
extent of interest any one condescended to ex- 
hibit ; but as to what was to follow after—what 
new chapter of events should open when this 
first had closed, none vouchsafed to inquire. 

Even to this hour I am puzzled whether to 
attribute this strange conduct to the careless 
levity of national character, or to a studied and 
well “got up” affectation. In all probability 
both influences were at work; while a third, 
not less powerful, assisted them—this was the 
gross ignorance and shameless falsehood of 
many of the Irish leaders of the expedition, 
whose boastful and absurd histories ended by 
disgusting every one. To listen to them, Ire- 
land was not only unanimous in her desire for 
separation, but England was perfeetly power- 
less to prevent it, and the only difficulty was, 
to determine the future fortune of the liberated 
land, when once her freedom had been proclaim- 
ed. Among the projects discussed at the time, 
I well remember one, which was often gravely 
talked over, and the utter absurdity of which 
certainly struck none among us. This was 
no less than the intention of demanding the 
West India Islands from England, as an indem- 
nity for the past woes and bygone misgovern- 
ment of Ireland. If this seem barely credible 
now, I can only repeat my faithful assurance of 
the fact, and I believe that some of the memoirs 
of the time will confirm my assertion. 

The French officers listened to these and 
similar speculations with utter indifference ; 
probably to many of them the geographical 
question was a difficulty that stopped any fur- 
ther inquiry, while others felt no farther inter- 
est than what a campaign promised. All the 
enthusiastic narratives, then, of high rewards 
and splendid trophies that awaited us, fell upon 
inattentive ears, and at last the word Ireland 
ceased to be heard among us. Play of vari- 
ous kinds occupied us when not engaged on 
duty. There was little discipline maintained 
on board, and none of that strictness which is 
the habitual rule of a ship-of-war. The lights 
were suffered to burn during the greater part of 
the night in the cabins; gambling went on 
usually till daybreak; and the quarter-deck, 
that most reverentia) of spots to every sailor- 
mind, was often covered by lounging groups, 
who smoked, chatted, or played at chess, in all 
the cool apathy of men indifferent to its claim 
for respect. 

Now and- then, the appearance of a strango 
sail afar-off, or some dim object in the horizon, 
would create a momentary degree of excite- 
ment and anxiety; but when the “look-out” 
from. the mast-head had proclaimed her a 
“schooner from Brest,’”’ or a “Spanish fruite 
vessel,’’ the sense of danger passed away at 
onee, and none ever reverted to the subject of 
a peril then suggested. 

With General Humbert I usually passed the 
greater part of each forenoon, a distinction, I 
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must confess, I owed to my skill as a chess- 
player, a game of which he was particularly 
fond, and in which { had attained no smal! pro- 
ficiency. I was too young and too unpracticed 
in the world to make my skill subordinate to 
my chief’s, and beat him at every game with 
as little compunction as though he were only 
my equal, till, at last, vexed at his want of suc- 
cess, and tired of a contest that offered no vicis- 
sitade of fortune, he would frequently cease 
playing, to chat over the events of the time, 
and the chances of the expedition. 

It was with no slight mixture of surprise and 
dismay, that I now detected his utter despair of 
all success, and that he regarded the whole as 
a complete forlorn-hope. He had merely taken 
the command to involve the French Government 
in the cause, and so to compromise the national 
character that all retreat would be impossible. 
“We shall be all cut to pieces, or taken prison- 
ers the day after we land,” was his constant ex- 
clamation, ‘and then, but not till then, will 
they think seriously in France of a suitable ex- 
pedition.”” There was no heroism, still less 
was there any affectation of recklessness, in this 
avowal. By nature, he was a rough, easy, good- 
tempered fellow, who liked his profession less 
for its rewards, than for its changefal scenes 
and moving incidents—his one predominating 
feeling being that France should give rule to 
the whole world, and the principles of her Rev- 
olution be every where pre-eminent. To pro- 
mote this consummation, the loss of an army 
was of little moment. Let the cause but tri- 
umph in the end, and the cost was not worth 
fretting about. 

Next to this sentiment was his hatred of 
England, and all that was English. Treachery, 
falsehood, pride, avarice, grasping covetousness, 
and unscrupulous aggression, were the charac- 
teristics by which he described the nation; and 
he made the little knowledge he had gleaned 
from newspapers and intercourse, so subservient 
to this theory, that I was an easy convert to his 
opinion ; so that, ere long, my compassion for 
the wrongs of Ireland was associated with the 
most profound hatred of her oppressors. 

To be sure, I should have liked the notion, 
that we ourselves were to have some more ac- 
tive share in the liberation of Irishmen than the 
mere act of heralding another and more success- 
ful expedition; but even in this thought there 
was romantie self-devotion, not unpleasing to 
the mind. of a boy; but, after all, I was the only 
one who felt it. 

The first sight of land to one on sea is always 
an event of uncommon interest; but how greatly 
increased is the feeling, when that land is to be 
the scene of a perilous exploit—the cradle of 
his ambition, or perhaps his grave! All my 
speculations about the expedition—all my day- 
dreams of success, or my anxious hours of dark 
forebodings—never brought the matter so pal- 
pably before me, as the dim outline of a distant 
headland, which, I was told, was part of the 
Trish. coast. 





This was on the 8th of August, but on the 
following day we stood farther out to sea again 
and saw no more of it. The three succeeding 
ones we continued to beat up slowly to the 
north’ard, against a head wind and a heavy sea ; 
but on the evening of the 2ist the sun went 
down in mellow splendor, and a light air from 
the south springing up, the sailors pronounced 
a most favorable change of weather, a prophecy 
that a starry night and a calm sea soon confirmed. 

The morning of the 22d broke splendidly— 
a gentle breeze from the sou’west slightly curl- 
ed the blue waves, and filled the canvas of the 
three frigates, as in close order they sailed 
along under the tall cliffs of Ireland. We were 
about three miles from the shore, on which now 
every telescope and glass was eagerly directed. 
As the light and fleeting clouds of early morn- 
ing passed away, we could desery the outlines 
of the bold coast, indented with many a bay 
and creek, while rocky promontories and grassy 
slopes succeeded each other in endless variety 
of contrast. Towns, or even villages, we could 
see none—a few small wretched-looking hovels 
were dotted over the hills, and here and there 
a thin wreath of blue smoke bespoke habitation, 
but, save these signs, there was an air of Jone- 
liness and solitude which increased the solemn 
feelings of the scene. 

All these objects of interest, however, soon 
gave way before another, to the contemplation 
of which every eye was turned. This was a 
small fishing-boat, which, with a low mast and 
ragged piece of canvas was seen standing bold- 
ly out for us; a red handkerchief was fastened 
to a stick in the stern, as if for a signal, and on 
our shortening sail, to admit of her overtaking 
us, the ensign was lowered, as though in av- 
knowledgment of our meaning. 

The boat was soon -alongside, and we now 
perceived that her crew consisted of a man and 
a boy, the former of whom, a powerfully-built, 
loose fellow, of about five-and-forty, dressed in 
a light-blue frieze jacket and trowsers, adroitly 
caught at the cast of rope thrown out to him, 
and having made fast his skiff, clambered up the 
ship’s side at once, gayly, as though he were an 
old friend coming to welcome us. 

“Ts he a pilot ?”’ asked the officer of the 
watch, addressing one of the Irish officers. 

“No; he’s only a fisherman, but he knows 
the coast perfectly, and says there is deep water 
within twenty fathoms of the shore.” 

An animated conversation in Irish now en- 
sued between the peasant and Captain Madgett, 
during which a wondering and somewhat impa- 
tient group stood around, speedily increased by 
the presence of General Humbert himself and 
his staff. 

“ He tells me, general,” said Madgett, “that 
we are in the Bay of Killala, a good and safe 
anchorage, and, during the southerly winds, the 
best on all the coast.” 

“What news has he from the shore °” asked 
Humbert, sharply, as if the care of ¢! 
a very secondary consideration, 


s ship was 
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“They have been expecting us with the 
greatest impatience, general; he says the most 
intense anxiety for oar coming is abroad.” 

“ What of the people themselves? Where 
are the national forces? Have they any head 
quarters near this? Eb, what says he ? What 
is that? Why does he laugh?” asked Hum- 
bert, in impatient rapidity, as he watched the 
changes in the peasant’s face. 

“He was laughing at the strange sound of a 
foreign language, so odd and singular to his 
ears,” said Madgett; but for all his readiness, 
a slight flushing of the cheek showed that he 
was ill at ease. 

“ Well, but what of the Irish forces? Where 
are they ?” 

For some minutes the dialogue continued in 
an animated strain between the two; the vehe- 
ment tone and gestures of each bespeaking what 
sounded at least like altercation ; and Madgett 
at last turned half angrily awey, saying, “ The 
fellow is too ignorant ; he actually knows noth- 
ing of what is passing before his eyes.” 

“Is there no one else on board can speak 
this ‘ baragouinage,’”’ cried Humbert in anger. 

“Yes, general, I can interrogate him,” cried 
a young lad named Conolly, who had only 
joined us the day before we sailed. 

And now as the youth addressed the fisher- 
man in a few rapid sentences, the other an- 
swered as quickly, making a gesture with his 
hands that implied grief, or even despair. 

“We can interpret that for ourselves,” broke 
in Humbert; “he is telling you that the game 
is up.” 

“Exactly so, general; he says that the in- 
surrection has been completely put down, that 
the Irish forces are scattered or disbanded, and 
all the leaders taken.” 

“The fellow is just as likely to be an En- 
glish spy,” said Madgett, in a whisper; but 
Humbert’s gesture of impatience showed how 
little trust he reposed in the allegation. 

“ Ask him what English troops are quartered 
in this part of the country,’’ said the general. 

“A few militia, and two squadrons of dra- 
goons,” was the prompt reply. 

“No artillery ?” 

“ None.’’ 

“Ts there any rumor of our coming abroad, 
or have the frigates been seen?” asked Hum- 
bert. 

“They were seen last night from the church 
steeple of Killala, general,” said Conolly, trans- 
lating, “ but believed to be English.” 

“Come ; that is the best news he has brought 
us yet,” said Humbert, laughing; “we shall 
at least surprise them a little. Ask him what 
men of rank or consequence live in the neigh- 
borhood, and how are they affected toward the 
expedition ?” 

A few words, and a low, dry laugh, made all 
the peasant’s reply. 

“Eh, what says he ?” asked Humbert. 

“ He says, sir, that, except a Protestant bish- 
op, there’s nothing of the rank of gentry here.” 





“T suppose we need scarcely expect his 
blessing on our efforts,”’ said Humbert, with a 
hearty laugh. ‘“ What is he saying now ?— 
what is he looking at ?” 

“He says we are now in the very best 
anchorage of the bay,” said Conolly, “and that 
on the whole coast there’s not a safer spot.’’ 

A brief consultation now took place between 
the general and the naval officers, and in a few 
seconds the word was given to take in all sail, 
and anchor. 

“T wish I could speak to that honest fellow 
myself,” said Humbert, as he stood watching 
the fisherman, who with a peasant's curiosity 
had now approached the mast, and was passing 
his fingers across the blades of the cutlasses, as 
they stood in the sword rack. 

“Sharp enough for the English, eh?” cried 
Humbert, in French, but with a gesture that 
seemed at once intelligible. A dry nod of the 
head gave assent to the remark. 

“If I understand him aright,” said Humbert, 
in a half whisper to Conolly, “we are as little 
expected by our friends as by our enemies; and 
that there is little or no force in arms among 
the Irish.” 

“There are plenty ready to fight, he says, 
sir, but none accustomed to discipline.” 

A gesture, half contemptuous, was all Hum- 
bert’s reply, and he now turned away and 
walked the deck alone and in silence. Mean- 
while the bustle and movements of the crew 
continued, and soon the great ships, stripped of 
their white sails, lay tranquilly at anchor in a 
sea without a ripple. 

“A boat is coming out from the shore, gen- 
eral,’”’ whispered the lieutenant on duty. 

“ Ask the fisherman if he knows it.” 

Conolly drew the peasant’s attention to the 
object, and the man, after looking steadily for 
a few seconds, became terribly agitated. 

“What is it, man—can’t you tell who it is?” 
asked Conolly. 

But although so composed before, so ready 
with all his replies, he seemed now totally un- 
manned—his frank and easy features being 
struck with the signs of palpable terror. At 
last, and with an effort that bespoke all his 
fears, he muttered—‘’Tis the king’s boat is 
coming, and ’tis the collector’s on board of her!” 

“Is that all?” cried Conolly, laughing, as 
he translated the reply to the general. 

“Won't you say that I’m a prisoner, sir; 
won't you tell them that you took me?” said 
the fisherman, in an accent of fervent entreaty, 
for already his mind anticipated the casualty of 
a failure, and what might betide him afterward ; 
bat no one now had any care for him er his 
fortunes—all was in preparation to conceal the 
national character of the ships. The marines 
were ordered below, and all others whose uni- 
forms might betray their country, while the 
English colors floated from every mast-head. 

Hambert, with Serazin and two 
others, remained on the poop-deck, where they 
continued to walk, apparently devoid of any 
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peculiar interest or anxiety in the scene. Mad- 
gett alone betrayed agitation at this moment : 
his pale face was paler than ever, and there 
seemed to me a kind of studious care in the 
way he covered himself up with his cloak, so 
that not a vestige of his uniform could be seen. 

The Loat now came close under our lee, and 
Conolly being ordered to challenge her in En- 
glish, the collector, standing up in the stern, 
touched his hat, and announced his rank. The 
gangway-ladder was immediately lowered, and 
three gentlemen ascended the ship’s side and 
walked aft to the poop. I was standing near 
the bulwark at the time, watching the scene 
with intense interest. As General Humbert 
stood a little in advance of the rest, the collect- 
pr, probably taking him for the captain, ad- 
dressed him with some courteous expression of 
welcome, and was proceeding to speak of the 
weather, when the general gently stopped him 
by asking if he spoke French. 

I shall never forget the terror of face that 
question evoked. At first, looking at his two 
companions, the collector turned his eyes to the 
gail, where the English flag was flying; but 
still unable to utter a word, he stood like one 
entranced. 

“You have been asked if you can speak 
Freneh, sir?” said Conolly, at a sign from the 
general. 

‘““No—yvery little—very badly—not at all; 
but isn’t this—am I not on board of—” 

“Can none of them speak French?’ said 
Humbert, shortly. 

“Yes, sir,” said a young man on the col- 
lector’s right; “J can make myself intelligible 
in that language, although no great proficient.” 

“Who are you, monsieur ?—are you a ciyil- 
ian?” asked Humbert. 

* Yes, sir. Iam the son of the Bishop of 
Killala, and this young gentleman is my broth- 
er?” 

“What is the amount of the force in this 
neighborhood ?”’ 

“You will pardon me, sir,” said the youth, 
“if I ask, first, who it is puts this question, and 
under what circumstances 1 am expected to 
answer it?” 

“All frank and open, sir,’’ said Humbert, 
good-humoredly. “I’m the General Humbert, 
commanding the advanced gnard for the libera- 
tion of Ireland—so much for your first question. 
As to your second one, I believe that if you 
have any concern for yourself, or those belong- 
ing to you, you will find that nothing will serve 
your interest so much as truth and plain deal- 
Hy ” 


« Fortunately, then, for me,” said the youth, 
laughing, “I can not betray my king’s cause, 
for I know nothing, nothing whatever, about 


the movement of troops. I seldom go ten miles 
from home, and have not been even at Ballina 
since last winter.” 

“Why so cautious about your information, 
then, sir,’ broke in Serazin, roughly, “since 
you have none to give?” 





—_— 


‘Because I had some to receive, sir; and 
was curious to know where I was standing,” 
said the young man, boldly. 

While these few sentences were being inter- 
changed, Madgett had learned from the col. 
lector, that, except a few companies of militia 
and fencibles, the country was totally unpro. 
vided with troops, but he also picked up, that 
the people were so crest-fallen and subdued in 
courage from the late failure of the rebellion, 
that it was very doubtful whether our coming 
would arouse them to another effort. This 
information, particularly the latter part of it, 
Madgett imparted to Humbert at once, and | 
thought by his manner, and the eagerness with 
which he spoke, that he seemed to use all his 
powers to dissuade the general from a land- 
ing ; at least I overheard him more than once 
say, “‘ Had we been further north, sir—” 

Humbert quickly stopped him by the words: 

“And what prevents us, when we have 
landed, sir, in extending our line north’ard? 
the winds can not surely master us, when we 
have our feet on the sward. Enough of all 
this ; let these gentlemen be placed in security, 
and none have access to them without my or- 
ders. Make signal for the commanding officers 
to come on board here. We've had too much 
of speculation ; a little action now will be more 
profitable.” 

‘So, we are prisoners, it seems!” said the 
young man who spoke French, as he moved 
away with the others, who, far more depressed 
in spirit, hung their heads in silence, as they 
descended between-decks. 

Searcely was:the signal for a council of war 
seen from the mast-head, when the different 
boats might be descried stretching across the 
bay with speed. And now all were assembled 
in General Humbert’s cabin, whose rank and 
station in the service, entitled them to the honor 
of being consulted. 

To such of us as held inferior grade, the 
time passed tediously enough as we paced the 
deck, now turning from the aspect of the silent, 
and, seemingly, uninhabited cliffs along shore, 
to listen if no sign betokened the breaking up 
of the council; nor were we without serious 
fears that the expedition would be abandoned 
altogether. This suspicion originated with the 
Irish themselves, who, however confident of 
success, and boastful of their country’s re- 
sources before we sailed, now made no scruple 
of averring that every thing was the exact re- 
verse of what they bad stated: for, that the 
people were dispirited, the national forces dis- 
banded, neither arms, money, nor organization 
any where—in fact, that a more hopeless 
scheme could not be thought of than the at- 
tempt, and that its result could not fail to be 
defeat and ruin to all concerned. 

Shall I own that the bleak and lonely aspect 
of the hills along shore, the dreary character of 
the landscape, the almost death-like stillness of 
the scene, aided these gloomy impressions, and 
made it seem as if we were about to try our 
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fortune on some desolate spot, without one look 
of encouragement, or one word of welcome to 
greet us. The sight of even an enemy’s force 
would have been a relief to this solitude—the 
stir and movement of a rival army would have 
given spirit to our daring, and nerved our cour- 
age, but there was something inexpressibly sad 
in this unbroken monotony. 

A few tried to jest upon the idea of liberating 
a land that had no inhabitants—the emancipa- 
tion of a country without people; but even 
French flippancy failed to be witty on a theme 
so linked with all our hopes and fears, and, at 
last, a dreary silence fell upon all, and we 
walked the deck without speaking, waiting and 
watching for the result of that deliberation, 
which already had lasted above four mortal 
hours. 

Twice was the young man who spoke French 
summoned to the cabin, but, from the briefness 
of his stay, apparently with little profit; and 
now the day began to wane, and the tall cliffs 
threw their lengthened shadows over the still 
waters of the bay, and yet nothing was resolved 
on. To the quiet and respectful silence of ex- 
pectation, now succeeded a low and half sub- 
dued muttering of discontent; groups of five 
or six together were seen along the deck, taik- 
ing with eagerness and animation, and it was 
easy to see that whatever prudential or cautious 
reasons dictated to the leaders, their arguments 
found little sympathy with the soldiers of the 
expedition. ! almost began to fear that if a 
determination to abandon the exploit were come 
to, a mutiny might break out, when my atten- 
tion was drawn off by an order to accompany 
Colonel Charost on shore to “ reconnoitre.” 
This, at least, looked like business, and I jumped 
into the small boat with alacrity. 

With the speed of four oars stoutly plied, 
we skimmed along the calm surface, and soon 
saw ourselves close in to the shore. Some 
little time was spent in looking for a good 
place to land; for, although not the slightest 
air of wind was blowing, the long swell of the 
Atlantic broke upon the rocks with a noise like 
thunder. At last, we shot into a little creek 
with a shelving gravelly beach, and completely 
concealed by the tall rocks on every side; and 
now we sprang out, and stood upon Irish 
ground ! 


——————>_—_—_ 


CHAPTER XIX. 
a “ RECONNAISSANCE.” 


From the little creek where we landed, a 
small zig-zag path led ur the sides of the cliff, 
the track by which the peasants carried the 
sea-weed, which they gathered for manure, and 
up this we now slowly wended our way. Stop- 
ping for some time to gaze at the ample bay 
beneath us, the tall-masted frigates floating so 
majestically on its glassy surface—it was a 
scene of tranquil and picturesque beauty, with 
which it would have been almost impossible to 
associate the idea of war and invasion. In the 








lazy bunting that hung listlessly from peak and 
mast-head—in the cheerful voices of the sailors, 
heard afar off in the stillness—in the measured 
plash of the sea itself, and the fearless daring of 
the sea-guils, as they soared slowly above our 
heads—there seemed something so suggestive 
of peace and tranquillity, it struck us as prof- 
anation to disturb it. 

As we gained the top and looked around us, 
our astonishment became even greater. A long 
succession of low hills, covered with tall ferns 
or heath, stretched away on every side; not a 
house, nor a hovel, nor a living thing to be 
seen. Had the coantry been one uninhabited 
since the creation, it could not have presented 
an aspect of more thorough desolation! No 
road-track, nor even a foot-path, led through 
the dreary waste before us, on which, to all 
seeming, the foot of man had never fallen. 
And, as we stood for some moments, uncertain 
which way to turn, a sense of the ridiculous 
suddenly burst upon the party, and we all broke 
into a hearty roar of laughter. 

“T little thought,” cried Charost, “that I 
should ever emulate ‘La Perouse,’ but it strikes 
me that I am destined to become a great dis- 
coverer.”’ 

“How so, colonel ?”” asked his aid-de-camp. 

“Why, it is quite clear, that this same island 
is uninhabited ; and, if it be all like this, I own 
I’m scarcely surprised at it.” 

“Still, there must be a town not far off, and 
the residence of that bishop we heard of this 
morning.” 

A half incredulous shrug of the shoulders 
was all his reply, as he sauntered along with 
his hands behind his back, apparently lost in 
thought; while we, as if instinctively partaking 
of his gloom, followed him in total silence. 

“Do you know, gentlemen, what I’m think- 
ing of ?” said he, stopping suddenly, and facing 
about. “ My notion is, that the best thing to 
do here, would be to plant our tri-color, pro- 
claim the land a colony of France, and take to 
our boats again.” 

This speech delivered with an air of great 
gravity, imposed upon us for an instant; but 
the moment after, the speaker breaking into a 
hearty laugh, we all joined him, as mach 
amused by the strangeness of our situation, as 
by any thing in his remark. 

“We never could bring our guns through a 
soil like this, colonel,”’ said the aid-de-camp, as he 
struck his heel into the soft and clayey surface. 

“If we could ever land them at all!’’ mut- 
tered he, half aloud; then added, “But for 
what object should we? Believe me, gentle- 
men, if we are to have a campaign here, bows 
and arrows are the true weapons.” 

“Ah! what do I see yonder?” cried the 
aid-de-camp; “‘are not those sheep feeding in 
that little glen ?” 

“ Yes,” cried I, “‘ and a man herding them, 
too. See, the fellow has caught sight of us, 
and he’s off as fast as his legs can carry him.” 
And so was it, the man had no sooner seen us, 





178 


HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 





than he sprung to his feet, and hurried down 
the mountain at full speed. 

Our first impulse was to follow and give him 
chase, and even without a word, we all started 
off in pursuit; but we soon saw how fruitless 
would be the attempt, for, even independent of 
the start he had got of us, the peasant’s speed 
‘was more than the double of our own. 

““No matter,” said the colonel, “if we have 
lost the shepherd, we have, at least, gained the 
sheep, and so I recommend you to secure a 
mutton for dinner to-morrow.” 

With this piece of advice, down the hill he 
darted, as hard as he could. Biriolle, the aid- 
de-camp, and myself following at our best pace. 
We were reckoning without our host, however, 
for the animals, after one stupid stare at us, set 
off in a scamper that soon showed their mount- 
ain breeding, keeping all together like a pack 
of hounds, and, really, not very inferior in the 
speed they displayed. 

A little gorge led between the hills, and 
through this they rushed madly, and with a 
elatter like a charge of cavalry: Excited by 
the chase, and emulous each to outrun the other, 
the colone] threw off his chako, and Briolle his 
sword, in the ardor of pursuit. We now gained 


on them rapidly, and though, from a winding in 
the glen, they had momentarily got out of sight, 
we knew that we were close upon them. I 
was about thirty paces in advance of my com- 
rades, when, on turning an angle of the gorge, 
I found myself directly in front of a group of 
mud hovels, in front of which were standing 


about a dozen ragged, miserable looking men, 
armed with pitchforks and scythes, while in the 
rear stood the sheep, blown and panting from 
the chase. 

I came to a dead stop; and although I would 
have given worlds to have had my comrades at 
my side, I never once looked back to see if they 
were coming ; but, putting a bold face on the 
matter, called out the only few words I knew 
of Irish, ‘* Go de ma ha tu.” 

The peasants looked at each other; and 
whether it was my accent, my impudence, or 
my strange dress and appearance, or all togeth- 
er, 1 can not say, but, after a few seconds’ pause, 
they burst out into a roar of laughter, in the 
midst of which my two comrades came up. 

“We saw the sheep feeding on the hills, 
yonder,” said I, recovering self-possession, ‘and 
guessed that by giving them chase, they'd lead 
us to some inhabited spot. What is this place 
called ?”’ 

“ Shindrennin,” said a man who seemed to be 
the chief of the party; “and, if I might make 
so bould, who are you, yourselves ?”’ 

“French officers ; this is my colonel,” said I, 
pointing to Charost, who was wiping his fore- 
head and face after his late exertion. 

The information, far from producing the elee- 
tric effect of pleasure I had anticipated, was 
received with a coldness, almost amounting to 
fear, and they spoke eagerly together for some 
minutes in Irish. 





“Our allies evidently don’t like the look of 
us,”’ said Charost, laughing; “and if the truth 
must be told, I own the disappointment is mu. 
tual.” 

“Tis too late you come sir,” said the peas. 
ant, addressing the colonel, while he removed 
his hat, and assumed an air of respectful defer. 
ence. “’Tis all over with poor Ireland, this 
time.” 

“Tell him,” said Charost, to*whom I trans. 
lated the speech, “that it’s never too late to 
assert a good cause: that we have got arms for 
twenty thousand, if they have but hands and 
hearts to use them. Tell him that a French 
army is now lying in that bay yonder, ready 
and able to accomplish the independence ‘of 
Ireland.” 

I delivered my speech as pompously as it 
was briefed to me; and, although 1 was listened 
to in silence, and respectfully, it was plain my 
words carried little or no conviction with them. 
Not caring to waste more of our time in such 
discourse, I now inquired about the country— 
in what directions lay the high roads, and the 
relative situations of the towns of Killala, Castle- 
bar, and Ballina, the only places of comparative 
importance in the neighborhood. I next asked 
about the landing-places, and learned that a 
small fishing-harbor existed, not more than half 
a mile from the spot where we had landed, from 
which a little country road lay to the village of 
Palmerstown. As to the means of transporting 
baggage, guns, and ammunition, there were 
few horses to be had, but with money we might 
get all we wanted; indeed, the peasants con- 
stantly referred to this means of success, even 
to asking “‘ what the French would give a man 
that was to join them?” If I did not translate 
the demand with fidelity to my colonel, it was 
really that a sense of shame prevented me. My 
whole heart was in the cause; and I could not 
endure the thought of its being degraded in this 
way. It was growing duskish, and the colonel 
proposed that the peasant should show us the 
way to the fishing-harbor he spoke of, while 
some other of the party might go round to our 
boat, and direct them to follow us thither. The 
arrangement was soon made, and we all saun- 
tered down toward the shore, chatting over the 
state of the country, and the chances of a suc- 
cessful rising. From the specimen before me, 
I was not disposed to be over sanguine about 
the peasantry. The man was evidently disal- 
fected toward England. He bore her neither 
good-will nor love; but his fears were greater 
than all else. He had never heard of any thing 
but failure in all attempts against her ; and he 
could not believe in any other result. Even the 
aid and alliance of France inspired no other 
feeling than distrust; for he said more than 
once, “Sure, what can harm yez? Haven't 
ye yer ships, beyant, to take yez away, if things 
goes bad ?” 

I was heartily glad that Colonel Charost knew 
so little English, that the greater part of the 
peasant’s conversation was unintelligible to him, 
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since, from the first, he had always spoken of 
the expedition in terms of disparagement ; and 
certainly what we were now to hear was not 
of a nature to controvert the prediction. 

In our ignorance as to the habits and modes 
of thought of the people, we were much sur- 
prised at the greater interest the peasant be- 
trayed when asking us about France and her 
prospects, than when the conversation concerned 
his own country. It appeared as though, in the 
one case, distance gave grandeur and dimensions 
to all his conceptions, while familiarity with 
home scenes and native politics had robbed them 
of all their illusions. He knew well that there 
were plenty of hardships, abundance of evils, to 
deplore in Ireland; rents were high, taxes and 
tithes oppressive, agents were severe, bailiffs 
were cruel; social wrongs he could discuss for 
hours, but of political woes, the only one we 
could be expected to relieve or cere for, he 
really knew nothing. ‘‘’Tis true,” he repeated, 
“that what my honor said was all right, Ireland 
was badly treated,” and so on; “liberty was an 
elegant thing if a body had it,’”’ and such like ; 
but there ended his patriotism. 

Accustomed for many a day to the habits of 
a people where all were politicians, where the 
rights of man, and the grand principles of equality 
and self-government were everlastingly under 
discussion, I was, I confess it, sorely disappointed 
at this worse than apathy. 

“Will they fight ?—ask him that,” said 
Charost, to whom I had been conveying a rather 
rose-colored version of my friend’s talk. 

“Oh, be gorra! we'll fight sure enough !’’ 
said he, with a half-dogged scowl beneath his 
brows. 

“What number of them may we reckon on 
in the neighborhood ?” repeated the colonel. 

‘Tis mighty hard to say; many of the boys 
was gone over to England for the harvest; some 
were away to the counties inland, others were 
working on the roads; but if they knew, sure 
they’d be soon back again.”’ 

“Might they calculate on a thousand stout, 
effective men ?”’ asked Charost. 

“ Ay, twenty, if they were at home,”’ said 
the peasant, less a liar by intention than from 
the vague aud careless disregard of truth, so 
common in all their own intercourse with each 
other. 

I must own that the degree of credit we re- 
posed in the worthy man’s information was con- 
siderably influenced by the state of facts before 
us, inasmuch as that the “elegant, fine harbor” 
he had so gloriously described —“ the beautiful 
road”’—‘‘ the neat little quay”’ to land upon, and 
the other advantages of the spot, all turned out 
to be most grievous disappointments. That the 
people were not of our own mind on these 
matters, was plain enough from the looks of 
astonishment our discontent provoked; and now 
a lively discussion ensued on the relative merits 
of various bays, creeks, and inlets along the 
coast, each of which, with some unpronounceablo 
name or other, was seen to have a special advo- 





eate in its favor, till at last the colonel lost all 
patience, and jumping into the boat, ordered the 
1aen to push off for the frigate. 

Evidently out of temper at the non-success 
of his “reconnaissance,” and as little pleased 
with the country as the people, Charost did not 
speak a word as we rowed back to the ship. 
Our failure, as it happened, was of little mo- 
ment, for another party, under the guidance of 
Madgett, had already discovered a good !and- 
ing-place at the bottom of the Bay of Rathfran, 
and arrangements were already in progress to 
disembark the troops at day-break. We also 
found that, during our absence, some of the 
“chiefs” had come off from shore, one of 
whom, named Neal Kerrigan, was destined to 
attain considerable celebrity in the rebel army. 
He was a talkative, vulgar, presumptuous fel- 
low, who, without any knowledge or experience 
whatever, took upon him to discuss military 
measures and strategy with all the assurance of 
an old commander. 

Singularly enough, Humbert suffered this 
man to influence him in a great degree, and 
yielded opinion to him on points even where his 
own judgment was directly opposed to the ad- 
vice he gave. 

If Kerrigan’s language and bearing were di- 
rectly the reverse of soldierlike, his tawdry uni- 
form of green and gold, with massive epaulets 
and a profusion of lace, were no less absurd in 
our eyes, accustomed as we were to the almost 
puritan plainoess of military costume. His rank, 
too, d as d as his information; for 
while he called himself “‘ General,” his compan- 
ions as often addressed him by the title of “‘ Cap- 
tain.” Upon some points his counsels, indeed, 
alarmed and astonished us. 

“It was of no use whatever,” he said, “to 
attempt to discipline the peasantry, or reduce 
them to any thing like habits of military obe- 
dience. Were the effort to be made, it would 
prove a total failure; for they would either grow 
disgustea with the restraint, and desert alto- 
gether, or so infect the other troops with their 
own habits of disorder, that the whole force 
would become a mere rabble. Arm them well, 
let them have plenty of ammunition, and free 
liberty to use it in their own way and their own 
time, and we should soon see that they would 
prove a greater terror to the English than double 
the number of trained and disciplined troops.” 

In some respects this view was a correct one; 
but whether it was a wise counsel to have fol- 
lowed, subsequent events gave us ample cause 
to doubt. 

Kerrigan, however, had a specious, reckless, 
go-ahead way with him that suited well the 
tone and temper of Humbert’s mind. He never 
looked too far into consequences, but trusted 
that the eventualities of the morrow would al- 
ways suggest the best course’for the day after ; 
and this alone was so akin to our own general’s 
mode of proceeding, that he speedily won his 
confidence. 

The last evening on board was spent merrily 
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on all sides. In the general cabin, where the 
staff and all the ‘Chefs de brigade’’ were as- 
sembled, gay songs, and toasts, and speeches 
sueceeded each other till nigh morning. The 
printed proclamations, meant for circulation 
among the people, were read out, with droll 
commentaries; and all imaginable quizzing and 
jesting went on about the new government to 
be established in Ireland, and the various offices 
to be bestowed upon each. Had the whole 
expedition been a joke, the tone of levity could 
not have been greater. Not a thought was be- 
stowed, not a word wasted upon any of the 
grtaver incidents that might ensue. All were, 
if not hopeful and sanguine, utterly reckless, and 
thoroughly indifferent to the future. 


— 


CHAPTER XX. 
KILLALA. 

I witt not weary my reader with an account 
of our debarkation, less remarkable as it was 
for the “ pomp and circumstance of war’’ than 
for incidents and accidents the most absurd and 
ridiculous—the miserable boats of the peasantry, 
the still more wretched cattle employed to drag 
our artillery and train wagons, involving us in in- 
numerable misfortunes and mischances. Never 
were the heroic illusions of war more thoroughly 
dissipated than by the scenes which accompanied 
our landing! Boats and baggage-wagons up- 
set; here, a wild, half savege-looking fellow 
swimming after a cocked hat—there, a group 
of ragged wretches scraping sea-weed from a 


dripping officer of the staff; noise, uproar, and 
confusion every where; smart aid-de-camps 
mounted on donkeys; trim field-pieces “ horsed” 
by a promiscuous assemblage of men, women, 


cows, ponies, and asses. Crowds of idle coun- 
try-people thronging the little quay and ob- 
structing the passages, gazed upon the whole 
with eyes of wonderment and surprise, but evi- 
dently enjoying all the drollery of the scene 
with higher relish than they felt interested in 
its object or success. This trait in them soon 
attracted all our notice, for they laughed at 
every thing : not a caisson tumbled into the sea, 
not a donkey brought his rider to the ground, 
but one general shout shook the entire assem- 
blage. 

If want and privation had impressed them- 
selves by every external sign on this singular 
people, they seemed to possess inexhaustible 
resources of good humor and good spirits with- 
in. No impatience or rudeness on our part 
could irritate them; and even to the wildest and 
least civilized looking fellow around, there was 
a kind of native courtesy and kindliness that 
could not fail to strike us. 

A vague notion prevailed that we were their 
“friends ;” and although many of them did not 
clearly comprehend why we had come, or what 
was the origin of the warm attachment between 
us, they were too lazy and too indifferent to 
trouble their heads about the matter. They 
were satisfied that there would be a “ shindy” 





somewhere, and somebody’s bones would get 
broken, and even that much was a pleasant and 
reassuring consideration; while others of keener 
mould reveled in plans of private vengeance 
against this landlord or that agent—small debts 
of hatred to be paid off in the day of general 
reckoning ! 

From the first moment nothing could exceed 
the tone of fraternal feeling between our sol- 
diers and the people. Without any means of 
communi¢ating their thoughts by speech, they 
seemed to acquire an instinctive knowledge of 
each other in an instant. If the peasant was 
poor, there was no limit to his liberality in the 
little he had. He dug up his half-ripe potatoes, 
he unroofed his cabin to furnish straw for litter, 
he gave up his only beast, and was ready to kill 
his cow, if asked, to welcome us. Mauch of this 
was from the native, warm, and impulsive gen. 
erosity of their nature, and much, doubtless, had 
its origin in the bright hopes of future recom- 
pense inspired by the eloquent appeals of Neal 
Kerrigan, who, mounted on an old white mare, 
rode about on every side, addressing the people 
in Irish, and calling upon them to give all aid 
and assistance to “the expedition.” 

The difficulty of the landing was much in- 
ereased by the small space of level ground 
which intervened between the cliffs and the sea, 
and of which now the thickening crowd filled 
every spot. This and the miserable means of 
conveyance for our baggage, delayed us greatly, 
so that, with a comparatively small force, it was 
late in the afternoon before we had all reached 
the shore. 

We had none of us eaten since morning, and 
were not sorry, as we crowned the heights, to 
hear the drums beat for “cooking.” In an in- 
conceivably short time fires blazed along the 
hills, around which, in motley groups, stood 
soldiers and peasantry mingled together, while 
the work of cooking and eating went briskly on, 
amid hearty laughter and all the merriment that 
mutual mistakes and misconceptions occasioned. 
It was a new thing for French soldiers to biv- 
ouac in a friendly country, and find themselves 
the welcome guests of a foreign people; and 
certainly the honors of hospitality, however lim- 
ited the means, could not have been performed 
with more of courtesy or good-will. Paddy 
gave his “all,” with a generosity that might 
have shamed many a richer donor. 

While the events I have mentioned were 
going forward, and a considerable crowd of 
fishermen and peasants had gathered about us, 
still it was remarkable that, except immediately 
on the coast itself, no suspicion of our arrival 
had gained currency, and even the country 
people who lived a mile from the shore were 
ignorant of who we were. The few who, from 
distant heights and headlands, had seen the 
ships, mistook them for English, and as all 
those who were out with fish or vegetables to 
sell were detained by the frigates, any direct 
information about us was impossible. So far, 
therefore, all might be said to have gone most 
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favorably with us. We had safely escaped the 
often-menaced dangers of the channel fleet ; we 
had gained a secure and well-sheltered harbor ; 
and we had landed our force not only without 
opposition, but in perfect secrecy. There were, 
I will not deny, certain little counterbalancing 
circumstances on the other side of the account, 
not exactly so satisfactory. The patriot forces 
upon which we had calculated had no existence. 
There were neither money, nor stores, nor 
means of conveyance to be had; even accurate 
information as to the strength and position of 
the English was unattainable ; and as to gener- 
als and leaders, the effective staff had but a 
most sorry representative in the person of Neal 
Kerrigan. This man’s influence over our gen- 
eral increased with every hour, and one of the 
first orders issued after our landing contained 
his appointment as an extra aid-de-camp on 
General Humbert’s staff. 

In one capacity Neal was most useful. All 
the available sources of pillage for a wide cir- 
cuit of country he knew by heart, and it was 
plain, from the accurate character of his in- 
formation, varying, as it did, from the chattels 
of the rich landed proprietor to the cocks and 
hens of the cottier, that he had taken great pains 
to master his subject. At his suggestion it was 
decided that we should march that evening on 
Killala, where little, or, more likely, no resist- 
ance would be met with, and General Humbert 
should take up his quarters in the “‘ Castle,” as 
the palace of the bishop was styled. There, 
he said, we should not only find ample accom- 
modation for the staff, but good stabling, well 
filled, and plenty of forage, while the bishop 
himself might be a most useful hostage to have 
in our keeping. From thence, too, as a place 
of some note, general orders and proclamations 
would issue, with a kind of notoriety and im- 
portance necessary at the outset of an under- 
taking like ours; and truly never was an expe- 
dition more loaded with this species of missive 
than ours—whole cart-loads of printed papers, 

- deerees, placards, and such like, followed us. 
If our object had been to drive out the English 
by big type and a flaming letter-press, we 
could not have gone more vigorously to work. 
Fifty thousand broad-sheet announcements of 
Irish independence were backed by as many 
proud declarations of victory, some dated from 
Limerick, Cashel, or Dublin itself. 

Here, a great placard gave the details of the 
new Provincial Government of Western Ireland, 
with the name of the “ Prefect’ a blank. There 
was another, containing the police regulations 
for the ‘‘ arrondissements” of Connaught, ‘et 
ses dependances.” Every imaginable step of 
conquest and occupation was anticipated and 
provided for in these wise and considerate 
protocols, from the “enthusiastic welcome of 
the French on the western coast,” to the hour 
of “General Hambert’s triumphal entry into 
Dublin.” Nor was it prose alone, but even 
poetry, did service in our cause. Songs, not, I 
own, conspicuous for great metrical beauty, 





commemorated our battles and our bravery; so 
that we entered upon the campaign as deeply 
pledged to victory as any force I ever heard or 
read of in history. 

Neal, who was, I believe, originally a school- 
master, had great confidence in this arsenal of 
“black and white ;’’ and soon persuaded Gen- 
eral Humbert that a bold face and a loud tongue 
would do more in Ireland than in any country 
under heaven; and indeed, if his own career 
might be called a success, the theory deserved 
some consideration. A great part of our after- 
noon was then spent in distributing these docu- 
ments to the people, not one in a hundred of 
whom could read, but who treasured the 
placards with a reverence nothing diminished 
by their ignorance. Emissaries, too, were 
appointed to post them up in conspicuous 
places through the country, on the doors of the 
chapels, at the smiths’ forges, at cross-roads, 
every where, in short, where they might attract 
notice. The most important and business-like 
of all these, however, was one headed ‘ Arms! 
—‘* Arms!” and which went on to say that no 
man who wished to lift his hand for old Ireland 
need do so without a weapon; and that a gen- 
eral distribution of guns, swords, and bayonets 
would take place at noon the following day at 
the palace of Killala. 

Serazin, and, I believe, Madgett, were strong- 
ly opposed to this indiscriminate arming of the 
people; but Neal’s counsels were now in the 
ascendant, and Humbert gave an implicit con- 
fidence to all he suggested. 

It was four o’clock in the evening when the 
word to march was given, and our gallant lit- 
tle foree began its advance movement. Still 
attached to Colonel Charost’s staff, and being, 
as chasseurs, in the advance, I had a good op- 
portunity of seeing the line of march from an 
eminence about half a mile in front. Grander 
and more imposing displays I have indeed often 
witnessed. As a great military ‘“ spectacle” 
it could not, of course, be compared with those 
mighty armies 1 had seen deploying through 
the defiles of the Black Forest, or spreading 
like a sea over the wide plain of Germany, but 
in purely picturesque effect, this scene surpass- 
ed all I had ever beheld at the time, nor do I 
think, that, in after life, I can recall one more 
striking. 

The winding road, which led over hill and 
valley, now disappearing, now emerging, with 
the undulations of the soil, was covered by 
troops marching in a firm compact order; the 
grenadiers in front, after which came’ the artil- 
lery, and then the regiments of the tine. Watch- 
ing the dark column, occasionally saluting it as 
it went with a cheer, stood thousands of coun- 
try people on every hill-top and eminence. while 
far away, in the distance, the frigates lay at 
anchor in the bay, the guns at intervals thun- 
dering out a solemn “ boom” of welcome and 
encouragement to their comrades. 

There was something so heroic in the notion 
of that little band of warriors throwing them- 
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selves fearlessly into a strange land, to contest 
its claim for liberty with one of the most pow- 
erful nations of the world; there was a charac- 
ter of daring intrepidity in this bold advance, 
they knew not whither, nor against what force, 
that gave the whole an air of glorious chivalry. 

I must own that distance lent its wonted illu- 
sion to the scene, and proximity, like its twin- 
brother, familiarity, destroyed much of the 
* prestige’ my fancy had conjured up. The 
line c{ march, so imposing when seen from 
afar, was neither regular nor well kept. The 
peasantry were permitted to mingle with the 
troops; ponies, mules, and asses, loaded with 
camp-kettles and cooking vessels, were to be 
met with every where. The baggage-wagons 
were crowded with officers, and “‘ sous-officiers,” 
who, disappointed in obtaining horses, were too 
indolent to walk. Even the gun-carriages, and 
the guns themselves, were similarly loaded, 
while at the head of the infantry column, in an 
old rickety gig, the ancient mail conveyance 
between Ballina and the coast, came General 
Humbert, Neal Kerrigan capering at his side 
on the old gray, whose flanks were now taste- 
fully covered by the tri-colored ensign of one 
of the boats as a saddle-cloth. 

This nearer and less enchanting prospect of 
my gallant comrades | was enabled to obtain, 
on being dispatched to the rear by Colonel 
Charost, to say that we were now within less 
than a mile of the town of Killala, its venerable 


steeple, and the tall chimneys of the palace, | 


being easily seen above the low hills in front. 
Neal Kerrigan passed me, as I rode back with 
my message, galloping to the front with all the 
speed he could muster; but while I was talk- 
ing to the general he came back to say that the 
beating of drums could be heard from the town, 
and that by the rapid movements here and there 
of people, it was evident the defense was being 
prepared. There was a look-out, too, from the 
steeple, that showed our approach was already 
known. The general was not slow in adopting 
his measures, and the word was given for quick 
march, the artillery to deploy right and left of 
the road, two companies of grenadiers forming 
on the flanks. ‘‘ As for you, sir,” said Humbert 
to me, ‘“ take that horse,’’ pointing to a mount- 
ain pony, fastened behind the gig, “ ride for- 
ward to the town and make a reconnaissance. 
You are to report to me,” cried he, as I rode 
away, and was soon out of hearing. 

Quitting the road, I took a foot-track across 
the fields, and which the pony seemed to know 
well, and after a sharp canter reached a small, 


| 


ee ai 
| flung open, and glad eries and shouts of wel. 
| come rang out from every side. These signs 
| Were too encouraging to turn my back upon, so 
I dashed forward through a narrow street jin 
| front, and soon found myself in a kind of square 
or “ Place,” the doors and windows of which 
were all closed, and not a human being to be 
seen any where. As I hesitated what next to 
do, I saw a soldier in a red coat rapidly tarn 
the corner. “What do you want here, you 
spy ?” he cried out in a loud voice, and at the 
same instant his bullet rang past my ear with a 
whistle. I drove in the spurs at once, and just 
as he had gained a doorway I clove his head 
open with my sabre—he fell dead on the spot 
before me. Wheeling my horse round, I now 
rode back as I had come, at full speed, the 
same welcome cries accompanying me as be- 
fore. 

Short as had been my absence, it was sufi- 
cient to have brought the advanced guard close 
up with the town, and just as I emerged from 
the little suburb, a quick, sharp firing, drew 
my attention toward the left of the wall, and 
there I saw our fellows advancing at a trot, 
while about twenty red-coats were in full flight 
before them, the wild cries of the country peo- 
ple following them as they went. 

I had but time to see thus much, and to re- 
mark that two or three English prisoners were 
taken, when the general came up. He had 
now abandoned the gig, and was mounted on a 
large, powerful, black horse, which I afterward 
learned was one of the bishop’s. My tidings 
were soon told, and, indeed, but indifferently 
| attended to, for it was evident enough that the 
| place was our own. 
| This way, general—follow me,” cried Ker- 
|rigan. “If the light-companies will take the 
| road down to the ‘Acres,’ they'll catch the 
} yeomen as they retreat by that way, and we 
| have the town our own.” 
| The counsel was speedily adopted; and al- 
| though the dropping fire, here and there, show- 
|ed that some slight resistance was still being 
made, it was plain enough that all real opposi- 
tion was impossible. 

“ Forward !” was now the word; and the 
“chasseurs,” with their muskets “in sling,” 
advanced at a trot up the main street. Ata 
little distance the grenadiers followed, and, de- 
bouching into the square, were received by an 
ill-directed volley from a few of the militia, who 
took to their heels after they fired. Three or 
| four red-coats were killed, but the remainder 
| made their escape through the church-yard, 








poor suburb of the town, if a few straggling | and gaining the open country, seattered and 

wretched cabins can deserve the name; a group | fled as best they could. 

of countrymen stood in the middle of the road, Humbert, who had seen war on a very dif- 

about fifty yards in front of me; and while I | ferent scale, could not help laughing at the ab- 

was deliberating whether to advance or retire, | surdity of the skirmish, and was greatly amused 

a joyous ery of “ Hurra for the French!’’ de- with the want of all discipline and “ accord” 

cided me, and I touched my cap in salute, and | exhibited by the English troops. 

rode forward. “T foresee, gentlemen,” said he, jocularly, 
Other groups saluted me with a similar | “that we may have abundance of success, but 

cheer as 1 went on; and now windows were | gain very little glory, in the same campaign. 
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Now for a blessing upon our labors—where 
shall we find our friend, the bishop ?”’ 

“This way, general,’’ cried Neal, leading 
down a narrow street, at the end of which stood 
a high wall, with an iron gate. This was lock- 
ed. and some efforts at barricading it showed 
the intention of a defense ; but a few strokes of 
a pioneer’s hammer smashed the lock, and we 
entered a kind of pleasure-ground, neatly and 
trimly kept. We had not advanced many paces 
when the bishop, followed by a great number 
of his clergy—for it happened to be the period 
of his annual visitation—eame forward to meet 


Humbert dismounted, and removing his cha- 
peau, saluted the dignitary with a most finished 
courtesy. I could see, too, by his gesture, that 
he presented General Serazin; the second in 
command ; and, in fact, all his motions were 
those of a well-bred guest at the moment of 
being received by his host. Nor was the bishop, 
on his side, wanting either in ease or dignity ; 
his manner, not without the appearance of deep 
sorrow, was yet that of a polished gentleman 
doing the honors of his house to a number of 
strangers. 

As I drew nearer I could hear that the bishop 
spoke French fluently, but with a strong foreign 
accent. This facility, however, enabled him to 
converse with ease on every subject, and to hold 
intercourse directly with our general, a matter 
of no small :moment to either party. It is prob- 
able that the other clergy did not possess this 
gift, for assuredly their manner toward us, in- 
feriors of the staff, was neither gracious nor 
conciliating , and as for myself, the few efforts 
I made to express, in English, my admiration 
for the coast scenery, or the picturesque beauty 
of the neighborhood, were met in any rather 
than a spirit of politeness. 

The generals accompanied the bishop into 
the castle, leaving myself and three or four 
others on the outside. Colonel Charost soon 
made his appearance, and a guard was station- 
ed at the entrance gate, with a strong picket 
in the garden. Two sentries were placed at 
the hall-door, and the words “Quartier Génér- 
al” written up over the portico. A small gar- 
den pavilion was appropriated to the colonel’s 
use, and made the office of the adjutant-general, 
and in less than half an hour after our arrival 
eight sous-officiers were hard at work, under 
the trees, writing away at billets, contribution 
orders, and forage rations; while I, from my 
supposed fluency in English, was engaged in 
carrying messages to and from the staff to the 
various shopkeepers and tradesmen of the town, 
numbers of whom now flocked around us with 
expressions of welcome and rejoicing, 

(To be continued.) 





(From Dickens’s Household Words.} 
A LUNATIC ASYLUM IN PALERMO. 
Kevmees years ago Count Pisani, a Sicilian 


nobleman, while on a tour through Europe, 
directed his attention to the condition of the re- 





ceptacles for lunatics in some of the principal 
continental cities. Deeply impressed by the 
injudicious and often crue] treatment to which 
the unhappy inmates of those establishments 
were subject, he determined on returning, to 
convert his beautiful villa near Palerme into a 
Lunatic Asylum, which received the name of 
the Casa dei Matti ; and withdrawing to a more 
humble place of abode, he devoted his fortune 
and energies to the purpose of carrying out his 
philanthropic scheme. 

Count Pisani himself offered to conduct me 
over the establishment. After a short walk we 
arrived in front of a spacious mansion, the ex- 
terior aspect of which presented nothing differ- 
ing from that of a handsome private residence. 
The windows, it is true, were grated ; but the 
gratings were so ingeniously contrived that had 
not my attention been particularly directed to 
them, I should not have discovered their exist- 
enee. Some represented vine leaves, tendrils, 
or bunches of grapes; others were fashioned 
like the long leaves and blue flowers of the con- 
volvulus. Foliage, fruit, and flowers were all 
painted in natural colors, and it was only from 
a very near point of view that the artifice could 
be detected. 

The gate was opened by a man, who, instead 
of carrying a huge stick or a bunch of keys (the 
usual insignia of the porter of a mad house), 
had a fine nosegay stuck in the breast of his 
coat, and in one hand he held a flute, on which 
he had apparently been playing when interrupt- 
ed by our summons at the gate. 

We entered the building, and were proceed- 
ing along the corridor on the ground-floor, when 
we met a man whom I took to be a servant or 
messenger of the establishment, as he was car- 
rying some bundles of fire-wood. On perceiv- 
ing us, he laid down his burden, and advancing 
to Count Pisani, respectfully kissed his hand. 
The count inquired why he was not in the 
garden enjoying the fresh air and amusing him- 
self with his companions. “ Because,” replied 
the man, “ winter is fast coming, and I have no 
time to lose. I shall have enough to do to 
bring down all the wood from the loft, and stow 
it away in the cellar.” The count commended 
his forethought, and the man, taking up his fag- 
ots, bowed, and went his way. 

This man, the count informed me, was the 
owner of large estates in Castelveleruno ; but 
owing to a natural inactivity of mind, and the 
absence of any exciting or useful occupation, 
he sank into a state of mental torpor, which 
terminated in insanity. When he was brought 
to the Casa dei Hatti, Count Pisani drew 
him aside, under the pretense of having a most 
important communication to make to him. 
The count informed him that he had been 
changed at nurse, that he was not the rightful 
owner of the wealth he had heretofore enjoyed; 
and that the fact having become known, he was 
dispossessed of his wealth, and must therefore 
work for his maintenance. The madman be- 
lieved the tale, but showed no disposition to 
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rouse himself from the state of indolence which 
had been the primary cause of his mental aber- 
ration. He folded his arms, and sat down, 
doubtless expecting that in due time a servant 
would enter as usual to inform him that dinner 
was ready. But in this he was deceived. 

Dinner hour arrived, and no servant appeared. 
He waited patiently for some time; but at 
length the pangs of hunger roused him from 
his listlessness, and he begaa to call out loudly 
for something to eat. No one answered him ; 
and he passed the whole night in knocking on 
the walls of his apartment, and ordering his serv- 
ants to bring him his dinner. 

About nine o’clock next morning, one of the 
keepers entered the apartment of the new pa- 
tient, who, starting up with more energy than 
he usually manifested, imperiously ordered his 
breakfast to be prepared. The keeper offered 
to go into the town to purchase something for 
his breakfast, if he would give him the money 
to pey for it. The hungry man eagerly thrust 
his hands into his pocket, and to his dismay, 
having discovered that he had no money, he im- 
plored the keeper to go and procure him some 
breakfast on credit. 

“Credit!” exclaimed the keeper, who had 
received the requisite instructions from Count 
Pisani. ‘‘ Credit, indeed! No doubt you might 
easily have obtained credit to any amount, when 
you were living at Castelveleruno, and every 
one believed you to be the rightful lord of those 
fine domains. But now that the truth has come 


out, who do you think will give credit to a 


pauper ?” 

The lunatic immediately recollected what 
Count Pisani had told him respecting his altered 
position in life, and the necessity of working for 
his daily bread. He remained for a few mo- 
ments as if absorbed in profound reflection ; 
then, turning to the keeper, he asked whether 
he would point out to him some mode by whith 
he could earn a little money to save himself 
from starvation. 

The keeper replied that if he would help him 
to carry up to the loft the fagots of firewood 
which were in the cellar, he would willingly 
pay him for his work. The proposal was read- 
ily accepted; and’ after carrying up twelve 
loads of wood, the laborer received his hire, 
consisting of a little money just sufficient to 
purchase a loaf of bread, which he devoured 
with a keener appetite than he ever remember- 
ed to have felt throughout the whole previous 
course of his life. 

He then set to work to earn his dinner as he 
had earned his breakfast ; but instead of twelve, 
he carried up thirty-six loads of wood. For 
this he was paid three times as much as he had 
received in the morning, and his dinner was 
proportionably better and more abundant than 
his breakfast. 

Thenceforward the business proceeded with 
the most undeviating regularity ; and the patient 
at last conceived such a liking for his occupa- 
tion, that when all the wood had been carried 





SS 
from the cellar to the loft, he began of his own 
voluntary accord to carry it down from the loft 
to the cellar, and vice versa. 

When I saw this lunatic, he had been em. 
ployed in this manner for about a year. The 
morbid character of his madness had completely 
disappeared, and his bodily health, previously 
bad, was now re-established. Count Pisani in. 
formed me that he intended soon to try the ex. 
periment of telling him that there was some 
reason to doubt the accuracy of the statements 
which had caused him to lose the property he 
once enjoyed; and that he (the count) was in 
quest of certain papers which might, perhaps, 
prove after all, that he was no changeling, but 
the rightful heir to the estates of which he had 
been deprived. “ But,” added the count, when 
he told me this, “ however complete this man’s 
recovery may at any time seem to be, I will 
not allow him to quit this place unless he gives 
me a solemn promise that he will every day, 
wheresoever he may be, carry twelve loads of 
wood from the cellar to the garret, and twelve 
loads down from the garret to the cellar. On 
that condition alone, shall I feel any security 
egainst the risk of his relapse. Want of occu- 
pation is well known to be one of the most fre- 
quent causes of insanity.” 

Each patient had a separate apartment, and 
several of these little rooms were furnished and 
decorated in the most capricious style, according 
to the claims of their occupants. One, who be- 
lieved himself to be the son of the Emperor of 
China, had his walls hung with silk banners, on 
which were painted dragons and serpents, 
while all sorts of ornaments cut out in gold 
paper, lay scattered about the room. This 
junatic was good-tempered and cheerful, and 
Count Pisani had devised a scheme which he 
hoped might have some effect in mitigating the 
delusions under which he labored. He pro- 
posed to print a copy of a newspaper, and to in- 
sert in it a paragraph announcing that the Em- 
peror of China had been dethroned, and had re- 
nounced the sovereignty on the part of his son 
and his descendants. Another patient, whose 
hallucination consisted in believing himself to be 
dead, had his room hung with black crape, and 
his bed constructed in the form of a bier. When- 
ever he arose from his bed, he was either wrap- 
ped in a winding sheet, or in some sort of dra- 
pery which he conceived to be the proper cos- 
tume for a ghost. This appeared to me to be 
a very desperate case, and I asked Count Pisani 
whether he though there was any chance of 
curing the victim of so extraordinary a delusion. 
The count shook his head doubtfully, and ob- 
served that his only hope rested on a scheme he 
meant shortly to try; which was to endeavor 
to persuade the lunatic that the day of judg- 
ment had arrived. 

As we were quitting this chamber, we heard 
a loud roaring in another patient’s apartment 
near at hand. The count asked me whether I 
had any wish to see how he managed raving 
madmen? ‘None whatever,” I replied, “ un- 
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Jess you guarantee my personal safety!” He 
assured me there was nothing to fear, and, 
taking a key from the hand of one of the keep- 
ers, he led the way into a padded chamber. In 
one corner of the room was a bed, and stretched 
upon it lay a man, wearing a strait-waistcoat, 
which confined his arms to his sides, and fasten- 
ed him by the middle of his body to the bed. I 
was informed that a quarter of an hour previous- 
ly, this man had been seized with such a fright- 
ful fit of raving mania that the keepers were 
obliged to have recourse to restraint, very rarely 
resorted to in that establishment. He appeared 
to be about thirty years of age, was exceeding- 
ly handsome; he had fine dark eyes, and feat- 
ures of the antique mould, with the figure of a 
Hereules. On hearing the door open, he roared 
out in a voice of thunder, uttering threats and 
imprecations; but, on looking round, his eyes 
met those of the count, and his anger softened 
down into expressions of grief and lamentation. 
Count Pisani approached the bed, and, in a mild 
tone of voice, asked the patient what he had 
been doing to render it necessary to place him 
under such restraint. ‘“‘ They have taken away 
my Angelica,” replied the maniac; ‘“ they have 
torn her from me, and I am resolved to be 
avenged on Medora!” The unfortunate man 
imagined himself to be Orlando Furioso, and, 
as may readily be supposed, his madness was 
of the wildest and most extravagant character. 

Count Pisani endeavored to soothe his vio- 
lence by assuring him that Angelica had been 
carried off by force, and that she would doubt- 
less seize the first opportunity of escaping from 
the hands of her captors and rejoining her lover. 
This assurance, repeated earnestly but gently, 
speedily had the effect of calming the fury of 
the maniac, who, after a little time, requested 
that the count would unfasten his strait-waist- 
coat. This Count Pisani agreed to do, on con 
dition of the patient pledging his word of honor 
that he would not profit by his liberty to make 
any attempt to pursue Angelica. This sym- 
pathy for imaginary misfortune had a good ef- 
fect. The patient did not attempt to quit his 
bed, but merely raised himself up. He had 
been a year in the establishment, and, notwith- 
standing the deep grief into which his fancied 
misfortunes plunged him, he had never been 
known to shed tears. Count Pisani had several 
times endeavored to make him weep, but with- 
out suecess. He proposed soon to try the ex- 
periment of announcing to him the death of 
Angelica. He intended to dress up a figure in 
funeral garments, and to prevail on the heart- 
broken Orlando to be present at the interment. 
This seene, it was expected, would have the 
effect of drawing tears from the eyes of the 
sofferer; and if so, Count Pisani declared he 
should not despair of his recovery. 

In an apartment facing that of Orlando Fu- 
rioso, there was another man raving mad. 
When we entered his room he was swinging 
in a hammock, in which he was fastened down, 
for biting his keeper. Through the gratings 





of his window he could perceive his comrades 
strolling about and amusing themselves in the 
garden. He wished to be among them, but 
was not allowed to go, because, on a recent 
occasion, he had made a very violent attack on 
a poor harmless creature, suffering from mel- 
ancholy madaess. The offender was in conse- 
quence condemned to de tied down in his ham- 
mock, which is the secondary pumshment re- 
sorted to in the establishment. The first and 
most severe penalty being imprisonment ; and 
the third the strait-waisteoat. ‘“‘ What is the 
matter ?”’ said Count Pisani. “ What have 
you been doing to-day ?’’ The lunatic looked 
at the count, and then began whining, like a 
peevish child. “ They will not let me go out 
to play,” said he, looking out of the window, 
where several of his companions were enjoying 
the air in the garden. “I am tired of lying 
here ;’’ and he began rocking himself impatient- 
ly in his hammock. . “ Well, I doubt not it is 
wearisome,” said the count; “suppose I release 
you;” and, with those words, he unfastened the 
ligatures. 

The lunatic joyfully leapt out of his ham- 
mock, exclaiming, “‘ Now I may go into the 
garden!’ “Stay,” said the count; “su 
before you go you dance the Tarantella.” ‘Oh, 
yes !” exclaimed the lunatic, in a tone which 
showed that he received the proposal as the 
greatest possible indulgence; “I shall be de- 
lighted to dance the Tarantella.” ‘Go and 
fetch Teresa and Gaetano,” said the count to 
one of the keepers; then turning to me, he 
said, “ Teresa is also one of our violent pa- 
tients, and she sometimes gives us a great deal 
of trouble. Gaetano was a teacher of the gui- 
tar, and some time ago he became deranged. 
He is the minstrel of our establishment.” Ina 
few minutes, Teresa, a pretty looking young 
woman about twenty years of age, was con- 
ducted into the room by two men, who held her 
by the arms, while she struggled to escape, and 
endeavored to strike them. Gaetano, with his 
guitar slung round his neck, followed gravely, 
but without being held, for his madness was of 
a perfectly harmless kind. 

No sooner did Teresa pereeive Count Pisani, 
than, by a violent effort disengaging herself 
from the keepers, she flew to him, and, draw- 
ing him aside into a corner of the room, she 
began to tell him a Jong story about some ill- 
treatment to which she alleged she had been 
subjected. ‘I know it; I have heard of it,”’ 
said the count ; “and, therefore, I think it just 
to make you some amends. For this reason | 
have sent for you that you may dance the Ta- 
rantella.”’ Teresa was delighted at hearing 
this, and immediately took her place in front of 
her intended partner. ‘ Now, Gaetano, presto/ 
presto!” said the count, and the musician struek 
up the air of the Tarantella ia very spirited 
style. 

I have frequently witnessed the magical ef- 
fect which this air never fails to produce on the 
Sicilians ; but I never could conceive any thing 
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like the change it wrought upon these two lu- 
natics. The musician began to play the air in 
the time in which it is usually performed ; but 
the dancers urged him to play it more and more 
quickly, till at length the measure became in- 
describably rapid. The dancers marked the 
tune with the most perfect precision by snap- 
ping their fingers. After keeping up this rapid 
movement with surprising energy for a quarter 
of an hour, they began to show some symptoms 
of fatigue. The man was the first to give in, 
and, overcome by the exertion, he threw him- 
self on a bench which stood on one side of the 
room. ‘Teresa, however, kept up a very ani- 
mated pas seul for several minutes after the loss 
of her partner; but at length she also found her- 
self compelled to stop. The man was placed 
on his bed, and the woman was conducted to 
her apartment. Both were so completely over- 
come by the violence of their exertions, that 
Count Pisani observed he would answer for 
their remaining quiet for twenty-four hours to 
come. As to the guitarist, he was allowed to 
go into the garden to play to his companions. 

I was next conducted into a large hall, in 
which the patients walk and amusé themselves, 
when wet weather prevents them from going 
out. This place was adorned with a profusion 
of flowers, growing in pots and vases, and the 
walls were covered with fresco paintings, rep- 
resenting humorous subjects. The hall con- 
tained embroidery frames, spinning-wheels, and 
even weavers’ looms; all presented traces of 
the work on which the lunatics had been en- 


gaged. Having passed through the great hall, 
I was conducted to the garden, which was taste- 
fully laid out, shaded by large spreading trees 


and watered by fresh fountains. I was inform- 
ed that, during the hours allotted to recreation, 
most of the patients may be seen wandering 
about the garden separately, and without hold- 
ing any communication one with another, each 
following the bent of his or her own particular 
hamor, some noisy and others silent. One of 
the most decided characteristics of madness is 
the desire of solitude. It seldom happens that 
two lunatics enter into conversation with each 
other; or, if they do so, each merely gives ut- 
terance to his own train of thought, without 
any regard to what is said by his interlocutor. 
It is different when they converse with the 
strangers who occasionally visit them. They 
then attend to any observations addressed to 
them, and not unfrequently make very rational 
and shrewd replies. 

The first patient we met on entering the gar- 
den, was a young man apparently about six or 
éight-and-twenty years of age. Before he lost 
his senses, he was one of the most distinguished 
advocates in Catania. One evening, at the thea- 
tre, he got involved in some dispute with a Nea- 
politan, who, instead of quietly putting into his 
pocket the card which Lucca (as I shall call 
him) slipped into his hand, went out and made 
@ compliint to the guard. This guard was 
Composed of Neapolitan soldiers, one of whom 





gladly availing himself of the opportunity of 
exercising authority over a Sicilian, seized him 
by the collar, whereupon Lucca struck his assail. 
ant. The other soldiers came to the aid of their 
comrade, and a violent struggle ensued, in the 
course of which Lucca received a blow on the 
head which felled him on the ground. He was 
conveyed to prison in a state of insensibility and 
placed in a cell, where he was left for the night. 
Next morning, when it was intended to conduct 
him before the judge for examination, he was 
found to be perfectly insane. 

This young man’s madness had taken a very 
poetic turn. Sometimes he fancied himself to 
be Tasso; at another time Shakspeare or Cha- 
teaubriand. At the time of my visit to the 
asylum, he was deeply impressed with the delu- 
sion of imagining himself to be Dante. When 
we approached him, he was pacing up and down 
an alley in the garden, pleasantly shaded by 
trees. He held in one hand a pencil, and in the 
other some slips of paper, and he was busily 
engaged in composing the thirty-third Canto of 
his Inferno. At intervals he rubbed his fore. 
head, as if to collect his scattered thoughts, and 
then he would note down some lines of the 

m. 

Profiting by a pause, during which he seemed 
to emerge from his profound abstraction, I stepped 
up to him, saying, “I understand, sir, that I have 
the honor of addressing myself to Dante.”’ 

“That is my name,” replied Lucca. “ What 
have you to say to me ?” 

**'To assure you how much pleasure I shall 
feel in making your acquaintance. I proceeded 
to Florence, in the hope of finding you there, but 
you had left that city.”’ 

“Then,” said Lucea, with that sharp, quick 
sort of utterance often observable in insane per- 
sons, “then, it seems, you were not aware of 
my having been driven from Florence, and that 
they charged me with having stolen the money 
of the Republic? Dante accused of robbery, 
forsooth! I slung my sword at my side, and 
having collected the first seven Cantos of my 
poem, I departed.” 

This strange hallucination excited my interest, 
and, pursuing the conversation, I said, ‘‘I hoped 
to have overtaken you between Fettre and Monte- 
feltro.” 

“Oh! I staid only a very short time there,” 
said he. ‘Why did you not go to Ravenna?” 

“TI did go there, and found only your tomb!” 

“But I was not in it,’ observed he. “ Do 
you know how I escaped ?” 

I replied in the negative. 

“T have discovered a mode of restoring one’s 
life.” 

“Ts it a secret?” 

“No; I will tell ityou. When I feel that I 
am dying, I order a grave to be dug—a very 
deep grave. You are aware that in the centre 
of the earth there is an immense lake full of red 
water—and—and—”’ 

Count Pisani, who had overheard the latter 
part of this conversation, here suddenly interrupt- 
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ed Lueca, saying, ‘Signor Dante, these people 
are very anxious to have a dance. Will you 
indulge them by playing a quadrille ?” 

He then hurriedly dispatched one of the at- 
tendants for a violin, on which instrument he in- 
formed me, Lucca was a masterly performer. 

The violin being brought, the count handed it 
to Lueca who began to tune it. Meanwhile, 
the count, drawing me aside, said, “I inter- 
rupted your conversation, just now, somewhat 
abruptly ; because I observed that Lucca was 
beginning to wander into some of his metaphys- 
ieal delusions, and I never allow him to talk on 
such subjects. These metaphysical lunatics are 
always very difficult to cure. 

“ But yonder comes one who will never be 
cured!”’ pursued the count, shaking his head, 
sorrowfully, while he directed my notice to a 
young female who was advancing from another 
part of the garden, attended by a female servant 
or nurse. By this time the dancers had begun 
torange themselves in their places, and the young 
lady’s attendant was drawing her forward, with 
the view of inducing her to take part in the 
quadrille. 

The young lady, whose dress and general 
elegance of appearance seemed to denote that 
she was a person of superior rank, was disin- 
clined to dance; and as the attendant persisted 
in urging her forward, she struggled to escape, 
and at length fell into a paroxysm of grief. 

“Let her alone! Let her alone !’’ said Count 
Pisani to the attendant. ‘It is useless to con- 
tend with her. 


endure to see dancing, or to hear music, without 
this violent agitation. Come hither, Costanza,” 


said he, beckoning kindly to her. 
what is the matter ?”’ 

“Oh, Albano! Albano!” shrieked the poor 
maniac. ‘ They are going to kill Albano!” 

And then, overcome by her emotion, she sank, 
exhausted, into the arms of her attendant, who 
earried her away. 

Meanwhile, the sound of the violin had drawn 
together, from various parts of the garden, a 
number of patients, male and female, and the 
quadrille was formed. Among the most con- 
spicuous figures in the group were the son of 
the Emperor of China, and the man who believed 
himself to be dead. The former wore on his head 
a splendid crown, made of gilt paper; and the 
latter, who was enveloped in a white sheet, stalked 
about with the grave and solemn air which he 
conceived to be common toa ghost. A melan- 
choly madman, who evidently shared in the fes- 
tivity with reluctance and regret, and who was, 
from time to time, urged on by his keepers, and 
a woman, who fancied herself to be Saint Catha- 
rine, and was subject to strange fits of ecstasy 
and improvisation, were also conspicuous among 
the dancers. Lucca, who played the violin with 
extraordinary spirit, every now and then marked 
the time by stamping his foot on the ground, 
while, in @ stentorian voice, he called out the 
figures, to which, however, the dancers paid not 
the slightest attention. The scene was inde- 


“Tell me 


Poor girl! I fear she will never | 





seribable, it was like one of those fantastic 
visions which are sometimes conjured up in 
a dream. 

As we were passing through the court-yard, 
on our way out, I espied Costanza, the young 
lady who had so determinedly refused to join in 
the dance. She was now kneeling down on the 
edge of a fountain, and intently gazing on her 
own countenance, which was reflected from the 
limpid water as from a mirror. 

I asked the count what had caused the insanity 
of this interesting patient. ‘ Alas!” replied he, 
“it is a melancholy story of romantic vendetta, 
which might almost figure in a work of fiction.” 
Costanza’s husband had been murdered on her 
bridal day vy a rival. 

When Costanza was first brought to the es- 
tablishment, her madness was of a very violent 
character ; but, by degrees it had softened down 
into a placid melancholy. Nevertheless, her 
ease was one which admitted of no hope. 

Some time after my visit to Palermo, I met 
Lucca in Paris. He was then, to all appearance, 
perfectly himself. He conversed very rationally, 
and even appeared to recollect having seen and 
conversed with me before. I inquired after poor 
Costanza; but he shook his head sorrowfully. 
The count’s prediction was fully verified. Lucea 
had recovered his senses: but Costanza was 
still an inmate of the Casa dei Matti. 





SLOPED FOR TEXAS.—A TALE OF 
THE WEST. 
HIS is an answer given in some of the States 
of America when a gentleman has decamped 
from his wife, from his creditors, or from any 
other responsibility which he finds it trouble- 
some to meet or to support. Among the curi- 
ous instances of the application of this phrase is 
an adventure which happened to myself. 

It is the boast of the bloods of the town of 
Rackinsack, in Arkansas, that they are born 
with skins like alligators, and with strength like 
bears. They work hard, and they play hard. 
Gaming is the recreation most indulged in, and 
the gaming-houses of the western part of Ar- 
kansas have branded it with an unenviable 
notoriety. i 

One dark summer night, I lounged, as a mere 
spectator, the different rooms, watching the 
various games of hazard that were being played. 
Some of the players seemed to have set their 
very souls upon the stakes; their eyes were 
bloodshot, and fixed, from beneath their wrinkled 
brows, on the table, as if their everlasting weal 
or woe depended there upon the turning of the 
dice; while others—the finished blacklegs— 
assumed an indifferent and careless look, though 
a kind of sardonic smile playing round their lips, 
but too plainly revealed a sort of habitual des- 
peration. Three of the players looked the very 
counterparts of each other, not only in face, but 
expression ; both the physical and moral like- 
ness was indeed striking. The other player 
was a young man, a stranger, whom they calla 
“green one,”’ in this and many other parts of 
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the world. His eyes, his nose, his whole physi- 
ognomy, seemed to project, and to be capable 
of growing even still longer. 

“ Fifty dollars more,” he excleimed, with a 
deep-drawn breath, as he threw down the stake. 

Each of his opponents turned up his cards 
coolly and confidently; but the long-visaged 
hero laid his stake before them, and, to the 
astonishment of the three professionals, won. 

“ Hurrah! the luck has turned, and I crow ?” 
he cried out in an ecstasy, and pocketed the 
cash. 

The worthy trio smiled at this, and recom- 
menced play. The green young man displayed 
a broad but silent grin at his good fortune, and 
often took out his money to count it over, and 
see if each piece was good. 

“Here are a hundred dollars more,” 
the sylvan youth, “and I crow.” 

“1 take them,” said one of the trio. The 
youth won again, and “crowed’’ louder this 
time than he did the first. 

On went the game; stakes were lost and 
won. Gradually the rouleaus of the “crower’’ 
dwindled down to a three or four of dollars, or 
so. It was clear that the gentlemen in black 
had been luring him on by that best of decoys, 
success at first. 

“Let me see something for my money. 
Here’s a stake of two dollars, and I crow!” 
But he spoke now in a very faint treble indeed. 
and looked penitently at the cards. 

Again the cards were shuffled, cut, and dealt, 
and the 
upon them. 


cried 





keenly, he exclaimed, ; in @ most emphatic maz. 
ner, “I'll be hanged if they are genuine! 
They are forged !" ’ 

“No, they ain’t!” replied the loser, quite as 
emphatically. 

A very opprobrious epithet was now hurled 
at the latter. He, without more ado, knocked 
down the speaker at a blow, capsized the table. 
which put out the lights, and, in the next in. 
stant, darted out of the window, while a bullet, 
fired from a pistol, cracked the pane of glass 
over his head. He had leaped into the small 
court-yard, with a wooden paling round it. 
The winners dashed toward the door, but found 
that the “ green one” had secured it. 

When the three worthies were convinced that 
the door would not yield to their efforts, and 
when they heard their “victim” galloping away, 
they gave a laugh at the trick played them, and 
returned to the table. 

“Strike a light, Bill, and let’s pick up what 
notes have fallen. I have nearly the whole lot 
in my pocket.” 

The light soon made its appearance. 

“What! None on the floor? Capital; I 
think I must have them all in my pocket, then : 
saying which, he drew out the notes, and laid 
them on the table. 

“Fire and Furies! 
notes ! 
heap!” 

While all this was going on, I stepped toward 


These are the forged 
The rascal has whipped up the other 


| the window, but had not stood there long, be- 


“plucked pigeon’’ staked his last dollar | fore I heard the clanking hoofs of a horse be- 


yond the paling, and a shout wafted into the 


“The last button on gabe’s coat, and I er— | room—* Sloped for Texas !’’ 


er—; no, I'll be hamstrung if I do!” 


He lost this too, and, with as deep a curse as | told: 


I ever heard, he rose from the green board. 
The apartment was very spacious, and on 
the ground floor. There was only this one 
gaming table in it, and not many lookers-on 
besides myself. 
over, I turned to go out, but found the door 
locked, and the key gone. ‘There was evidently 
something in the wind. At all events, I re- 
flected, in case of need, the windows are not 
very far to the ground. I returned, and saw 
the winners dividing the spoil, and the poor 
shorn ‘“ greenhorn,”’ 
their chairs, staring intently at the money. 


Thinking the gaming was | 





| 


leaning over the back of | and therefore shall subscribe to the genera! 


The notes were deliberately spread out one | 


after another. 


and they were sorted into a heap distinct from 
the rest. They were two-dollar, three-dollar, 
and five-dollar notes, from the Indiana Bank, 
and the Bank of Columbus, in Ohio. 

“Tsay, Ned, I don’t think these notes are 
good,” said one of the winners, and examined 


nar wish they were’nt, and I’d crow,” cried 
out the loser, very chop-fallen, at his elbow. 

This simple speech lulled the suspicions of 
the counter, and he resumed his counting. At 
last, as he took up the last note, and eying it 


Those which the loser had | 
staked were new, fresh from the press, he said, | 





The worst part of the story remains to be 
it was my horse on which the rogue was 
now galloping off. 


[From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal.} 
THE VOLCANO-GIRL. 

T is an axiom among travelers, that the Bay 
of Naples is the most beautiful place in the 
whole world. Every one who beholds it re- 
peats the same statement with unvarying uni- 
formity ; and if any quaint person were to make 
a contrary assertion, he would not be argued 
with, but laughed down. I dislike paradoxes, 





opinion, although I never saw a scene so dismal 
as when | first entered the bay. Dismal, but 
grand! We had left Civita Vecchia the day 
before, steaming through a restless, nasty sea, 
in the midst of as filthy a fog as ever defiled the 
surface of the Mediterranean during the merry 
month of May. Sometimes we could see noth- 
ing but the dirty-looking short waves; but now 
and then a dim ‘streak of Roman territory, or 
two or three ghost-like islands, rewarded the 
efforts of our winking eyes. The night was 
boisterous, if not tempestuous ; but when morn- 
ing came the wind had abated, though without 
driving away the mist, and the sea rolled still in 
a turbulent and uncivil way. 

The Maria Christina was undoubtedly the 





THE VOLCANO-GIRL. 





worst steamer it has ever been my lot to voyage 
in. There seemed to be not a well hung piece 
in her whole composition; so that, in addition 
to the usual sea-sounds, there was a perpetual 
slamming of doors and creaking of timbers. 
The villainous little craft appeared to be in con- 
stant hesitation whether it would go to pieces 
or not; and I believe has since taken that freak 
into its head. The captain, as seamanlike a 
fellow as ever crossed my eyes, kept up our 
confidence, however, even in the most ugly mo- 
ments ; although it could not be denied that our 
expedition was something like a visit to the 
northern seas in a Margate boat. 

We crawled on at the rate of some three or 
four knots an hour, until, after passing San 
Stefano, we began to distinguish dimly the 
base of Ischia; for the summit was plunged in 
a mass of black clouds. Then a doubtful out- 
line of rocks struggled through the vapor to the 
left; and at length we got into the pass, guessed 
at the form of the promontory, obtained a vague 
glimpse of Procida, and fairly entered the famous 
bay. All the elements of its beauty showed 
faintly through a moving vapor that thickened 
aloft into driving clouds. Capri looked like a 
cone of dark mist lingering to the south: the 
island we had passed dimmed away in our rear. 
Bays and creeks innumerable ran in, to the left, 
between a strange mixture of rocks and vegeta- 
tion. This was all we could see at first; but 
the lower half of Vesuvius soon showed itself; 
and presently the curtain of mist was drawn 


hastily aside, just to give us a glimpse, as it 
were, of the giant peak, faintly penciled against 
the leaden sky, into which its wreath of smoke 
faded away, and of the reaper of Castel a Mare, 
and the craggy promontory of Sorrento. Then 
all was covered again ; and a thin driving shower 


filled the air. Not a single gleam of sunshine 
gilded the scene ; but I once distinguished the 
orb, “shorn of its beams,” poised over the depths 
of the bay. 

First impressions are every thing. Whenever 
| try to recall the all-famous site, it always be- 
gins by presenting itself under this aspect—not 
without its grandeur, it is trae—but far inferior 
to the bright and sunny scenes I witnessed, 
when, proceeding farther under more favorable 
auspices, [ made acquaintance with the coasts 
of Calabria, and the immortal Straits of Mes- 
sina. With a little patience, however, I can 
figure to myself the Bay of Naples in all the 
loveliness which it afterward displayed; and 
when the operation is complete, the contrast 
becomes interesting. 

I shall say nothing about the castles of St. 
Elmo and Del Ovo; nor of the useless fuss 
about granting pratique; nor of an attempt 
made to entrap us into smuggling by a worthy 
who had some silks to land; nor of the annoy- 
ances of the custom-house. It is not my inten- 
tion to take the bread out of the mouths of the 
tourists. ‘These are their legitimate topics. I 
have to relate a little incident wh*sh does not 
happen to every one who visits Naples; and I 
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can not therefore be accused of trespassing upon 
any body’s ground. What I say about scenery 
and manners must merely be considered as a 
setting to the diamond. I am willing to con- 
cede superiority in this respect to any one who 
may claim it. 

We lodged in the Hotel de la Belle Venise, 
situated half-way up a steep street—name not 
mentioned in my journal—leading from the lower 
end of the Strada Toledo. We were bent on 
traveling cheaply, and did not think four carlines 
a day too dear for a room. This hint is not in- 
tended as information to any who may follow in 
our footsteps; but it illustrates our character 
and position, and explains why in the course of 
our wanderings we were always meeting with 
strange adventures. A man may travel from 
Dan to Beersheba in first-class carriages of rail- 
ways, coupés of diligences, saloons of steamers ; 
he may put up at the best hotels, and hire the 
cleverest guides, and he will see nothing, learn 
nothing, feel nothing, but what has been seen, 
learned, and felt by his predecessors. But we 
defy even the shyest Englishman to undertake 
the tour of Europe on economical principles, 
unless he be positively determined to keep his 
eyes and heart as close shut as his pocket, with- 
out bringing back something to remember to 
the end of his days—something to make his 
eyes grow dim when he meditates on it, his lips 
tremble when he speaks of it, his hand falter 
when he writes of it. For in this system of 
traveling he is forced, while in a mood of mind 
highly susceptible of impressions, into contact 
with all sorts of characters and incidents; and if 
he has a spark of nature in him, it must be struck 
out. 

We dined the first evening at the Trattoria 
dell’ Errole, and took an ice at the Caffé di 
Europa. But our heads were in a disagreeable 
whirl, and we enjoyed nothing. We missed the 
creaking and the groaning of the Maria Chris- 
tina ; for which the rumbling of a few carriages, 
and the buzz of voices on the promenade, seemea 
—such is the force of habit—an insignificant 
compensation. Lines of well-lit shops, crowds 
of well-dressed people, balconies filled with ladies, 
colornades of churches, and facades of palaces, 
danced dimly before our eyes, instead of the ac- 
customed cordages, the naked masts, the smutty 
sail, the breast-high bulwarks, and that horrid 
squat funnel, with its cascade of black smoke 
tinged, as it rolled forth, with a dull red glow. 
When I retired to rest, I caught myself holding 
on to the bed as I prepared to get into it; and 
I dreamed of nothing all night but of trampling 
of feet overhead, whistling of wind through rig- 
ging, shifting of the anchor-chain, and all sorts 
of abominable noises. These physical reminis- 
cences, however, disappeared next day, and | 
was prepared to enjoy Naples. 

I did enjoy it; and I hope all my readers 
may live to enjoy it too. I know this is wishing 
a tremendously long life to some of them; but 
such a wish will offend nobody. During one 
of my strolls—this time I was alone—I came to 
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INSEE TDN spite lillian 
the foot of that vast flight of steps shaded by | observation, that something like a story was 
trees which leads up toward the castle of St.| coming; but the throat and face of the gir] 
Elmo. It was just past mid-day; and I sup-| only darkened with a rush of blood, and she 
pose every body was beginning the siesta; for | grew utterly silent. Suddenly she arranged her 
not a single living soul could I see in any direc- | lava hastily in her basket, started up, leaving a 
tion. I sat down on one of the steps, under the | piece which I had been holding in my hand, 
shadow of a huge elm, and looked upward to-| and had not paid for, and ran away down the 
ward the sky along the broken avenue of trees | street. I naturally ran after her to pay for 
that led aloft. There was something singularly | what I had bovght; but she turned round with 
beautiful to me in the scene, The trees here | flushed cheek 2nd flashing eyes; and while ] 
and there met, and huddled their heads together, | was indulging in the hope of being able to ex. 
and threw down a thick black shadow: beyond | plain my intentions, I felt a blow on my breast 
was a bright patch of sunshine; and then some | from a stone lonched with no weak hand : and 
thinly-sprinkled branches bent across, and flut- | before I had time to recover from my surprise, 
tered their green and gold leaves between me the girl had disappeared. 
and the patch of blue sky that glanced at the} A curious termination to an interview which 
top, seeming to be the only destination of this | I had begun to persuade myself had something 
lofty staircase. of a romantic character! I rubbed my thorax, 
I was-gazing upward, as if in expectation, | tried to laugh at the little slut’s vivacity, but 
but in reality admiring this curious effect, when | could not get rid of the uneasy annoyance pe- 
a small dark form intercepted my view of the | culiar to misunderstood people. Perhaps I had 
sky. I had almost imagined myself at the foot | been taken for a robber—perhaps something | 
of Jacob’s ladder; but the spell was at once | had said in my broken Italian had been thought 
broken, and I was about to rise and go away, | insulting. 1 grew quite morose; thought of 
when the singular motions of the person who | nothing else all the afternoon; was set down as 
had disturbed me drew my attention. It was | an ill-tempered fellow at dinner; and on retir- 
evidently a girl with naked feet, but neat gar-| ing to bed, could not help perpetually stating 
ments; her head was laden with flowers; and | this question—‘t Why should that pretty girl, 
she skipped down with all the lightness of the | toward whom my heart had expanded, have 
gazelle for some space; then came to a halt, | left me in so abrupt a manner; and on my er- 
possibly on seeing a stranger; then continued | deavoring to restore her property, have made a 
her progress—now showing brightly in the sun, | target of me?” All night, as I slept, I felt as 
now dimly in the shade, until she came, and, after | if a hot coal were lying on my breast; and the 
a sidelong glance at me, sat down on the opposite | place, indeed, was black and blue in the morning. 
end of the same step, where there was no pro- An excursion had been proposed to Vesuvius, 
tection from the heat. I now noticed that she 


carried a basket in her hand. from which she | 


produced a variety of objects, evidently manu- 
factured from lava. These she arranged by 
her side, and examined with care, every now 
cand then easting an impatient look toward me. 


| and we started at three in the afternoon—my- 
self, four Americans, with Mr. Jenkins and his 
| wife—all crowded into what, I believe, is called 
| a corricolo. The sea, along the brink of which 
| we went, was still stormy, and the waves 
| washed with a siushing noise up into the very 


‘There was a wildness in her eye, and a quaint-| street. The drive was beautiful to Portici, 
mess in her whole demeanor that pleased me, | the white houses and vine-wreathed porticoes of 
especially as her features were almost without | which I noticed with pleasure. At Portici, 
a fault. So I remained where I was, studying | after some wrangling in the house of the guide, 
her movements ; and the idea suddenly struck | we were transferred to horses and donkeys 
me that 1 was occupying her usual place, and and off we went, first up a hot lane between 
that shyness prevented her from coming nearer. | stone walls, and then along a fine paved road 
So I arose and went a little higher up, when| The party was merry, and not unpicturesque, 


she at once crossed over, I thought, with a grate- 
ful smile. A little while afterward she called 
to me, and asked if I would buy some of her 
curiosities. 

There was evidently no sordid motive in this ; 
for when I came near, she made no allusion to 
a bargain, but said | had chosen a place where 
there was not sufficient shade. I asked her a 
few questions about the lava, but got only vague 
answers. What conversation passed was a 
random kind of talk about the difference of 
Italy and foreign countries. It was evident that 
in the girl’s eyes “ Napoli” —which she pro- 
nounced with magnificent emphasis—was the 
only place in the world worth admiring. She 
had seen no other. The people, however, 
were bad—very bad. I thought, upon this 


| but out of character with the scene. Not one 
| of us was subdued by the tranquil beauty of the 
| little landscapes, the bright green nooks that 
| opened here and there. Our temperaments 
| were still too northern. We were not yet 
| soothed down by the sunny sky and balmy air 
| of Italy ; and got stared at in consequence with 
| contemptuous curiosity by the languid peasants 
| in the fields. 

At length a zig-zag road commenced, and 
up we went, turning round ever and anon to 
view the expanding bay, softened down into 
apparent calm by distance. Green gullies and 
ravines of lava began to be intermingled; but 
tranquil observation was soon interrupted by 
tremendous gusts of wind that came roaring 
down the sides of the mountain, and enveloped 











3s in whirlwinds of dust, sometimes mingled 
with pebbles, at every turn of the road. It 
was hard work to get on; and we were glad 
enough to reach the Hermitage and Observ- 
atory, Where we tossed off a glass of Lachryma 
Christi to restore us. 

The rest of the road was along a narrow 
ridge leading to the foot of the great black 
cone. On either side were gullies of green, 
aud beyond great red fields of lava. It was 
not remarkably safe riding, and by no means 
commodious. Sometimes one’s nose touched 
the horse’s or ass’s neck; sometimes the back 
of one’s head was whisked by the tail. It was a 
ort of rocking-horse motion. But we arrived 


safe at the dismounting-place ; and, I must con- | 


ess, looked rather dismayed at the desperately 
steep cone up which we were bound to scram- 
ble. But in traveling, “on, on,” is the word; 
so on we went, stumbling up through the tritu- 
rated and block lava, as if Fame, or something 
else equally valuable, had been at the sum- 
mit. Mrs. Jenkins was in an open palanquin, 
borne by eight men, who grunted, staggered, 
erawled up or slid back, shouted, laughed, and 
belabored one another with their climbing-poles, 
while the undaunted lady sat as coolly as in her 
drawing-room at home, making observations on 
the scenery, which we could scarcely hear, and 
were too breathless to answer. 

In about an hour we neared the summit, and 
got under a vast canopy of sulphurous smoke, 
which, blown by the furious wind, rolled grim 
and black over the serrated edge, stretched its 


then swooped down toward the bay. and dis- 
persed in a vast mist. Most parts of the plain, 
too, were covered with a low ground-fog. 








| observation. 
impenetrable mass between us and the sky, and | 





THE VOLCANO-GIRL. 


the left along black and dizzy precipices, until 
suddenly we emerged from the volcanic vapor, 
and were in full view at the same time of the 
plain and the sea, and of all the wonders of 
Vesuvius. 

The girl whose acquaintance I had made in 
so strange a manner had come to the assistance 
of the guide, and told him what direction to 
take in order soonest to escape from the smoke. 
I spoke to her; but although she recognized 
me, I think, she did not, or would not remember 
our former interview. The idea suggested it- 
self that she was touched in her intellect, so I 
made no farther allusion to the subject. It was 
evident the guide knew her, and had confidence 
in her. He asked her advice about the path 
which it would be advisable to follow; and 
obeyed her directions implicitly. ‘‘Who is 
that?’ I whispered. “It is Ghita, the Vol- 
cano-girl,” he replied in English, before repeat- 
ing the Italian name, which might be translated, 
the “Daughter of the Volcano.” I had no time 
for further inquiries. We were once more in 
motion, and had enough to do to keep our foot- 
ing on the rough lava in the teeth of as furious 
a blast as ever 1 remember encountering. It 
would have been dangerous to stand even near 
a precipice. 

It was a marvelous scene that vast black 
valley with its lake of fire at the bottom—its 
cone of fire on one hand. The discharges were 
constant, and had something appalling in their 
sound. We were almost too much excited for 
Now we looked at the cone of 
green and gold that sank and rose, faded and 
brightened, smoked or flamed; then at the seethi- 
ing lake ; then at the strong mountains of lava; 


It | then at the burning fissures that yawned around. 


was a grand sight as we paused and looked There were yet some remnants of day—a gloomy 


| twilight at least revealed the jagged rim of the 
of the bay was visible from Sorrento to Baia, | 


together with the islands, scattered like giant | 


back before the last effort. The whole sweep 


sentinels at the mouth; but all looked strange 
and fantastic through the sulphurous vapor. 
The sun was setting in a bath of blood and 
gold, just behind a straight line of ebony clouds 
with a sharp rim, like a wall of black marble. 
The white houses on the slopes of Castel a 
Mare were already looking ghastly in the twi- 
light. 

Our temples throbbed with fatigue; but the 
guide cried “ Forward,’’ and we soon came to 
the most disagreeable part of the business. The 


smoke was forced by the wind in a kind of cas- | 


cade some fifty yards down the declivity, and 
as soon as we got into it an awful sense of 
suffocation came on. The guide swore, and 
some of us talked of retreating. But the ma- 
jority were for persevering ; and, panting and 
coughing, we dashed upward, reached the sum- 
mit, got into the midst of a fearful torrent of 
black smoke, like that which is vomited by a 
steamer’s funnel, and staggered giddily about 
seeking which way to go. At this moment a 
slight form glanced toward us, said a few words 
to the guide, and presently we were running to 





valley. Down we went—down, down to the 
very edge of the boiling caldron of melted lava, 
that rolled its huge waves toward the black 
shore, waves whose foam and spray were fire 
and flame! An eruption evidently was prepar- 
ing ; and soon indeed took place. We missed 
the sight; but what we now saw was grand 
enough. A troop of heavy black clouds was 
hurrying athwart the sky, showing the stars 
ever and anon between “like a swarm of golden 
bees.”” The wind roared and bellowed among 
the lava-gullies, while the cone discharged its 
blocks of burning lava, or its showers of red 
sparks, with a boom like that of a park of 
artillery. 

A thousand travelers may witness and de- 
seribe the scene, but it can never be hackneyed 
or vulgar. The volcano-girl, evidently familiar 
with every changing aspect, crept to my side, 
as I stood apart wrapt in silent admiration and 
wonder, and I caught her examining the ex- 
pression of my face as it was revealed by the 
dismal glare of the burning lake. “ E be.'\ssi- 
ma!’ she whispered in a husky voice, pressing 
close to my side, and trembling like a leaf, not 
with present fear, but manifestly in memory of 
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some dreadful event. We were friends from 
that moment, and she constituted herself my 
especial guide, running before me to choose the 
surest paths, giving me her delicate littie hand, 
and showing, in fact, all possible willingness to 
make up our little quarrel, if she retained any 
remembrance of it. 

We returned toward the cone, and approached 
within dangerous proximity to it. The voleano- 
girl often pulled my arm to induce me to keep 
back; but when she saw I was determined to 
look down into the horrid flaming gulf of fire 
that yawned near the cone, she followed me, 
murmuring a low pensive song. On reaching 
the edge, which was uncertain and trembling, I 
halted and gazed; and while the guide and my 
companions shouted to me to come back, enjoyed 
a moment of fearful joy. I was standing on the 
brink of a vast chasm of fire, in which no flame 
was, but only a dreadful glow, that thickened 
by distance into substance. The wind shrieked 
around, the volcano roared above, the tremendous 
cloud of black smoke swayed and wavered as it 
rolled, beaten down by the wind to the outer 
edge of the crater, like a vast snake, or, when 
the blast for a moment ceased, towered aloft like 
an evil genius, and dispersed amid the clouds. 

““Come back! come back!” cried Ghita, as 
the smoky pile of cinders trembled beneath us, 
and we both, panic-stricken, rushed to a surer 
footing, while the point we had ocedpied slided 
into the gulf of fire! I never shall forget that 
moment. The very memory of it makes my 
hair stand on end, and a cold perspiration burst 
out over my whole body. The girl clasped my 
hand convulsively as we ran, and when we stood 
again on the hot solid lava, uttered a low, “Dio 
grazia!”’ All this was unlike folly, and, to- 
gether with our companionship in danger, height- 
ened the interest I felt in my wild-looking, bean- 
tiful guide. 

We all returned toward the edge of the crater, 
and collected in a lava-cave to light torches for 
our journey back. Here we met two or three 
men armed with guns, who professed to be 
guards, and might have been brigands. One 
of them spoke rather roughly to the voleano-girl, 
who took refuge by my side, and would not quit 
it. We started again by the light of great flaring 
torches, and soon began the descent down a dusty 
decline. It was a strange, rapid piece of work. 
The whole party ran, rushed, tumbled, slided, 
rolled down in one confused crowd, the torches 
glaring, flakes of burning pitch scattering here 
and there, the palanquin bobbing up and down, 
the mountain sloping up to the clouds behind, 
and down into darkness before. We descended 
this time into the old crater—a great plain of 
dust and pumice-stone. All was gloomy around ; 
but the lights of Naples and Portici could be 
distinguished in the distance. 

Our horses and donkeys were waiting for us 
where we had left them; and we rode rapidly 
back via the Hermitage, but over the plain of 
lava, instead of by the zig-zag road, toward 
Portici. Ghita ran all the way by my side, but 





rarely spoke, except to tell me when we ap- 
proached a steep declivity. I should have felt 
jealous had she attended to any one else; but 
was quite angry at hearing her jestingly spoken 
of as “my conquest.” A single vulgar remark 
sometimes throws cold water on the most delj- 
cate sentiment. 

At Portici she left us. The guides were paid, 
and every body forgot the voleano-girl who had 
been of such signal service to us. I looked for 
her, and saw her standing in the court-yard 
with the back of her little hand to her mouth in 
a pensive attitude. “ Ghita,” said I, approach. 
ing, “I must give you something’’—she started 
slightly“ that you may buy a remembrance 
with it of our visit to the voleano.”’ In such a 
form, the present—I did not write the amount 
down among my disbursements—was accepted 
frankly and freely. The poor girl was evidently 
in a state of great emotion: a few kind words 
from me had struck upon a chord ever ready t 
vibrate ; the truth is, she sobbed, and could not 
answer. But when the tongue falters, and th: 
lip trembles in the South, there is an eloquent 
substitute for language. She took my hand. 
and kissed it fervently, and a shower of warm 
tear-drops fell upon it. “Ghita,’’ I murmured, 
trying to be firm, but bending over her with th: 
tenderest affection—I can not help it; I have an 
instinctive love for the sorrowful—* Ghita, you 
are unhappy? Can I do any thing for you?” 
“No,” was her answer, as she again pressed 
my hand, and, gliding away, disappeared like « 
shadow in the street. 

We were at Naples an hour after midnight 
but I found it impossible to sleep. I could think 
of nothing save the story of the voleano-gir] ; fo: 
the substance of her story was evident —th: 
material details alone were wanting. I after- 
ward learned the whole truth. A volume might 
be filled with them: a line will be sufficient 
She had been betrothed to a young man, a guide, 
who had perished during a visit to the volcano 
she had gone mad in consequence—of a gentle 
harmless madness in general; but as a few 
brutal people insulted her, she was sometimes 
suspicious of strangers. She gained her living 
by selling ornaments of polished lava, or by 
guiding travelers. This was all; but it was 
enough. I have kept a place in my memory 
for Ghita, whose acquaintance I cultivated on 
other occasions. I saw her once among the 
ruins of Pompeii, where she greeted me with a 
friendly nod, but without referring at all to our 
previous meetings—I mean in words; for at 
parting she gave me a handful of wild-flowers 
and then ran away without waiting for a re- 
compense. 





PUBLIC OPINION AND THE PUBLIC 
PRESS. 

ERHAPS there is no better guarantee of 

peace and progress to this country than the 

freedom of the Press. Opinion is King of En- 

gland and Victoria is Queen. Every phase ol 

opinion speaks through some book or journal 
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and is repeated widely in proportion to the hold | of dew, his sweat; a pound of salt, his tears ; 
it takes upon the public. Government is the | and, finally, a pound of wind, his breath. Now 
representative of whatever opinions prevail; if | Governments which don’t allow each man his 
jt prove too perverse it falls—ministers change, | pound of wind, get themselves, sooner or later, 
without a revolution. Then too, ‘when every | into certain trouble; for, when the wind does 
man’s tongue is free, we are accustomed to| come at last (which it is sure to do), it comes 
hear all manner of wild suggestions. Fresh | in a storm. 
paint does not soon dazzle us; we are like The freedom and the power of Opinion in 
children lavishly supplied with toys, who re- England, have given an importance to the press 
ceive new gifts tranquilly enough. | which is attached to it, as a direct agent in 
Is King Opinion an honest ruler? Yes. For | producing social reforms, in no other European 
the English people speak unreservedly their| country. The journalist lays every day a mass 
thoughts on public matters, and are open, | of facts before all people capable of thought ; 
though it be with honorable slowness, to all | the adult, who has learnt only to write and read, 
new convictions. We must add, however, as a 


drawback, that the uneducated class amounts 
to a distressing number in this country in pro- 
portion to the whole. It forms, as long as it is 
ignorant, a source of profit to designing specu- 
jators. Nonsense is put into the mouths of men 
who mean no evil, but who sincerely desire 
their own improvement. Truth is murdered, 
and her dress is worn by knaves who burlesque 
sympathy with working-men for selfish pur- 
poses. The poor man’s sincere advocate, at 
last, can not speak truth without incurring the 
suspicion of some treasonable purpose against 
honesty or common sense. The very language 


necessary to be used in advocating just rights 
sometimes becomes as a pure stream befouled 
by those who have misused it. 

Therefore, in England, the uneducated classes 
arrive slowly at the privileges which they must 


acquire. They are impeded by false friends; 
but, even false friends are not able to delude 
them beyond a certain point. Among us, for 
example, even the most ignorant well know 
that there is no field for a vulgar revolution 
against such a monarch as Opinion makes. 
Arguments must be used for barricades, and 
we must knock our neighbors on the head with 
facts; we must fire newspaper articles instead 
of cannon-balls, and use colloquial banter for 
our small shot. In all disputes an English 
citizen has, for his last and sole appeal, Opinion; 
as a citizen of Rome had Cesar. 

The Government which puts its hand upon a 
nation’s mouth and thinks to stifle what it has 
to say, will be inevitably kicked and bitten. 
The nation will, some day, get liberty and make 
amends for every minute of restraint with lusty 
shouting. Among the continental states which 
suffered from the Revolutions of 1848, were 
some in which the people had less of social evil 
to complain of than we have in England; but 
they were fretted by political restrictions, by a 
system of espial which tabooed all converstaion 
upon public matters before any stranger, and 
they were glad enough to get their tongues at 
liberty. Adam, the old: traditions say, was 
made of eight pounds: a pound of earth, his 
flesh; a pound of fire, his blood; a pound of 
cloud, his instability; a pound of grace (how 
that was weighed the legend saith not) his 
stature; a pound of blossom, his eyes; a pound 


| acquires his remaining education—often not 
| despicable in amount—from his weekly pa- 
|per. Jeremy Bentham, speaking of those old 
| superstitious rites by which it was intended to 
exorcise evil spirits, says very truly, “In our 
days, and in our country, the same object is 
obtained, and beyond comparison more effect- 
ually, by so cheap an instrument as a com- 
mon newspaper. Before this talisman, not only 
devils but ghosts, vampires, witches, and all their 
kindred tribes, are driven out of the land, never 
to return again! The touch of Holy Water is 
not so intolerable to them as the bare smell of 
Printer’s Ink.” 

What can a man learn by skimming the 
| newspapers and journals of the day? Why, in 
| the northern seas there floats a very little film 
of oil, where whales or seals have been. So 
thin a film, no bird could separate from any 
wave, yet there are birds who become grossly 
fat on no other nourishment. The storm petrel, 
or, in the Faroese phrase, Mother Carey’s 
chicken, skims the surface of the troubled water, 
till the feathers of its breast are charged with 
oil; and then feeds heartily on the provision so 
collected. A vast number of her Majesty’s 
subjects dart over the debater and the discussor 
of the newspaper, like storm petrels, and thrive 
upon what skimmings they retain. 

Since the press in England has been actually 
free (and many of us can remember when it 
was not so), one fact has become every year 
more prominent amidst the din of parties. We 
have begun to see that, however much we are 
convineed of any one thing, those are not all 
and always fools who think the opposite. We 
get a strong suspicion of our individual fallibil- 
ity, new facts come out, and display old opinions 
in an unexpected light. We respect our oppo- 
nents, when they deserve respect, and on the 
whole are teachable. 

Of course, our views in politics are often 
guided by our sense of private interest, but 
there is nothing very wonderful in that; nature 
intends man to cry out, when a shoe pinches 
him. But, there is now abroad, concerning 
social questions, a desire to hear all that can be 
said about them; to tolerate, if not to respect, 
conclusions that oppose our own; a readiness 
| to seek for the right course and a desire to fol- 
| low it—Household Words. 














THE DUMB CHILD. 


Suz is my only girl: 
I ask’d for her as some most precious thing, 
For all unfinish’d was Love's jewel’d ring, 
Tiil set with this soft pear! ; 
The shade that Time brought forth I could not 
see; 
How pure, how perfect seem’d the gift to me! 


Oh, many a soft old tune 
I used to sing unto that deaden’d ear, 
And suffer’d not the lightest footstep near, 
Lest she might wake too soon ; 
And hush’d her brothers’ laughter while she lay— 
Ah, needless care! I might have let them play ! 


’T was long ere I believ’d 
That this one daughter might not speak to me; 
Waited and watched God knows how patiently ! 
How willingly deceived : 
Vain Love was long the untiring nurse of Faith, 
And tended Hope until it starved to death. 


“Oh! if she could but hear 
For one short hour, till I her tongue might teach 
To call me mother, in the broken speech 

That thrills the mother’s ear! 
Alas! those seal’d lips never may be stirr’d 
To the deep music of that lovely word. 


My heart it sorely tries 
To see her kneel, with such a reverent air, 
Beside her brothers at their evening prayer ; 
Or lift those earnest eyes 
To watch our lips, as though our words she 
knew— 
Then moves her own, as she were speaking too. 


I’ve watch’d her looking up 
To the bright wonder of a sunset sky, 
With sach a depth of meaning in her eye, 
That I could almost hope 
The struggling soul would burst its binding cords, 
And the long pent-up thoughts flow forth in 
words. 


The song of bird and bee, 
The chorus of the breezes, streams, and groves, 
All the grand music to which Nature moves, 
Are wasted melody 
To her; the world of sound a tuneless void; 
While even Silence hath its charm destroyed. 


Her face is very fair ; 
Her blue eye beautiful; of finest mould 
The soft white brow, o’er which, in waves of 
gold, 
Ripples her shining hair. 
Alas! this lovely temple closed must be, 
For He who made it keeps the master-key. 


Wills He the mind within 


Should from earth’s Babel-clamor be kept free, 
| tration of the astronomical lecturer, who re- 


E’en that His still small voice and step might be 
Heard at its inner shrine, 
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Through that deep hush of soul, with cleare, 
thrill ? 

Then should I grieve ?—O murmuring heart be 
still ! 


She seems to have a senso 
Of quiet gladness in her noiseless play. 
She hath a pleasant smile, a gentle way, 
Whose voiceless eloquence — 
Touches all hearts, though I had once the fear 
That even her father would not care for her, 


Thank God it is not so! 
And when his sons are playing merrily, 
She comes and leans her head upon his knee. 
Oh! at such times I know— 
By his full eye and tones subdued and mild— 
How his heart yearns over his silent child. 


Not of all gifts bereft, 
Even now. How could ! say she did not speak? 
What real language lights her eye and cheek, 
And renders thanks to Him who left 
Unto her soul yet open avenues 
For joy to enter, and for love to use. 


And God in love doth give 
To her defect a beauty of its own. 
And we a deeper tenderness have known 
Through that for which we grieve. 
Yet shall the seal be melted from her ear, 
Yea, and my voice shall fill it—but not here. 


When that new sense is given, 
What rapture will its first experience be, 
That never woke to meaner melody, 

Than the rich songs of heaven— 
To hear the full-toned anthem swelling round, 
While angels teach the ecstasies of sound !” 


CURIOSITIES OF RAILWAY TRAV- 
ELING. 

y ieyresen are some peculiarities about railway 

traveling which we do not remember to 
have seen noticed, however commonplace the 
mode of transit itself may have become. There 
is a singular optical illusion, for instance, in 
going through a tunnel, which nearly every 
one must have observed, and yet which nobody, 
so far as we can learn, has thought it worth 
while to explain: no sooner have you plunged 
into complete darkness, and the great brassy 
monster at the head of the train is tearing and 
wheezing, and panting away with you through 
the gloom, at the rate possibly of twenty miles 
to the hour, than, if you happen to fix your eye 
on the faintly illuminated brickwork which you 
are so rapidly dashing past, the apparent move- 
ment of the engine will be in a reverse direction 
to the real; and the general effect will be that 
of retrogression at a furious pace, instead of the 
progression which is taking lace in reality. 
This is altogether different frum the trite illus- 


minds us of the apparent movement of the 





THE ROBBERS’ REVENGE. 





shore when observed from the deck of a steam- 
poat; for in this case it is the damp side of the 
tunnel that appears to be stationary, and the 
framework of the window through which the 
prospect is presented that seems to be reced- 
ing; of course, the uniformity of the objects 
visible, and the faint light in which they are 


beheld, materially assist this ocular deception; | 


bat the hint thus thrown out may serve as a 
convenient peg on which passengers may hang 
a theory of their own, and thus beguile the 


tediam of their journey in default of more eX. | 


citing topics of discussion. 


Not but that the observant eye may find am- | 
ple seope for employment in the ever-changing | 
variety of landscape, which even on the least | 


picturesque lines will be found constantly com- 


ing into view. The most ordinary objects have | 
You | 


then a fresh interest imparted to them. 
catch a distant glimpse perhaps of a haystack on 


the brow of an eminence miles away before you. | 


As you proceed, a farm-house, with its out- 
buildings and granaries to follow, marches right 
out of the haystack, and takes up its position at 
the side. 


pands, shuts up again, turns itself completely 


round, a window winks at you for an instant | 


under one of the gables, and then disappears ; 
presently the farm-house itself vanishes, and a 


rough, half-shaved corn-field, with sturdy sheaves | 


Then the angles all change as the | 
line of vision is altered. The farm-house ex- | 
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| shriek from the valve-whistle, a few moments 
| of slackened speed, and a gradual panoramic 
-movement of sheds, hoardings, cattle-trucks, 
and piled-up packages, and we emerge upon a 
| station, with a bustling company of anxious 
| passengers raaged along the platform eager for 
| our arrival. 

To us, at least, familiarity with the many 
phases of railroad traveling has not engendered 
the proverbial consequence. The refreshment 
station at Wolverton is always impressed upon 
our mind as a perpetual marvel. To witness 
| those well-stocked tables, one moment display- 
ing the prodigal richness of a lord mayor's 
feast, and the next to behold this scene of gas- 
tronomical fertility laid bare, as the simoom of a 
| hundred voracious appetites sweeps across the 
| tempting viands, and leaves all blank behind it, 
is a theme of exhaustless wonderment. We in- 
voluntarily think of the 182,500 Banbury cakes 
that are here annually consumed by pastry-lov- 
|ing passengers, and of the 70,080 bottles of 
stout that are uncorked every year to quench 
the thirst of these fleeting customers. We look 
with a proper veneration upon every one of the 
eighty-five pigs here maintained, and who, after 
| being from their birth most kindly treated and 
most luxuriously fed, are annually promoted by 
seniority, one after another, into an indefinite 
number of pork pies, the vacancies caused by 
the retirement of these veterans being con- 





of wheat staggering about its back, comes run- | stantly supplied by the acquisition of fresh re- 
ning up out of a coppice to overtake the farm. | cruits. The returns of the railway company 


Then, as we hear the pulse of the engine throb- | show that upward of seven millions of passen- 
bing quicker and quicker, and the telegraph | gers are annually draughted through Wolverton 
posts seem to have started off into a frantic on their way northward. Making a fair de- 
gallopade along the line, we plunge into a/ duction for those who, from lack of means or 
plantation. Long vistas of straggling trees—_ inclination, do not avail themselves of the good 
and leaf-strewn pathways winding in among | things here provided, there is yet a startling 
them—give way to scattered clumps’ of firs and | number of customers to be supplied. Fancy 
tangled masses of fern and brushwood, while | the three million mouths that, on the lowest 
broken fences come dancing up between, and | average, annually demand at these tables the 
then shrink down again behind rising knolls | satisfaction of their appetite, craving at one time 
covered with a sudden growth of gorse and | their accustomed sustenance in one vast aggre- 
heather. A pit yawns into a pond; the pond | gate of hunger. It is like having to undertake 
squeezes itself longways into a thin ditch, which | the feeding of the entire population of London. 
turns off sharply at a corner, and leaves a | The mouth of Gargantua is but a faint type of 
dreamy-looking cow occupying its place. Then | even one day’s voracity ; and all this is devoured 
a gate flies out of a thicket; a man leaning over | in a spot which hardly twenty years ago was 
with folded arms grows out of the gate, which | unmarked upon the map, a mere streak of pas- 
spins round into a lodge, and then strides off | ture-land on the banks of the Grand Junction 


altogether; while the trees slink away after it, 
and a momentary glimpse is caught of a fine 
mansion perched upon rising ground at the 
back, and which has become suddenly disen- 
tangled from the woods surrounding it. You 
have hardly time to hazard a guess concerning 
the architecture, before a sloping bank comes 
sliding in between, and you find yourself in a 
deep cutting, with the soft snowy steam curling 


eanal. Surely this is not one of the least 
| astonishing feats wrought by railway magic. 
THE ROBBERS’ REVENGE.—FROM THE 
RECOLLECTIONS OF A POLICE-OF- 
FICER. 
EVASSEUR and his confederates* sailed 
for the penal settlements in the ill-fated 
convict-ship, the Amphytrion, the total wreck of 








up the sides in ample folds, and rolling its bil- | which on the coast of F rance, and consequent 
lows of white vapor over the bright green grass, | drowning of the crew and prisoners, excited so 
that seems all the fresher for the welcome | painful a sensation in England. A feeling of 
moisture. Then comes the open country again | regret for the untimely fate of Le Breton, whom 
—a purple outline of distant hills, with a cloud | I regarded rather as a weak dupe than a pur- 


or two resting lazily upon them; a long-drawn| —_* See New Monthly Magazine for November. 





196 





HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 





posed rascal, passed over my mind as I read | 
the announcement in the newspapers ; but new- 
er events had almost jostled the incidents con- | 
nected with his name from my remembrance, | 
when a terrible adventure vividly recalled them, | 
and taught me how fierce and untamable are | 
the instincts of hate and revenge in a certain 
class of minds. 

A robbery of plate had been committed in 
Portman-square, with an ingenuity and bold- | 
ness which left no doubt that it had been ef- 
fected by clever and practiced hands. The de- 
tective officers first employed having failed to 
discover the offenders, the threads of the im- 
perfect and broken clew were placed in my 
hands, to see if my somewhat renowned dex- 
terity, or luck, as many of my brother officers 
preferred cailing it, would enable me to piece 
them out to a satisfactory conclusion. By the 
description obtained of a man who had been | 
seen lurking about the house a few days pre- 





shop in the Haymarket; and as proclaiming 
the attack would do nothing toward detecting 
the perpetrator of it, I said little about it to any 
one, and managed to conceal it entirely from 
my wife, to whom it would have suggested a 
thousand painful apprehensions whenever J hap. 
pened to be unexpectedly detained from home 
The brief glimpse I had of the balked assassin 


| afforded no reasonable indication of his identity. 


To be sure he ran at an amazing and unusual 
pace, but this was a qualification possessed by 
so many of the light-legged as well as light. 
fingered gentry of my professional acquaint. 
ance, that it could not justify even a random 
suspicion ; and I determined to forget the un- 
pleasant incident as soon as possible. 

The third evening after this occurrence I was 
again passing along Leicester-square at a some- 
what late hour, but this time with all my eyes 
about me. Snow, which the wind blew sharp- 


| ly in one’s face, was falling fast, and the cold 


was intense. Except myself, and a tallish, 


vious to the burglary, it had been concluded by | 
my predecessors in the investigation that one | snow-wreathed figure—a woman apparently— 
Martin, a fellow with half-a-dozen aliases, and | not a living being was to be seen. This figure, 
a well-known traveler on the road to the hulks, which was standing still at the further side of 
was concerned in the affair; and by their ad- | the square, appeared to be awaiting me, and as 
vice a reward of fifty pounds had been offered | I drew near it, threw back the hood of a cloak, 
for his apprehension and conviction. I prose- | and to my great surprise disclosed the features 
euted the inquiry with my usual energy and | of a Madame Jaubert. This lady, some years 
watchfulness, without alighting upon any new | befure, had carried on, not very far from the 
fact or intimation of importance. I could not | spot where she now stood, a respectable mil- 
discover that a single article of the missing | linery business. She was a widow with one 
property had been either pawned or offered for | child, a daughter of about seven years of age. 
sale, and little doubt remained that the crucible | Marie-Louise, as she was named, was one un- 


had fatally diminished the chances of detection. | fortunate day sent to Coventry-street on an 
The only hope was, that an increased reward | errand with some money in her hand, and 


might induce one of the gang to betray his con-| never returned. The inquiries set on foot 
federates ; and as the property was of large | proved utterly without effect : not the slightest 
value, this was done, and one hundred guineas | intelligence of the fate of the child was obtain- 
was promised for the required information. I | ed—and the grief and distraction of the be- 
had been to the printer’s to order the placards | reaved mother resulted in temporary insanity 
announcing the increased recompense; and after | She was confined in a lunatic asylum for seven 
indulging in a long gossip with the foreman of | or eight months, and when pronounced con- 
the establishment, whom I knew well, was pass- | valescent, found herself homeless, and almost 
ing at about a quarter past ten o’clock through | penniless, in the world. This sad story I had 
Ryder’s-court, Newport-market, where a tall| heard from one of the keepers of the asylum 
man met and passed me swiftly, holding a hand- during her sojourn there. It was a subject she 
kerchief to his face. There was nothing re-| herself never, | was aware, touched upon ; and 
markable in that, as the weather was bitterly | she had no reason to suspect that I was in the 
cold and sleety ; and I walked unheedingly on. | slightest degree informed of this melancholy 
I was just in the act of passing out of the | passage in her life. She, why, I know not, 
court toward Leicester-square, when swift steps | changed her name from that of Duquesne to 
sounded suddenly behind me. I instinctively | the one she now bore—Jaubert; and for the 
turned; and as I did so, received a violent blow | last two or three years had supported a pre- 
on the left shoulder—intended, I doubted not, for | carious existence by plausible begging-letters 
the nape of my neck—from the tal] individual | addressed to persons of credulous benevolence ; 
who had passed me a minute previously. As he for which offense she had frequently visited the 
still held the handkerchief to his face, I did not | police courts at the instance of the secretary of 
catch even a momentary glance at his features, | the Mendicity Society, and it was there I had 
and he ran off with surprising speed. The | consequently made her acquaintance. 

blow, sudden, jarring, and inflicted with a sharp | “Madame Jaubert!’”’ I exclaimed, with un- 
instrument—by a strong knife or a dagger—| feigned surprise, “‘ why, what on earth can you 
caused a sensation of faintness; and before I | be waiting here for on such a night as this?” 
recovered from it all chance of successful pur-| ‘‘To see you!’’ was her curt reply. 

-suit was at an end. The wound, which was| “‘Tosee me! Depend upon it, then, you are 
not at all serious, I had dressed at a chemist’s | knocking at the wrong door for not the first 
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time in your life. The very little faith I ever 
had in professional widows, with twelve small 
children, all down in the measles, has long since 
vanished, and—”’ 

“Nay,” she interrupted—she spoke English, 
by the way, like a native—“J’m not such a 
fool as to be trying the whimpering dodge upon 
you. It is a matter of business. You want to 
find Jem Martin?” 

“Ay, truly; but what can you know of 
him? Surely you are not yet fallen so low as 
to be the associate or accomplice of burglars ?” 

“ Neither yet, nor likely to be so,” replied 
the woman; “still 1 could tell you where to 
place your hands on James Martin, if I were 
but sure of the reward,” 

“There can be no doubt about that,” I an- 
swered. 

“Then follow me, and before ten minutes | 
are past, you will have secured your man.” 

I did so—cautiously, suspiciously ; for my | 
adventure three evenings before, had rendered 
me unusually circumspect and watchful. She | 
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The next day Martin proved an alibi of the 
distinctest, most undeniable kind. He had been 
an inmate of Clerkenwell prison for the last 
three months, with the exception of just six 
days previous to our capture of him; and he 
was, of course, at once discharged. The re- 
ward was payable only upon conviction of the 
offender, and the disappointment of poor Mad- 
ame Jaubert was extreme. She wept bitterly 
at the thought of being compelled to continue 
her present disreputable mode of life, when a 
thousand francs—a sum she believed Martin’s 
capture would have assured her—besides suffi- 
cient for her traveling expenses and decent ont- 
fit, would, she said, purchase a partnership in a 
small but respectable millinery shop in Paris. 
“ Well,” I remarked to her, “ there is no reason 
for despair. You have not only proved your 
sincerity and good faith, but that you possess a 
knowledge—how acquired you best know—of 
the haunts and hiding-places of burglars. The 
reward, as you may have seen by the new 
placards, has been doubled ; and I have a strong 


led the way to the most crowded quarter of St. | opinion, from something that has reached me 
Giles’s, and when she had reached the entrance | this morning, that if you could light upon one 
of a dark blind alley, called Hine’s-court, turn- | Armstrong, alias Rowden, it would be as cer- 
ed into it, and beckoned me to follow. 


“Nay, nay, Madame Jaubert,” I exclaimed, 
“that won’t do. You mean fairly, I dare say ; 
but I don’t enter that respectable alley alone | 
at this time of night.” 

She stopped, silent and embarrassed. Pres- 
ently she said, with a sneer, ‘ You are afraid, I | 
suppose 2”? 

“Yes, I am.” 

“What is to be done, then?’’ she added, 
after a few moments’ consideration. ‘He is 
lone, I assure you.” 


tainly yours as if already in your pocket.” 

‘“* Armstrong—Rowden !”? repeated the wo- 
man, with anxious simplicity ; “‘I never heard 
either of these names. What sort of a person 
is he ?” 

I described him minutely; but Madame 
Jaubert appeared to entertain little or no hope 
of discovering his whereabout ; and, ultimately, 
went away in a very disconsolate mood, after, 
however, arranging to meet me the next even- 
ing. 

I met her as agreed. She could obtain, she 


“That is possible; still I do not enter that | said, no intelligence of any reliable worth; and 
cul-de-sac to-night unaccompanied save by you.” | she pressed me for further particulars. Was 
“You suspect me of some evil design, Mr.} Armstrong a drinking, a gaming, or a play- 
Vaters?” said the woman, with an accent of | going man? I told her all I knew of his 
reproach. “JI thought you might, and yet | habits, and a gleam of hope glanced across her 
nothing can be further from the truth. My | face as one or two indications were mentioned. 
sole object is to obtain the reward, and escape I was to see her again on the morrow. It 
from this life of misery and degradation to my | came; she was as far off as ever; and I ad- 
own country, and, if possible, begin the world | vised her to waste no further time in the pur- 
respectably again. Why should you doubt me?” | suit, but to at once endeavor to regain a posi- 
“How came you acquainted with this rob- tion of respectability by the exercise of industry 
ber’s haunts ?” |in the trade or business in which she was re- 
“The explanation is easy, but this is not the | putedly well skilled. Madame Jaubert laughed 
time for it, Stay—can’t you get assistance ?” | scornfully; and a gleam, it seemed to me, of 
“Easily—in less than ten minutes; and, if | her never entirely subdued insanity shot ont 
you are here when I return, and your informa-| from her deep-set, flashing eyes. It was finally 
tion proves correct, I will ask pardon for my | settled, that I should meet her once more, at 
suspicions.” | the same place, at about eight o'clock the next 
* Be it so,” she said, joyfully; ‘and be | evening. 
quick, for this weather is terrible.”’ I arrived somewhat late at the appointed ren- 
Ten minutes had not passed when I returned | dezvous, and found Madame Jaubert in a state 
with half-a-dozen officers, and found Madame | of manifest excitement and impatience. She 
Jaubert still at her post. We followed her up| had, she was pretty sure, discovered Arm- 
the court, caught Martin sure enough asleep strong, and knew that he was at that moment 
upon a wretched pallet of straw in one of the | in a house in Greek-street, Soho. 
alley hovels, and walked him off, terribly scared| ‘‘ Greek-street, Soho! Is he alone ?”’ 
and surprised, to the nearest station-house,| ‘Yes; with the exception of a woman who 
where he passed the remainder of the night. | is minding the premises, and of whom he is an 
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acquaintance under another name. You will 
be able to secure him without the least risk or 
difficulty, but not an instant must be lost.” 

Madame Jaubert perceived my half-hesita- 
tion. “Surely,” she exclaimed, you are not 
afraid of one man! 
suspect me after what has occurred.” 

“True,” I replied. ‘“ Lead on.” 

The house at which we stopped in Greek- 
street, appeared to be an empty one, from the 
printed bills in the windows announcing it to be 
let or sold. Madame Jaubert knocked in a 
peculiar manner at the door, which was pres- 
ently opened by a woman. “Is Mr. Brown 
still within ?’’ Madame Jaubert asked, in a low 
voice. 

“Yes: what do you want with him ?” 

“T have brought a gentleman who will most 
likely be a purchaser of some of the goods he 
has to dispose of.” 

“ Walk in, then, if you please,’’ was the an- 
swer. We did so; and found ourselves, as the 
door closed, in pitch darkness. ‘“‘ This way,” 
said the woman; “you shall have a light in 
half a minute.” 

“Let me guide you,” said Madame Jaubert, 
as I groped onward by the wall, and at the 
same time seizing my right hand. Instantly as 
she did so, I heard a rustle just behind me— 
two quick and violent blows descended on the 
back of my head, there was a flash before my 
eyes, a suppressed shout of exultation rang in 
my ears, and I fell insensible to the ground. 

It was some time, on partially recovering my 
senses, before I could realize either what had 
occurred or the situation in which I found my- 
self. Gradually, however, the incidents attend- 
ing the artfully-prepared treachery of Madame 
Jaubert grew into distinetness, and I pretty 
well comprehended my present position. I was 
lying at the bottom of a cart, blindfolded, 
gagged, handcuffed, and covered over by what, 
from their smell, seemed to be empty corn 
sacks. The vehicle was moving at a pretty 
rapid rate, and judging from the roar and 
tumult without, through one of the busiest 
thoroughfares of London. It was Saturday 
evening ; and [ thought, from the character of 
the noises, and the tone of a clock just chim+ 
ing ten, that we were in Tottenham-court-road. 
I endeavored to rise, but found, as I might have 
expected, that it was impossible to do so; my 
captors having secured me to the floor of the 
eart by strong cords. There was nothing for it, 
therefore, but patience and resignation; words 
easily pronounced, but difficult, under such 
circumstances, to realize in practice. My 
thoughts, doubtless in consequence of the blows 
I had received, soon became hurried and inco- 
herent. A tumultuous throng of images swept 
eonfusedly past, of which the most constant and 
frequent were the faces of my wife and youngest 
child, whom I had kissed in his sleep just pre- 
vious to leaving home. Madame Jaubert and 
James Martin were also there; and ever and 
anon the menacing countenance of Levasseur 


It’s useless affecting to | 


stooped over me with a hideous expression, and 
I felt as if clutched in the fiery grasp of 9 
demon. I have no doubt that the voice which 
sounded in my ear at the moment I was felled 
to the ground must have suggested the idea of 
the Swiss—faintly and imperfectly as I caught 
it. This tumult of brain only gradually sub. 
sided as the discordant uproar of the streets— 
which no doubt added to the excitement I was 
suffering under by suggesting the exasperating 
nearness of abundant help which could not be 
appealed to—died gradually away into a silence 
only broken by the rumble of the cart-wheels, 
and the subdued talk of the driver and his com. 
panions, of whom there appeared to be two or 
three. At length the cart stopped, | heard a 
door unlocked and thrown open, and a few 
moments afterward I was dragged from under 
the corn-sacks, carried up three flights of stairs, 
and dropped brutally upon the floor till a light 
could be procured. Directly one was brought, 
I was raised to my feet, placed upright against 
a wooden partition, and staples having been 
driven into the paneling, securely fastened in 
that position, with cords passed through them, 
and round my armpits. This effected, an au- 
thoritative voice—the now distinct recognition 
of which thrilled me with dismay—ordered that 
I should be unblinded. It was done; and when 
my eyes became somewhat accustomed to the 
suddenly dazzling light and glare, I saw Levas. 
seur and the clerk Dubarle standing directly in 
front of me, their faces kindled into flame by 
fiendish triumph and delight. The report that 
they had been drowned was then a mistake, and 
they had incurred the peril of returning to this 
country for the purpose of avenging themselves 
upon me; and how could it be doubted that an 
opportunity, achieved at such fearful risk, would 
be effectually, remorselessly used? A pang of 
mortal terror shot through me, and then I strove 
to awaken in my heart a stern endurance, and 
resolute contempt of death, with, I may now 
confess, very indifferent success. The woman 
Jaubert was, I also saw, present; and a man, 
whom I afterward ascertained to be Martin, 
was standing near the doorway, with his back 
toward me. These two, at a brief intimation 
from Levasseur, went down stairs; and theo 
the fierce exultation of the two escaped convicts 
—of Levasseur especially—broke forth with 
wolfish rage and ferocity. ‘“ Ha—ha—ha!’ 
shouted the Swiss, at the same time striking me 
over the face with his open hand, ‘you find, 
then, that others can plot as well as you can— 
dog, traitor, scoundrel that you are! ‘Au 
revoir—alors !’ was it, eh? Well, here we 
are, and I wish you joy of the meeting. Ha— 
|ha! How dismal the rascal looks, Dubarle !’ 
|—-(Again the coward struck me)—‘ He is 
hardly grateful to me, it seems, for having kept 
my word. I always do, my fine fellow,” he 
added with a savage chuckle; “and never 
| neglect to pay my debts of honor. Yours 
| especially,” he continued, drawing a pistol from 
| his pocket, “shall be prompt payment, and with 
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interest too, scélérat!’’ He held the muzzle of 
the pistol to within a yard of my forehead, and 
placed his finger on the trigger. | instinctively 
closed my eyes, and tasted in that fearful mo- 
ment the full bitterness of death; but my hour 
was not yet come. Instead of the flash and 
report which I expected would herald me into 
eternity, a taunting laugh from Levasseur at the 
terror he excited rang through the room. 

“ Come—come,” said Dubarle, over whose 
face a gleam of commiseration, almost of re- 
pentance, had once or twice passed; “you will 
alarm that fellow down stairs with your noise. 
We must, you know, wait till he is gone, and 
he appears to be in no hurry. In the mean- 
time let us have a game of piquet for the first 
shot at the traitor’s earcase.” 

“ Excellent—capital!”? shouted Levasseur 
with savage glee. “A game of piquet; the 
stake your life, Waters! A glorious game! 
and mind you see fair-play. In the mean time 
here’s your health, and better luck next time, 
if you should chance to live to see it.” He 
swallowed a draught of wine which Dubarle, 
after helping himself, had poured out for him; 
and then approaching me, with the silver cup 
he had drained in his hand, said, ‘‘ Look at the 
crest! Do you recognize it—fool, idiot that 
you are !”” 

I did so readily enough: it was a portion of 
the plunder carried off. from Portman-square. 

“Come,” again interposed Dubarle, “let us 
have our game.”’ 

The play began, and— But I will dwell no 
longer upon this terrible passage in my police 
experience. Frequently even now the incidents 
of that night revisit me in dreams, and I awake 
with a start and ery of terror. In addition to 
the mental torture I endured, I was suffering 
under an agonizing thirst, caused by the fever 
of my blood, and the pressure of the absorbing 
gag, which still remained in my mouth. It 
was wonderful I did not lose my senses. At 
last the game was over; the Swiss won, and 
sprang to his feet with the roar of a wild 
beast. 

At this moment Madame Jaubert entered 
the apartment somewhat hastily. “This man 
below,” she said, “is getting insolent. He has 
taken it into his tipsy head that you mean to 
kill your prisoner, and he won’t, he says, be in- 
volved in a murder, which would be sure to be 
found out. I told him he was talking absurdly ; 
but he is still not satisfied, so you had better go 
down and speak to him yourself.” 

I afterward found, it may be es well to men- 
tion here, that Madame Jaubert and Martin 
had been induced to assist in entrapping me, in 
order that I might be out of the way when a 
friend of Levasseur’s, who had been committed 
to Newgate on a serious charge, came to be 
tried, I being the chief witness against him ; and 
they were both assured that I had nothing more 
serious to apprehend than a few days’ detention. 
In addition to a considerable money-present, 


Jaubert to pay her expenses to Paris, and assist 
in placing her in business there. 

Levasseur muttered a savage imprecation on 
hearing the woman’s message, and then said, 
“Come with me, Dubarle; if we can not con- 
vince the fellow, we can at least silence him! 
Marie Duquesne, you will remain here.” 

As soon as they were gone, the woman eyed 
me with a compassionate expression, and ap- 
proaching close to me, said in a low voice, 
“ Do not be alarmed at their tricks and menaces. 
After Thursday you will be sure to be released.” 

I shook my head, and as distinctly as I could 
made a gesture with my fettered arms toward 
the table on which the wine was standing. 
She understood me. “If,” said she, “ you will 
promise not to call out, I will relieve you of the 
gag.” 

I eagerly nodded compliance. The gag was 
removed, and she held a eup of wine to my 
fevered lips. It was a draught from the waters 
of paradise, and hope, energy, life, were re- 
newed within me as I drank. 

“You are deceived,” I said, in a guarded 
voice, the instant my burning thirst was satis- 
fied. “They intend to murder me, and you 
will be involved as an accomplice.” 

“Nonsense,” she replied. ‘“ They have been 
frightening you, that’s all.” 

‘““T again repeat you are deceived. Release 
me from these fetters and cords, give me but 
a chance of at least selling my life as dearly as 
I can, and the money you told me you stood in 
need of shall be yours.” 

“ Hark!’ she exclaimed. “They are com- 
ing !” 

* Bring down a couple of bottles of wine,” 
said Levasseur, from the bottom of the stairs. 
Madame Jaubert obeyed the order and in a few 
minutes returned. 

I renewed my supplications to be released, 
and was of course extremely liberal of promises. 

“It is vain talking,” said the woman. “TI 
do not believe they will harm you; but even if 
it were as you say, it is too late now to retrace 
my steps. Yon can not escape. That fool 
below is already three parts intoxicated: they 
are both armed, and would hesitate at nothing 
if they but suspected treachery.” 

It was vain to urge her. She grew sullen 
and menacing ; and was insisting that the gag 
should be replaced in my mouth, when a thought 
struck me. 

“Levasseur called you Marie Duquesne just 
now; but surely your name is Jaubert—is it 
not ?” 

“Do not trouble yourself about my name,” 
she replied; “that is my affair, not yours.” 

“Because if you are the Marie Duquesne 
who once kept a shop in Cranbourne-alley, and 
lust a child called Marie-Louise, I could tell 
you something.” ? 

A wild light broke from her dark eyes, and 
a suppressed scream from her lips. “I am 
that Marie Duquesne!” she said, in a voice 





Levasseur had, moreover; promised Madame 


tremulous with emotion. 
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“Then I have to inform you that the child 
so long supposed to be lost I discovered nearly 
three weeks ago.” 

The woman fairly leapt toward me, clasped 
me fiercely by the arms, and peering in my 
face with eyes on fire with insane excitement, 
hissed out, “‘ You lie—you lie, you dog! You 
are striving to deceive me! She is in heaven: 
the angels told me so long since.”’ 

I do not know, by the way, whether the 
falsehood I was endeavoring to palm off upon 
the woman was strictly justifiable or not; but 
I am fain to believe that there are few moralists 
that would not, under the circumstances, have 
acted pretty much as I did. 

“If your child was lost when going on an 
errand to Coventry-street, and her name is 
Marie-Louise Duquesne, I tell you she is found. 
How should I otherwise have become acquaint- 
ed with these particulars ?”’ 

“ True—true,”’ she muttered: “how else 
should he know? Where is she?’ added the 
woman, in tones of agonized entreaty, as she 
sank down and clasped my knees. “Tell me 
—tell me, as you hope for life or merey, where 
I may find my child?” 

“Release me, give me a chance of escape, 
and to-morrow your child shall be in your arms. 
Refuse, and the secret dies with mie.” 

She sprang quickly to her feet, unclasped 
the handeuffs, snatched a knife from the table, 
and cut the cords which bound me with eager 
haste. ‘“‘ Another draught of wine,” she said, 
still in the same hurried, almost insane manner. 
“You have work todo! Now, while I secure 
the door, do you rub and chafe your stiffened 
joints.” The door was soon fastened, and then 
she assisted in restoring the circulation to my 
partially benumbed limbs. This was at last 
accomplished, and Marie Duquesne drew me 
toward a window, which she softly opened. 
“Tt is useless,” she whispered, ‘‘to attempt a 
struggle with the men below. You must de- 
scend by this,” and she placed her hand upon 
a lead water-pipe, which reached from the roof 
to within a few feet of the ground. 

“And you,” I said, “how are you to es- 

9”? 

“T will tell you. 


ca 


Do you hasten on toward 
Hampstead, from which we are distant in a 


northerly direction about a mile. There is a 
house at about half the distance. Procure help, 
and return as quickly as possible. The doorfast- 
enings will resist some time, even should your 
flight be discovered. You will not fail me?” 

“Be assured I will not.” The descent was 
a difficult and somewhat perilous one, but it 
was safely accomplished, and I set off at- the 
top of my speed toward Hampstead. 

I had gone perhaps a quarter of a mile, when 
the distant sound of a horse’s feet, coming at a 
slow trot toward me, caught my ear. I paused, 
to make sure I was not deceived, and as I did 
so, a wild scream from the direction I had left, 
followed by another and another, broke upon the 
stillness of the night. The scoundrels had no 





doubt discovered my escape, and were about to 
wreak their vengeance upon the unfortunate 
creature in their power. The trot of the horse 
which I had heard was, simultaneously with the 
breaking out of those wild outcries, increased to 
a rapid gallop. “Hallo!” exclaimed the horse. 
man, as he came swiftly up. ‘Do you know 
where these screams come from?” It was the 
horse-patrol who thus providentially came up! 
I briefly stated that the life of a woman was at 
the mercy of two escaped convicts. “Then for 
God's sake jump up behind me!”’ exclaimed the 
patrol. ‘‘ We shall be there in a couple of min- 
utes.”’ I did so: the horse—a powerful ani. 
mal, and not entirely unused to carry double— 
started off, as if it comprehended the necessity 
for speed, and in a very brief space of time we 
were at the door of the house from which I had 
so lately escaped. Marie Duquesne, with her 
body half out of the window, was still wildly 
screaming as we rushed into the room below 

There was no one there, and we swiftly ascended 
the stairs, at the top of which we could hear 
Levasseur and Dubarle thundering at the door, 
which they had unexpectedly found fastened, 
and hurling a storm of imprecations at the wo- 
man within, the noise of which enabled us t 

approach them pretty nearly before we wer 
heard or perceived. Martin saw us first, and 
his sudden exclamation alarmed the others 
Dubarle and Martin made a desperate rush to 
pass us, by which I was momently thrown on 
one side against the wall; and very fortunately, 
as the bullet leveled at me from a pistol Levas- 
seur held in his hand would probably have 
finished me. Martin escaped, which I was not 
very sorry for; but the patrol pinned Dubar': 
safely, and I griped Levasseur with a strength 
and ferocity against which he was powerless as 
an infant. Our victory was complete ; and tw: 
hours afterward, the recaptured convicts wer: 
safely lodged in a station-house. 

I caused Madame Duquesne to be as gently 
undeceived the next morning as possible with 
respect to her child; but the reaction and dis- 
appointment proved too much for her wavering 
intellect. She relapsed into positive insanity 
and was placed in Bedlam, where she remained 
two years. At the end of that period she was 
pronounced convalescent. A sufficient sum of 
money was raised by myself and others, not 
only to send her to Paris, but to enable her to 
set up as a milliner in a small but respectable 
way. As lately as last May, when I saw her 
there, she was in health both of mind and body, 
and doing comfortably. 

With the concurrence of the police authorities, 
very little was said publicly respecting my en- 
trapment. It might perhaps have excited a 
monomania among liberated convicts—colored 
and exaggerated as every incident would have 
been for the amusement of the public—to at- 
tempt similar exploits. I was also anxious to 
conceal the peril I had encountered from my 
wife; and it was not till I had left the police 
force that she was informed of it. Levasseur 

















nd Dubarle were convicted of returning from | the rounded harvest orb: Sartor’s ery is, “Give, 


transportation before the term for which they 
had been sentenced had expired, and were this 
time sent across the seas for life. The reporters 
of the morning papers, or rather the reporter 
for the “ Times,” ‘ Herald,” “ Chronicle,” 
“Post,” and “ Advertiser,” gave precisely the 
same account, even to the misspelling of Le- 
yasseur’s name, dismissing the brief trial in the 
following paragraph, under the head of “ Old 
Bailey Sessions :”’-—“ Alphonse Dubarle (24), 
and Sebastian Levasson (49), were identified as 
unlawfully-returned convicts, and sentenced to 
transportation for life. The prisoners, it was 
understood, were connected with the late plate- 
robbery in Portman-square ; but as a conviction 
could not have increased their punishment, the 
indictment was not pressed.” 

Levasseur, I had almost forgotten to state, 
admitted that it was he who wounded me in 
Ryder’s-court, Leicester-square. 


WORDSWORTH AND CARLYLE. 


OR well nigh thirty-four years the public 

curiosity has been excited by the knowledge 
that there existed in MS. an unfinished poem of 
very high pretensions, and extraordinary mag- 
nitude, from the pen of the late—is he to be the 
last ?—poet-laureate of Britain. At the tidings, 
Lord Jeffrey made himself very merry, and 
sought for a powerful calculus to compute the 
supposed magnitude of the poem. De Quincey, 
on the other hand, had read it, and both in his 
writings and conversation, was in the habit of 
alluding to, quoting, and panegyrizing it as more 
than equal to Wordsworth’s other achievements. 
All of it that is publishable, or shall ever be 
published, now lies before us; and we approach 
it with curiously-mingled emotions—mingled, 
because although a fragment, it is so vast, and 
in parts so finished, and because it may be re- 
garded as at once an early producticn of his 
genius, and its latest legacy to the world. It 
seems a large fossil relic—imperfect and mag- 
nificent—newly dug up, and with the fresh 
earth and the old dim subsoil meeting and min- 
gling around it. 

The ‘ Prelude” is the first regular versified 
autobiography we remember in our language. 
Passages, indeed, and parts of the lives of cele- 
brated men, have been at times represented 
in verse, but in general a vail of fiction has 
been dropped over the real facts, as in the case 
of Don Juan ; and in al! the revelation made has 
resembled rather an escapade or a partial con- 
fession than a systematic and slowly-consolidated 
life. The mere circumstances, too, of life have 
been more regarded than the inner current of 
life itself. We class the ‘ Prelude’ at once with 
Sartor Resartus—although the latter wants the 
poetic form—as the two most interesting and 
faithful records of the individual experience of 
men of genius which exist. 

And yet, how different the two men, and the 
two sets of experience. Sartor resembles the 
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give!” Wordsworth’s “I have found it, I have 
found it!” Sartor can not, amid a universe of 
work, find a task fit for him to do, and yet can 
much less be utterly idle ; while -o Wordsworth, 
basking in the sun, or loitering near an evening 
stream, is sufficient and satisfactory work. To 
Sartor, Nature is a divine tormentor—her works 
at once inspire and agonize him; Wordsworth 
loves her with the passion of a perpetual honey- 
moon. Both are intensely self-conscious; but 
Sartor’s is the consciousness of disease, Words- 
worth’s of high health standing before a mirror. 
Both have a “demon,” but Sartor’s is exceeding- 
ly fierce, dwelling among the tombs—Words- 
worth’s a mild eremite, loving the rocks and 
the woods. Sartor’s experience has been fright- 
fully peculiar, and Wordsworth’s peculiarly fe- 
licitous. Both have passed through the valley 
of the shadow of death; but the one has found 
it as Christian found it, dark and noisy—the 
other has passed it with Faithful, by daylight. 
Sartor is more of a representative man than 
Wordsworth, for many have had part at least 
of his sad experiences, whereas Wordsworth’s 
soul dwells apart: his joys and sorrows, his 
virtues and his sins, are alike his own, and he 
ean circulate his being as soon as them. Sartor 
is a brother man in fury and fever—Wordsworth 
seems a cherub, almost chillingly pure, and 
whose very warmth is borrowed from another 
sun than ours. We love and fear Sartor with 
almost equal intensity—Wordsworth we respect 
and wonder at with a great admiration. 
Compare thoir different biographies. Sartor’s 
is brief and abrupt as a confession; the author 
seems hurrying away from the memory of his 
woe—Wordsworth lingers over his past self, 
like a lover over the history of his courtship. 
Sartor is a reminiscence of Prometheus—the 
“ Prelude” an account of the education of Pan. 
The agonies of Sartor are connected chiefly with 
his own individual history, shadowing that of 
innumerable individuals besides—those of Words- 
worth with the fate of nations, and the world at 
large. Sartor craves, but can not find a creed 
—belief seems to flow in Wordsworth’s blood ; 
to see is to believe with him. The lives of both 
are fragments, but Sartor seems to shut his so 
abruptly, because he dare not disclose all his 
struggles; and Wordsworth, because he dares not 
reveal all his peculiar and incommunicable joys. 
To use Sartor’s own words, applied to the poet 
before us, we may inscribe upon Wordsworth’s 
grave, ‘“‘ Here lies a man who did what he in- 
tended ;” while over Sartor’s, disappointed ages 
may say, “Here lies a man whose intentions 
were noble, and his powers gigantic, but who 
from lack of proper correspondence between 
them did little or nothing, said much, but only 
told the world his own sad story.” 











MILTON AND WORDSWORTH. 
f See points of resemblance between Milton 
and Wordsworth are numerous—both were 





unfilled and yawning crescent moon, Wordsworth 





proud in spirit, and pure in life—both were in- 
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tensely self-conscious—both essayed the loftiest | jealously saved himself from theft by flight . Mi. 
things iu poetry—both looked with considerable | ton has maintained his originality, even while he 
contempt on their contemporaries, and appealed | borrows—he has dared to snatch the Urim and 
to the coming age—both preferred fame to rep- | Thummim from the high-priest’s breast, and jn. 
utation—both during their life-time met with | serted them among his own native ornaments, 
obloquy, which crushed them not—both com- | where they shine in keeping—unbedimming and 
bined intellect with imagination, in equal pro- | unbedimmed; Wordsworth’s prose is but a feeble 
portions—both were persevering and elaborate | counterpoise to his poetry; whereas Milton’s 
artists, as well as inspired men—both were ua- were itself sufficient to perpetuate his name: 
wieldy i in their treatment of commonplace sub-| Worsworth’s sonnets are, perhaps, equal to 
jeets. Neither possessed a particle of humor; Milton’s, some of his ‘ ‘Minor Poems”’ may ap- 
nor much, if any, genuine wit. Both were | proach “ Lycidas,”’ and “ I] Peneroso,”’ but where 
friends of liberty and of religion—their genius | a whole like ‘ Paradise Lost ?”’ 
was “baptized with the Holy Ghost and with Thus while Wordsworth has left a name, the 
fire.”’ memory of a character and many works, which 
But there were differences and disparities as | shall illustrate the age when he lived, and exalt 
manifold. Milton was a scholar of the first mag- | him, on the whole, above all Britain’s bards of 
nitude ; Wordsworth no more than respectable in | | that period, Milton is identified with the glory, 
point of learning ; Milton may be called a glori- | not of an age, but of all ages ; with the progress 
ous book-worm ; Wordsworth an insect feeding | of liberty in the world—with the truth and 
on trees ; Milton was London born and London | grandeur of the Christian faith and with the 
bred ; Wordsworth from the provinces ; Milton | honor and dignity of the buman species itself 
had a world more sympathy with chivalry and | Wordsworth burns Jike the bright star Are- 
arms—with the power and the glory of this | turus, outshining the fainter orbs of the constel- 
earth—with human and female beauty—with | lation to which it belongs. Milton is one of those 
man and with woman, than Wordsworth. Words- | solitary oceans of flame, which seem to own but 
worth loved inanimate nature better than Mil- | /@ dim and far-off relationship to aught else but 
ton, or at least, he was more intimately convers- | the Great Being, who called them into existence. 
ant with her features; and has depicted them | So truly did the one appreciate the other when 
with more minute accuracy, and careful finish. | he sung 
Milton’s love for liberty was a wiser and firmer “Thy soul was like a star, and dwvit apart.” 
passion, and underwent little change; Word’s- | ——— 
worth’s veered and fluctuated ; Milton’s meg RATS AND R AT- KIL LERS IN ENG L AND 
was more definite and fixed than Wordsworths, | A rat! arat! dead for a ducat.—Hamlet. 





and, perhaps, lay nearer to his heart; Words- | 7 is nothing like being in earnest 


worth shaded away into a vague mistiness, in | when one begins a good work. So, evi- 
which the Cross at times was lost; Milton had | dently, thinks the author of a blue-covered 
more devotion in his absence from church than | pamphlet just issued, with a title page headed 
Wordsworth in his presence there ; Wordsworth | by three words and nine notes of exclamation— 
was an “idler in the land;’’ Milton an incessant | Rat!!! Rat!!! Rat!!! The object of the 
and heroic struggler. writer is no less than to alarm the whole nation 

As writers, while Wordsworth attains to lofty | by showing what we lose every year by the 
heights, with an appearance of effort; Milton is | animals against whom he has made such a dead 
great inevitably, and inhales with pleasure the | set. Not content with dilating on this fact in 

and rare atmosphere of the sublime; | the body of his work, he puts what he calls “ 

Wordsworth comes up to the great—Milton de- | startling fact,’’ upon the blue wrapper. “One 
scends on it ; Wordsworth has little ratiocinative, | pair of rats,” he says, “with their progeny, 
or rhetorical power; Milton discovers much of | | will produce in three years no less a number 
both—besides being able to grind his adversaries: than six hundred and forty-six thousand eight 
to powder by the hoof of invective, or to toss | hundred and eight rats! which will consume, 
them into the air on the tusks of a terrible scorn; | day by day, as much food as sixty-four thou- 
Wordsworth has produced many sublime lines, | sand six hundred and eighty men ; leaving eight 
but no character approaching the sublime ; Mil- | rats to starve.” This, it must be admitted, is 
ton has reared up Satan to the sky—the most | startling enough, but any ene who has a cellar, 
magnificent structure in the intellectual world ; | or a corn-bin, “will be inclined to believe almost 
Wordsworth’s philosophic vein is more subtle, | any tale, however strong, or to applaud any 
and Milton’s more masculine and strong ; Words- | abuse, however severe, which may be heaped 
worth has written much in the shape of poetry | upon that convicted thief, Rat. Midnight burg- 
that is despicably mean; mistaking it all the | laries, undetected by the new police, sink into 
while for the excellent; Milton trifles seldom, | insignificance compared with the ravages of 
and knows full well when he is trifling; Words-| rats of the London sewers, which steal and 
worth has sometimes entangled himself with a/| destroy more in one week, than the value of 
poetic system; Milton no more than Samson will | all the robberies of plate that blaze away in 
permit withes, however green, or a cart-rope, | the newspapers from year’s end to year’s end. 
however new, toimprison his giant arms; Words-| And yet the planderers go on almost unme- 
worth has borrowed nothing, but timidly and |lested. They are too knowing for traps, and 
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a deena whe ben ‘a to one universal warfare against these mid- 
peepee par age meer here night marauders and common enemies of man 
a lescribed d moras in the | kind, insomuch as they devour the food, to the 
ptbsoae ta be ger Sesttinns of rats were starvation of our fellow-creatures.” He does 
pesontplirme byeor a h rd of large sums | not altogether ignore the argument of the friends 
pe a f ‘th “yp ki “be these of the rat—for even the rat has found friends 
a ae ike ‘ell } peinns tie among naturalists, ready to argue in his favor, 
tm, Faas. ont “of our French and in print, too—that these vermin destroy, in 
pee oe pe mn th odern Bab- | the sewers, much matter that would otherwise 
prong or > on blood X barricades | give out poisonous gases. Sewer rats, he ad- 
= bei geantings b ioull it So mits, are not the very worst of the race, but 
eae aiviin We 10 iether with im- | even they should be slain wherever they may 
sig, W tek qithe Wires wah taliguainil ob ht. But the rats of the cellar, the 
or ee wi bg ry hermes ‘at yaroun | conned the barn, the rick-yard, the granary, 
- fae “te pared lar. P |and the corn-field, are the grand destroyers 
have just referred to in particular. Pro- , 
<a. with him no explanation of a 7 same Bn = on terrier, the trap, an 
pen a ; ra ~ wiry dec pat eae ‘Do not nt re reader suppose that the Rats- 
farmers have been eaten ou ous ej tll ise quien st 0 Veen guaati, 
per. deg ae a hs eos es wakes tasteless pa of useful knowledge 
oF le Peds *M 2 esloele think | on the rat genus. It is no such thing. The 
7 ng conn Ls garrcah Prosar tn but are | author gives a passage or two of politics, and 
of rats, because they seldom : : we) assag Rand no ap sc. 
iv ey carry then a page or so of rats. e i 
they less destructive because they carry on | ; ‘ wtochese 
i i y not.’ ater, such as Dr. Johnson wou 
ar pre 4 ie he asties there not a | mired ; nor is his hatred confined to four-legged 
r in the Brit ini d, i | adversari vi ly dislikes Communists 
farmer in the British dominions but eae Ane pn we: haere woe Ps th oe 
of ithin ¢ Pie tik places rc mer Fine " Communism, Socialism, and Ratism,” he says, 
beer ghd tong oa” “It "tas teil truth | “are terms synonymous ;” but this is not the 
a: “f ber peo it would be bee welinsrer: part of his book we have to deal with, so let us 
could be found out, s ‘ — 
2 from what he hates to what he adm 
tion to back the statements of the rat-hater pass on f Ge tads tellane ieeaeaebe 
aaah mag eae: ‘ itself sun ale dem” Pie ues an eppanaaity of say- 
The question then suggests itself, ‘ : cae til 3 
i he best word he can for his friends, 
be done to save this waste-—to stop the plunder | ing t ; Msc nie 
i i i hers—the rat-killers—the Napoleons o 
—to banish the thieves? and we turn to the little | rat-cate ;  vyent 
i i i he vermin war—the exterminators of the ca’ 
blue book for information. The naturalists are | t ‘ “rth er 
i i i he rat | able rats—the Nimrods of the hunting-g 
said to give a very clear notion of what t in 4 juows 
} ibe very -| to be found in sewers and cellars, a 
is, but what he does they describe very imper td capelie Boy harms me “pa 
: : y liv 8. passage loc ry like ¢ 
fectly. Rats are modest creatures; they live | barn loo fe atte: Menno 
i dvertisement ; but since it is characte ; 
and labor in the dark; they shun the approach | a - a 
i ; d as the statements are curious, and really 
of man. Go into a barn or granary, where | an f 
hundreds are living, and you shall not see one ; | not at importance, they shall be here 
ge? gel ages Aiag add “5 uaa a Me Now for their prolific disposition! In this 
| dlasge p> Aaron sible ive fh I have been most ably assisted by the 
there shall not be one visible; or dive into a| respect I ha y ass He 
y infes y ed James Shaw, of rat-killing celebrity, 
cellar, that may be perfectly infested with renown ; i a 
landlord of the Blue Anchor Tavern, Bun! 
them, rats you shall not see, so much as 8 tip | : Papen 
i i y 7 it. Luke’s, and of whom I can not spe 
of a tail, unless it be that of a stray one “ pop- row, § ’ of Se — 
i ae | too highly, for the civil, straightforward, a 
cel ay 4 u ‘ oo “cobdoon think BA | pF er in which he communicated every 
“Be fst oe.” aoc 9 if | i tion I desired. Curiosity prompted me 
we tain oy See phys r 4 the letter Stacie respecting him, and I find 
ae gg Ny dog ty f “hol gt: cor-| him to be a man universally respected for his 
ae fe oz) = aaa the pre and manly bearing and refined sentiments of honor. 
ners, and feed and run a : : “i 
si i tly, a man whose testimony can 
fields in the open day, like dogs and sheep, the | consequently, have dite ties eaaoaerwke 
be ag ~~ oy my appears Bn, cad Biplane from Mr. Sabin, of rat-kill- 
gs ye agpesaaartieg i ili iding in Broad-street, St. Giles’s 
or child able to brandish a stick, but would | ing renown, residing street, a 
i i : i destroy between eight and nine 
pod ces Baga rad Wied os oe Bsc abi anniliy averaging seventeen 
wherever they met with them. y ae esa 
i y thousand between them. We will now p 
suppose, because they carry on their meee \ ’ Phones 
i th the calculations. In the place, 
Gamal aera pos ig, bie 4 earch ph rthend tell me that rats will have six, 
pie gon age = i rit with cal- pon and ejght nests of young in the year, and 
ulations ageing we se) individuals | that for three and four years together ; second- 
: ee eas te f° ing it| ly, that they will have from twelve to twenty- 
and naturalists, is for the purpose of rousing it | ly, 'y 
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three at a litter, and that the young ones will 
breed at three months old; thirdly, that there 
are more females than males, at an average of 
about ten to six. Now, I propose to lay down 
my calculations at something less than one half. 
In the first place, I say four litters in the year, 
beginning and ending with a litter, so making 
thirteen litters in three years; secondly, to 
have eight young ones at a birth, half male, and 
half female; thirdly, the young ones to have a 
litter at six months old. At this calculation, I 
will take one pair of rats; and, at the expira- 
tion of three years, what do you suppose will 
be the amount of living rats? Why, no less 
a number than sIX HUNDRED AND FORTY-SIX 
THOUSAND EIGHT HUNDRED AND EIGHT! Mr. 
Shaw’s little dog ‘Tiny,’ under six pounds 
weight, has destroyed Two THOUSAND FIVE 
HUNDRED AND TWENTY-FIVE pairs of rats, which, 
had they been permitted to live, would, at the 
same calculation, and in the same time, have 
produced oNE THOUSAND sIX HUNDRED AND 
THIRTY-THREE MILLIONS, ONE HUNDRED AND 
NINETY THOUSAND, TWO HUNDRED, living rats! 
And the rats destroyed by Messrs. Shaw and 
Sabin in two years, amounting to sEVENTEEN 
THOUSAND pairs, would, had they been permit- 
ted to live, have produced, at the above calcu- 
lation, and in the same time, no less a number 
than TEN THOUSAND NINE HUNDRED AND NINETY- 
FIVE, MILLIONS, SEVEN HUNDRED AND THIRTY- 
SLX THOUSAND, living rats! Now, let us caleu- 
late the amount of human food that they would | 
destroy. In the first place, my informants tell 
me, that six rats will consume day by day, as 
much food as a man; secondly, that the thing | 
has been tested, and that the estimate given | 
was, that eight rats would consume more than 
an ordinary man. Now, I—to place the thing | 
beyond the smallest shadow of a doubt—will | 
set down ten rats to eat as much as a man, not | 
a child; nor will I say any thing about what | 
rats waste. And what shall we find to be the | 
alarming result? Why, that the first pair of | 
rats, with their three years’ progeny, would | 
consume in the night more food than SIXTY: | 
FOUR THOUSAND SIX HUNDRED AND EIGHTY men 
the year round, and leaving eight rats to spare! | 
And the rats destroyed by the little wonder 
‘Tiny,’ had they been permitted to live, would, 
at the same calculation, with their three years’ 
progeny, have consumed as much food as onz | 
HUNDRED AND SIXTY THREE MILLIONS, THREE | 
HUNDRED AND NINETEEN THOUSAND AND TWEN- 
TY men: above two-thirds of the population of 
Europe ! !”” 

Here we come to the great glory of our | 
author’s thoughts. After its master, the rat-| 
catcher of “manly bearing and refined senti- | 
ments of honor,” “Tiny” is his true hero. | 
Eclipse might lord it at Epsom or Newmarket; | 
Tom Thumb might trot to renown at sixteen | 
miles an hour, but what was that compared 
with the triumphs of Tiny? the killer of rats | 
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than one hundred and sixty millions of men? 
Our writer proposes a solid gold collar testi. 
monial for the “good” dog Tiny, to be raised 
by public subscription. But that would be 
paltry return for such great services. Tiny's 
renown lifts him above such mercenary rewards. 

More wonders are in store : 

“Now for the vermin destroyed by Messrs. 
Shaw and Sabin. Taken at the same ealcula. 
tion, with their three years’ progeny—can you 
believe it?—they would consume more food 
than the whole population of the earth. Yes, 
if Omnipotence would raise up one HUNDRED 
AND TWENTY-NINE MILLIONS FIVE HUNDRED Any 
SEVENTY-THREE THOUSAND SIX HUNDRED mor 
people, these rats would consume as much food 
as they all!! You may wonder, but I will 
prove it to you.” 

A calculation—like that which has made 
Tiny immortal—is given, and then the reflection 
succeeds, “Is it not a most appalling thing to 
think that there are at the present time in the 
British empire, thousands, nay millions, in 
state of starvation, while rats are consuming 
that which would place them and their families 
in a state of affluence and comfort? I ask this 
simple question’? (emphatically continues ou 
Rat Hater), “ Has not Parliament, ere now, been 
summoned upon matters of far less importanc: 
to the Empire? I think it has.” 

A fine opening this for an oratorical patriot, 
whose themes are worn out. An agitation for 
protection against rats would inevitably secure 
the hearty support of the agricultural interest 

Enough has surely been said to show th 
great importance of rats, but it would be wrong 
to leave the little book which has suggested 
this article, without gleaning from it a few 
rat-catching statistics, and without pointing out 
the moral of the whole, by giving the writer's 
proposition for relieving us from the scourge he 
describes. It seems that one rat-catcher has 
frequently from one thousand five hundred to 
two thousand rats in his cages at one time—it 
is not stated, but we suppose—ready to be 
killed by ‘‘ Tiny.” It is averred that these arc 
all brought up from the country—all “fair barn 
rats”—and that “it would not pay to breed 
them’’—-a question probably open to doubt 
The natural enemies of the rat are thus mus- 
tered, the ferret, polecat, stoat, weasel, cat, dog, 
and man. The ferret’s powers of destruction 
are estimated very lightly; the polecats ar 
very rare, prefer game when it can be had, 
and do little against the rat; the weasel also 
prefers a chicken or a duckling “to fighting 
with a rat fora meal.” Hence the farmers de- 
stroy them, and they do little against the rats. 
Cats, as a rule, prefer hearth-rags; and traps, 
unless quite new, and consequently sweet and 
free from the smell of rats are useless. No! 
There is nothing in Nature capable of saving 
the nation from rats, but “ Tinies.”’ 

“T do not know of any quadruped equal to s 


who might have had a family capable of eating | well-bred London terrier for sagacity, courage 
(if they had found it) as much victuals or more | fidelity, eq@lor, symmetry, general beauty, an 
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economy : in a word, he seems in every respect 
formed by nature for man’s companion and pro- 
tector.” 

With fine burst of eloquence, the author asks, 

“ Are rats a calamity to be deplored, or are 
they not? The voices of religion and patriotism 
cry, With stentorian lungs, ‘ Yes!’ the voice of 
philanthropy eries, ‘Down with them! down 
with every barrier, and annihilate them!’ the 
fainting stomachs of thousands of our starving 
fellow-creatures at home and in the sister coun- 
try, with the agonized bowels of their withered 
ofispring writhing beneath the ruthless fangs 
of hunger, shriek forth, with horrid yells, for 
their extermination ! !’’ 

Our friend then takes a higher flight, and 
discusses, with equal fervor and more notes of 
admiration, the question whether—on theolog- 
ical grounds—man has a right to kill these 
creatures, even though they be rats. But he 
soars into such altitudes of rhetorical theology, 
that we dare not follow him. He dismisses, in 
the same paragraph, several remedies for rats, 
with a brevity almost savoring of contempt; 
gliding gracefully from theology to arsenie and 
other poisons, he returns, with a gush of en- 
thusiasm, to his old refrain, “ Tiny.’’ 

The breed of small terriers of the Tiny breed 
must be increased. ‘I do not mean,” he says, 
“the little pigmy dwarf terrier; they are tan- 
tamount to useless, even where they are well- 
bred, not having strength enough for hunting. 
A dog, to be of sound service, ought to be from 
six to sixteen pounds weight; I would not 
recommend them over that, as they become 
too large and unwieldy for the purpose, and too 
expensive keeping : besides, little dogs will kill 
mice as well as rats, and that is a great recom- 
mendation. I would also recommend, above 
all others, the London rat-killing terrier; he is 
as hard as steel, courageous as a lion, and as 
handsome as a racehorse: the village dogs, on 
the other hand, are, generally speaking, too 
large, too coarse, and too soft. You ought to 
be as particular about breeding terriers as they 
are with racehorses.” 

The writer suggests the abolition of the duty 
upon rat-catching terriers of the “ Tiny’’ fami- 
ly; that associations should be encouraged in 
the rural parts of England for the promotion of 
rat-catching in all its branches; that the bodies 
of the vermin be sold for manure; and lastly, 
that rewards be given to the greatest killers. 

Literature has, from first to last, been strength- 
ened by recruits from nearly every class; but 
till now we know of no volunteer who has en- 
listed under her banner from the ranks of rat- 
catching. We know not if the publication that 
has afforded a text for this article will effectu- 
ally augment the exterminators of the rat-tribe; 
but this is certain, that, rat-killer though its 
writer be, he has produced between forty and 
fifty pages, in which, though there may be 
much comical exaggeration, there are, never- 
thcless, many curious facts and suggestions for 
abating one of the greatest animal nuisances 
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that have infested our homes and fields, since 
the days when an English king levied tribute of 
wolves’ heads upon our brethren of Wales. 





THE BROKEN HEART; OR, THE WELL 
OF PEN-MORFA. 
A WELSH TALE. 
IN TWO CHAPTERS.—CHAPTER J. 

ea a hundred travelers who spend a night at 

Tré-Madoc, in North Wales, there is not 
one, perhaps, who goes to the neighboring vil- 
lage of Pen-Morfa. The new town, built by 
Mr. Maddocks, Shelley’s friend, has taken away 
all the importance of the ancient village—former- 
ly, as its name imports, “the head of the marsh ;” 
that marsh which Mr. Maddocks drained and 
dyked, and reclaimed from the Traeth Mawr, 
till Pen-Morfa, against the walls of whose cot- 
tages the winter tides lashed in former days, 
has come to stand high and dry, three miles 
from the sea, on a disused road to Caernarvon. 
I do not think there has been a new cottage 
built in Pen-Morfa this hundred years; and 
many an old one has dates in some obscure 
corner which tell of the fifteenth century. The 
joists of timber, where they meet overhead, are 
blackened with the smoke of centuries. There 
is one large room, round which the beds are 
built like cupboards, with wooden doors to open 
and shut; somewhat in the old Scotch fashion, 
I imagine ; and below the bed (at least, in one 
instance I can testify that this was the case, and 
I was told it was not uncommon), is a great 
wide wooden drawer, which contained the oat- 
cake baked for sorae months’ consumption by 
the family. They call the promontory of Llyn 
(the point at the end of Caernarvonshire), Weish 
Wales; I think they might call Pen-Morfa a 
Welsh Welsh village; it is so national in its 
ways, and buildings, and inhabitants, and so dif- 
ferent from the towns and hamlets into which 
the English throng in summer. How these said 
inhabitants of Pen-Morfa ever are distinguish- 
ed by their names, I, uninitiated, can not tell. 
I only know for a fact, that in a family there 
with which I am acquainted, the eldest son’s 
name is John Jones, because his father’s was 
John Thomas; that the second son is called 
David Williams, because his grandfather was 
William Wynn, and that the girls are called 
indiscriminately by the names of Thomas and 
Jones. I have heard some of the Welsh chuckle 
over the way in which they have baffled the 
barristers at Caernarvon Assizes, denying the 
name under which they had been subpm@naed to 
give evidence, if they were unwilling witnesses. 
I could tell you of a great deal which is peculiar 
and wild in these true Welsh people, who are 
what I suppose we English were a century ago; 
but I must hasten on to my tale. 

I have received great, true, beautiful kind- 
ness from one of the members of the family of 
whom I just now spoke as living at Pen-Morfa; 
and when I found that they wished me to drink 
tea with them, I gladly did so, though my friend 
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was the only one in the house, who could speak | look hard and cold, are adorned with the bright. 
English at all fluently. After tea, I went with | est-colored moss, and the golden lichen. Close 
them to see some of their friends; and it was to, you see the scarlet leaves of the crane’s-bi}} 
then I saw the interiors of the houses of which | and the tufts of purple heather, which fill up 
I have spoken. It was an autumn evening; we | every cleft and cranny; but in the distance you 
left mellow sunset-light in the open air when | see only the general effect of infinite richness of 
we entered the houses, in which all seemed dark | color, broken here and there by great masses o/ 
save in the ruddy sphere of the firelight, for the | ivy. At the foot of these rocks come a rich ver. 
windows were very small, and deep set in the | dant meadow or two; and then you are at Pen. 
thick walls. Here were an old couple, who| Morfa. The village well is sharp down under 
welcomed me in Welsh, and brought forth milk | the rocks. There are one or two large sloping 
and oat-cake with patriarchal hospitality. Sons | pieces of stone in that last field, on the road lead. 
and daughters had married away from them; | ing to the well, which are always slippery; slip. 
they lived alone; he was blind, or nearly so; | pery in the summer’s heat, almost as much as is 
and they sat one on each side of the fire, so old | the frost of winter, when some little glassy stream 
and so still (till we went in and broke the si-| that runs over them is turned into a thin sheet 
lence), that they seemed to be listening for|of ice. Many, many years back—a lifetime 
Death. At another house, lived a woman stern | ago—there lived in Pen-Morfa a widow and her 
and severe-looking. She was busy hiving a daughter. Very little is required in those out- 
swarm of bees, alone and unassisted. I do not | of-the-way Welsh villages. The wants of the 
think my companion would have chosen to speak | people are very simple. Shelter, fire. a little 
to her, but seeing her out in her hill-side garden, | oat-cake and buttermilk, and garden produce 
she made some inquiry in Welsh, which was | perhaps some pork and bacon from the pig in 
answered in the most mournful tone I ever | winter; clothing, which is principally of home 
heard in my life; a voice of which the freshness | manufacture, and of the most enduring kind 
and “timbre” had been choked up by tears long | these take very little money to purchase, espe- 
years ago. I asked who she was. I dare say | cially in a district into which the large capital- 
the story is common enough, but the sight of | ists have not yet come, to buy up two or three 
the woman, and her few words had impressed | acres of the peasants; and nearly every man 
me. She had been the beauty of Pen-Morfa; | about Pen-Morfa owned, at the time of which | 
had been in service; had been taken to London | speak, his dwelling and some land besides. 
by the family whom she served ; had come down Eleanor Gwynn inherited the cottage (by the 
in a year or so, back to Pen-Morfa ; her beauty | road-side, on the left hand as you go from Tré- 
gone into that sad, wild, despairing look which | Madoc to Pen-Morfa), in which she and her 
I saw; and she about to become a mother. | husband kad lived all their married if, aud a 
Her father had died during her absence, and | small garden sloping southward, in which her 
left her a very little money; and after her chiid | bees lingered before winging their way to the 
was born she took the little cottage where I| more distant heather. She took rank among 
saw her, and made a scanty living by the pro-| her neighbors as the possessor of a moderate 
duce of her bees. She associated with no one. | independence—not rich, and not poor. But the 
One event had made her savage and distrustful | young men of Pen-Morfa thought her very rich 
to her kind. She kept so much aloof that it|in the possession of a most lovely daughter 
was some time before it became known that | Most of us know how very pretty Welsh women 
her child was deformed, and had lost the use of | are; but from all accounts, Nest Gwynn (Nest, 
its lower limbs. Poor thing! when I saw the | or Nesta, is the Welsh for Agnes) was more 
mother, it had been for fifteen years bedridden; | regularly beautiful than any one for miles 
but go past when you would, in the night, you | around. The Welsh are still fond of triads, 
saw a light burning; it was often that of the | and “as beautiful as a summer’s morning at 
watching mother, solitary and friendless, sooth- sun-rise, as a white sea-gull on the green sea- 
ing the moaning child; or you might hear her | wave, and as Nest Gwynn,” is yet a saying in 
crooning some old Welsh air, in hopes to still | that district. Nest knew she was beautiful, 
the pain with the loud, monotonous music. Her | and delighted in it. Her mother sometimes 
sorrow was so dignified, and her mute endurance | checked her in her happy pride, and sometimes 
and her patient love won her such respect, that | reminded her that beauty was a great gilt 
the neighbors would fain have been friends; but | of God (for the Welsh are a very pious people) ; 
she kept alone and solitary. This is a most true | but when she began her little homily, Nest came 
story. I hope that woman and her child are | dancing to her, and knelt down before her and 
-dead now, and their souls above. put her face up to be kissed, and so with a 
Another story which I heard of these old | sweet interruption she stopped her mother’s 
primitive dwellings I mean to tell at somewhat | lips. Her high spirits made some few shake 
greater length : their heads, and some called her a flirt and a 
There are rocks high above Pea-Morfa; they | coquette; for she could not help trying to please 
are the same that hang over Tré-Madoc, bat | all, both old and young, both men and women. 
near Pen-Morfa they sweep away, and are lost| A very little from Nest sufficed for thir, a 
in the plain. Every where they are beautiful. | sweet glittering smile, a word of kindness, a 
The great sharp ledges which would otherwise | merry glance, or a little sympathy, all these 
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pleased and attracted ; she was like the fairy- 
gifted child, and dropped inestimable gifts. But 
some, who had interpreted her smiles and kind 
words rather as their wishes led them than as 
they were really warranted, found that the beau- 
tiful, beaming Nest could be decided and saucy 
enough, and so they revenged themselves by 
calling her a flirt. Her mother heard it and 
sighed ; but Nest only laughed. 


It was her work to fetch water for the day’s | 


ase from the well I told you about. Old people 
say it was the prettiest sight in the world to see 
her come stepping lightly and gingerly over 
the stones, with the pail of water balanced on 
her head; she was too adroit to need to steady 
it with her hand. They say, now that they can 
afford to be charitable and speak the truth, that 
in all her changes to other people, there never 
was a better daughter to a widowed mother 
than Nest. There is a picturesque old farm- 
house under Moel Gwynn, on the road from 
Tré-Madoe to Criccaeth, called by some Welsh 
name which I now forget ; but its meaning in 
English is ‘The End of Time;” a strange, 
boding, ominous name. Perhaps the builder 
meant his work to endure till the end of time. 
I do not know; but there the old house stands, 
and will stand for many a year. When Nest was 
young, it belonged to one Edward Williams ; 
his mother was dead, and people said he was on 
the look-out for a wife. They told Nest so, 
but she tossed her head and reddened, and said 
she thought he might look long before he got 
one; so it was not strange that one morning 
when she went to the well, one autumn morn- 
ing when the dew lay heavy upon the grass, 
and the thrushes were busy among the mount- 
ain-ash berries, Edward Williams happened to 
be there on his way to the coursing match near, 
and somehow his grayhounds threw her pail of 
water over in ‘their romping play, and she was 
very long in filling it again; and when she came 
home she threw her arms round her mother’s 
neck, and in a passion of joyous tears told her 
that Edward Williams of The End of Time, had 
asked her to marry him, and that she had said 
“ Yes.” 

Eleanor Gwynn shed her tears too; but they 
fell quietly when she was alone. She was 
thankful Nest had found a protector—one suit- 
able in age and apparent character, and above 
her in fortune ; but she knew she should miss 
her sweet danghter in a thousand household 
ways; miss her in the evenings by the fire-side ; 
miss her when at night she wakened up with a 
start from a dream of her youth, and saw her 
fair face lying calm in the moonlight, pillowed 
by her side. Then she forgot her dream, and 
blessed her child, and slept again. But who 
could be so selfish as to be sad when Nest was 
so supremely happy? She danced and sang 
more than ever; and then sat silent, and smiled 
to herself: if spoken to, she started and came 
back to the present with a scarlet blush, which 
told what she had been thinking of. 

That was a sunny, happy, enchanted autumn. 





But the winter was nigh at hand; and with it 
came sorrow. One fine frosty morning, Nest 
went out with her lover—she to the well, he to 
some farming business, which was to be trans- 
acted at the little inn of Pen-Morfa. He was 
late for his appointment ; so he left her at the 
entrance of the village, and hastened to the inn ; 
and she, in her best cloak and new hat (put on 
against her mother’s advice; but they were a 
recent purchase, and very becoming), went 
through the Dol Mawr, radiant with love and 
happiness. One who lived until lately, met her 
going down toward the well, hat morning ; 
and said he turned round to look after her, she 
seemed unusually lovely. He wondered at the 
time at her wearing her Sunday clothes; for 
the pretty, hooded blue-cloth cloak is kept 
among the Welsh women as a church and mar- 
ket garment, and not commonly used even on 
the coldest days of winter for such househoki 
errands as fetching water from the well. How- 
ever, as he said, ‘It was not possible to look 
in her face, and ‘ fault’ any thing she wore.” 
Down the sloping-stones the girl went blithely 
with her pail. She filled it at the well; and 
then she took off her hat, tied the strings to- 
gether, and slung it over her arm; she lifted 
the heavy pail and balanced it on her head. 
But alas! in going up the smooth, slippery, 
treacherous rock, the encumbrance of her cloak 
—it migit be such a trifle as her slung hat— 
something at any rate, took away her evenness 
of poise ; the freshet had frozen on the slanting 
stone, and was one coat of ice ; noor Nest fell, 
and put out her hip. No more flushing rosy 
color on that sweet face—no more look of beam- 
ing innoeent happiness ;—instead, there was 
deadly pallor, and filmy eyes, over which dark 
shades seemed to chase each other as the shoots 
of agony grew more and more intense. She 
screamed once or twice; but the exertion (invol- 
untary, and forced out of her by excessive pain) 
overcame her, and she fainted. A child coming 
an hour or so afterwsrd on the same errand, 
saw her lying there, ice-glued to the stone, and 
thought she was dead. It flew crying back. 
“Nest Gwynn is dead! Nest Gwynn is 
dead !” and, crazy with fear, it did not stop 
until it had hid its head in its mother’s lap. 
The village was alarmed, and all who were 
able went in haste toward the well. Poor Nest 
had often thought she was dying in that dreary 
hour; had taken fainting for death, and strug- 
gled against it; and prayed that God would 
keep her alive till she could see her lover's face 
once more; and when she did see it, white with 
terror, bending over her, she gave a feeble smile 
and let herself faint away intc unconsciousness. 
Many a month she Jay on her bed unable to 
move. Sometimes she was delirious, sometimes 
worn-out into the deepest depression. Through 
all, her mother watched her with tenderest care. 
The neighbors would come and offer help. They 
would bring presents of country dainties ; and [ 
do not suppose that there was a better dinner 
than ordinary cooked in any household in Pen- 
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Morfa parish, but a portion of it was seat to| she felt she should never forgive herself. 


Eleanor Gwynn, if not for her sick daughter, 
to try and tempt her herself to eat and be 
strengthened ; for to no one would she delegate 
the duty of watching over her child. Edward 
Williams was for a long time most assiduous in 
his inquiries and attentions ; but by-and-by (ah! 
you see the dark fate of poor Nest now), he 
slackened, so little at first that Eleanor blamed 
herself for her jealousy on her daughter’s behalf, 
and chid her suspicious heart. But as spring 
ripened into summer, and Nest was still bed- 
ridden, Edward’s coolness was visible to more 
than the poor mother. The neighbors would 
have spoken to her about it, but she shrunk 
from the subject as if they were probing a 
wound. “At any rate,” thought she, “ Nest 
shall be strong before she is told about it. I 
will tell lies—I shall be forgiven—but I must 
save my child; and when she is stronger per- 
haps I may be able to comfort her. Oh! I 
wish she would not speak to him so tenderly 
and trustfully, when she is delirious. I could 
curse him when she does.” And then Nest 
would call for her mother, and Eleanor would 
go, and invent some strange story about the 
summonses Edward had had to Caernarvon as- 
sizes, or to Harlech cattle market. But at last 
she was driven to her wits’ end; it was three 
weeks since he had even stopped at the door to 
inquire, and Eleanor, mad with anxiety about 
her child, who was silently pining off to death 
for want of tidings of her lover, put on her cloak, 
when she had lulled her daughter to sleep one 
fine June evening, and set off to ‘‘ The End of 
Time.”’ The great plain which stretches out 
like an amphitheatre, in the half-circle of hills 
formed by the ranges of Moel Gwynn and the 
Tré-Madoe Rocks. were all golden-green in the 
mellow light of sunset. To Eleanor it might 
have been black with winter frost, she never 


noticed outward thing till she reached The End | 


of Time; and there, in the little farm-yard, she 
was brought to a sense of her present hour and 
errand by seeing Edward. He was examining 
some hay, newly stacked; the air was scented 
by its fragrance, and by the lingering sweetness 
of the breath of the cows. When Edward turn- 
ed round at the footstep and saw Eleanor, he 
colored and looked confused ; however, he came 
forward to meet her in a cordial manner enough. 

“It’s a fine evening,” said he. ‘‘ How is 
Nest? But, indeed, you’re being here is a 
sign she is better. Won't you come in and sit 
down?” He spoke hurriedly, as if affecting a 
welcome which he did not feel. 

“Thank you. I'll just take this milking- 
stool and sit down here. The open air is like 
balm after being shut up so long.” 

“Tt is a long time,” he replied, “ more than 
five months.” 

Mrs. Gwynn was trembling at heart. She 
felt an anger which she did not wish to show; 
for, if by any manifestations of temper or resent- 
ment she lessened or broke the waning thread 
of attachment which bound him to her daughter, 








She 
kept inwardly saying, “ Patience, patience! he 
may be true and love her yet ;” but her indig- 
nant convictions gave her words the lie. 

“Tt’s a long time, Edward Williams, since 
you’ve been near us to ask after Nest;”’ said she 
“She may be better, or she may be worse, for 
aught you know.” She looked up at him, re- 
proachfully, but spoke in a gentle quiet tone. 

“J—you see the hay has been a long piece 
of work. The weather has been fractious—anj 
a master’s eye is needed. Besides,”’ said he, as 
if he had found the reason for which he sought 
to account for his absence, ‘‘I have heard of her 
from Rowland Jones. I was at the surgery for 
some horse-medicine—he told me about her :” 
and a shade came over his face, as he remem- 
bered what the doctor had said. Did he think 
that shade would escape the mother’s eye ? 

“ You saw Rowland Jones! Oh, man-alive. 
tell me what he said of my girl! He'll say 
nothing to me, but just hems and haws the more 
I pray him. But you will tell me. You must 
tell me.” She stood up and spoke in a tone of 
command, which his feeling of independence, 
weakened just then by an accusing conscience, 
did not enable him to resist. He strove to evade 
the question, however. 

“It was an unlucky day that ever she wen: 
to the well!” 

‘Tell me what the doctor said of my child.’ 
repeated Mrs. Gwynn. ‘ Will she live, or will 
she die?” He did not dare to disobey the im- 
perious tone in which this question was put. 

“Oh, she will live, don’t be afraid. The 
doctor said she would live.” He did not mean 
to lay any particular emphasis on the word 
“ live,”? but somehow he did, and she, whose 
every nerve vibrated with anxiety, caught the 
word. 

“ She will live!” repeated she. “ But there 
is something behind. Tell me, for I will know 
If you won't say, I’ll go to Rowland Jones to- 
night and make him tell me what he has said 
to you.” 

There had passed something in this conversa- 
tion between himself and the doctor, which 
Edward did not wish to have known ; and Mrs 
Gwynn’s threat had the desired effect. But he 
looked vexed and irritated. 

“You have such impatient ways with you 
Mrs. Gwynn,” he remonstrated. 

“Tama mother asking news of my sick child.” 
said she. “Goon, What did he say? She’! 
live—”’ as if giving the clew. 

“She'll live, he has no doubt of that. But 
he thinks—now don’t elench your hands so—! 
can’t tell you if you look in that way; you are 
enough to frighten a man.” 

* ’m not speaking,” said she in a low husky 
tone. ‘‘Never mind my looks: she'll live—” 

“ But she'll be a cripple for life. There! 
you would have it out,” said he, sulkily. 

**A cripple for life,” repeated she, slowly. 
“ And I’m one-and-twenty years older than she 
is!’ She sighed heavily. 
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“And, as we're about it, I'll just tell you 
what is in my mind,” said he, hurried and con- 
fased. “I’ve a deal of cattle; and the farm 
makes heavy work, as much as an able, healthy 
woman can do. So you see—’ He stopped, 
wishing her to understand his meaning without 
words. But she would not. She fixed her dark 
eyes on him, as if reading his soul, till he flinched 
under her gaze. 

“ Well,” said she, at length, “say on. Re- 
member I’ve a deal of work in me yet, and what 
strength is mine is my daughter’s.” 

“You're very good. But, altogether, you 
must be aware, Nest will never be the same as 
she was.” 

“ And you've not yet sworn in the face of God 
to take her for better, for worse; and, as she 
is worse’’—she looked in his face, caught her 
breath, and went on—“ as she is worse, why, 
you cast her off, not being church-tied to her. 
Though her body may be crippled, her poor 
heart is the same—alas !—and full of love for 
you. Edward, you don’t mean to break it off 
because of our sorrows. You're only trying me, 
| know,” said she, as if begging him to assure 
her that her fears were false. ‘“ But, you see, 
I’m a foolish woman—a poor foolish woman— 
and ready to take fright at a few words.” She 
smiled up in his face; but it was a forced, doubt- 
ing smile, and his face still retained its sullen, 
dogged aspect. 

“Nay, Mrs. Gwynn,” said he, “you spoke 
trath at first. Your own good sense told you 
Nest would never be fit to be any man’s wife— 
unless, indeed, she could catch Mr. Griffiths of 
Tynwntyrybwlch; he might keep her a carriage, 
may be.” Edward really did not mean to be 
unfeeling; but he was obtuse, and wished to 
carry off his embarrassment by a kind of friend- 
ly joke, which he had no idea would sting the 
poor mother as it did. He was startled at her 
manner. 

“Put it in words like a man. Whatever you 
mean by my child, say it for yourself, and don’t 
speak as if my good sense had told me any thing. 
I stand here, doubting my own thoughts, cursing 
my own fears. Don’t be a coward. I ask you 
whether you and Nest are troth-plight ?” 

“T am not a coward. Since you ask me, I 
answer, Nest and I were troth-plight; but we 
are not. I can not—no one would expect me 
towed a cripple. It’s your own doing I’ve told 


will God and His angels watch over my Nest, 
and avenge her cruel wrongs.’ She turned 
away, weeping, and wringing her hands. 

Edward went in-doors; he had no more de- 
sire to recken his stores; he sat by the fire, 
looking gloomily at the red ashes. He might 
have been there half an hour or more, when 
some one knocked at the door. He would not 
speak. He wanted no one’s company. Another 
knock, sharp and loud. He did not speak. Then 
the visitor opened the door ; and, to his surprise— 
almost to his affright—Eleanor Gwynn came in. 

“I knew you were here. I knew you could 
not go out into the clear, holy night, as if nothing 
had happened. Oh! didI curse you? If I did, 
I beg you to forgive me; and I will try and ask 
the Almighty to bless you, if you will but have 
a little merey—a very little. It will kill my 
Nest if she knows the truth now—she is so very 
weak. Why, she can not feed herself, she is so 
low and feeble. You would not wish to kill 
her, I think, Edward!’ She looked at him as 
if expecting an answer; but he did not speak. 
She went down on her knees on the flags by 
him. 

“You will give me a little time, Edward, to 
get her strong, won’t you, now? I ask it on 
my bended knees! Perhaps, if I promise never 
to curse you again, you will come sometimes to 
see her, till she is well enough to know how all 
is over, and her heart’s hopes crushed. Only 
say you'll come for a month, or so, as if you still 
loved her—the poor cripple-—forlorn of the world. 
I'll get her strong, and not tax you long.” Her 
tears fell too fast for her.to go on. 

“ Get up, Mrs. Gwynn,” Edward said. “Don’t 
kneel to me. I have no objection to come and 
see Nest, now and then, so that all is clear be- 
tween you and me. Poor thing! I’m sorry, as 
it happens, she’s so taken up with the thought 
of me.” 

“Tt was likely, was not it? and you to have 
been her husband before this time, if—Oh, mis- 
serable me! to let my child go and dim her 
bright life! . But you'll forgive me, and come 
sometimes, just for a little quarter of an hour, 
onee or twice a week. Perhaps she'll be asleep 
sometimes when you call, and then, you know, 
you need not come in. If she were not so ill, 
I'd never ask you.” 

So low and humble was the poor widow 
brought, through her exceeding love for her 


you now; I had made up my mind, but I should | daughter 


have waited a bit before telling you.” 

“Very well,” said she, and she turned to go 
away; but her wrath bust the flood-gates, and 
swept away discretion and forethought. She 
moved and stood in the gateway. Her lips 
parted, but no sound came; with an hysterical 
motion she threw her arms suddenly up to 
heaven, as if bringing down lightning toward 
the gray old house to which she pointed as they 
fell, and then she spoke : 

“The widow’s child is unfriended. As surely 
as the Saviour brought the son of a widow from 
death to life, for her tears and cries, so surely 


—_ 
CHAPTER IIL 

Nest revived during the warm summer 
weather. Edward came to see her, and staid 
the allotted quarter of an hour; but he dared 
not look her in the face. She was indeed a 
cripple: one leg was much shorter than the 
other, and she halted on a crutch. Her face, 
formerly so brilliant in color, was wan and pale 
with suffering: the bright roses were gone, 
never to return. Her large eyes were sunk deep 
down in their hollow, cavernous sockets; but 





the light was in them still, when Edward came 
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Her nile dreaded her returning strength—| methait s arms; and, for a moment, she made as 
dreaded, yet desired it; for the heavy burden if she would have taken it; but then, she turned 
of her secret was most oppressive at times, and | away, and hid her face behind her apron, and 
she thought Edward was beginning to weary | murmured, ‘‘I shall never have a child to lie in 
of his enforced attentions. One October even- | my breast, and call me mother!” In a minute 
ing she told her the truth. She even compelled | she arose, with compressed and tightened lips, 
her rebellious heart to take the cold, reasoning | and went about her household works, without 
side of the question; and she told her child| her noticing the cooing baby again, till Mrs 
that her disabled frame was a disqualification | Gwynn, heart-sick at the failure of her little 
for ever becoming a farmer’s wife. She spoke | plan, took it back to its parents. 
hardly, because her inner agony and sympathy | One day the news ran through Pen-Morfa 
was such, she dared not trust herself to express | | that Edward Wilkams was about to be married. 
the feelings that were rending her. But Nest | Eleanor had long expected this intelligence. It 
turned away from cold reason; she revolted | came upon her like no new thing; but it was 
from her mother; she revolted from the world. | the filling-up of her cup of woe. She could not 
She bound her sorrow tight up in her breast, to | | tell Nest. She sat; wlistlessly in the house, and 
corrode and fester there. * dreaded that each neighbor who came in would 
Night after night, her mother heard her cries | speak about the village news. At last, some one 
and moans—more ‘pitiful, by far, than those | did. Nest looked round from her employment, 
wrung from her by bodily pain a year before ; | and talked of the event with a kind of cheerful 
and, night after night, if her mother spoke to | curiosity as to the particulars, which made her 
soothe, she proudly denied the existence of any | informant go away, and tell others that Nest 
pain but what was physical, and consequent | had quite left off caring for Edward Williams, 
upon her accident. But when the door was shut, and Eleanor and 
“Tf she would but open her sore heart to me | she were left alone, Nest came and stood before 
—to me, her mother,” Eleanor wailed forth in | her weeping mother like a stern accuser. 
prayer to God, “I would be content. Once it} “ Mother, why did not you let me die? W hy 
was enough to have my Nest all my own. Then | did you keep me alive for this?” Eleanor could 
came love, and I knew it would never be as be- | not speak, but she put her arms out toward her 
fore ; and then I thought the grief I felt, when | girl. Nest turned away, and Eleanor cried 
Edward spoke to me, was as sharp a sorrow as/| aloud in her soreness of spirit. Nest came 
could be; but this present grief, Oh Lord, my | again. 
God, is worst of all; and Thou only, Thou} “ Mother, I was wrong. You did your best. 
canst help !”” I don’t know how it is I am so hard and cold. 
When Nest grew as strong as she was ever I wish I had died when I was a girl, and had a 
likely to be on earth, she was anxious to have | feeling heart.” 
as much labor as she could bear. She would| “ Don’t speak so, my child. God has afflicted 
not allow her mother to spare her any thing. | | you sore, and your hardness of heart is but for 
Hard work—bodily fatigue—she seemed to! atime. Wait alittle. Don’t reproach yourself, 
crave. She was glad when she was stunned | my poor Nest. I understand your ways. I don’t 
by exhaustion into a dull insensibility of feeling. | mind them, love. The feeling heart will come 
She was almost fierce when her mother, in those | | back to you in time. Any ways, don’t think 
first months of convalescence, performed the | you're grieving me, because, love, that may 
household tasks which had formerly been hers ; | sting you when I’m gone; and I’m not grieved, 
but she shrank from going out of doors. Her/| my darling. Most times we’re very cheerful, | 
mother thought that she was unwilling to ex- | think.” 
pose her changed appearance to the neighbors’! After this, mother and child were drawn more 
remarks; but Nest was not afraid of that: she | together. But Eleanor had received her death 
was afraid of their pity, as being one deserted | from these sorrowful, hurrying events. She did 
and cast off. If Eleanor gave way before her | not conceal the truth from herself; nor did she 
daughter’s imperiousness, and sat by while Nest | pray to live, as some months ago she had done, 
“tore” about her work with the vehemence of | for her child’s sake; she had found ont that she 
a bitter heart, Eleanor could have cried, but she | had no power to console the poor wounded heart. 
durst not; tears, or any mark of commiseration, | It seemed to her as if her prayers had been of 
irritated the crippled girl so much, she even! no avail; and then she blamed herself for this 
drew away from caresses. Every thing was to | bps ae 
go on as it had been before she had known Ed-| There are many Methodist preachers in this 
ward; and so it did, outwardly; but they trod part of Wales. There was a certain old man, 
carefully, as if the ground on which they moved | named David Hughes, who was held in peculiar 
was hollow—deceptive. There was no more | reverence because he had known the great John 
careless ease; every word was guarded, and| Wesley. He had been captain of a Caernarvon 
every action planned. It was a dreary life to | slate-vessel; he had traded in the Mediterranean, 
both. Once, Eleanor brought in a little baby, | and had seen strange sights. In those early 
a neighbor’s child, to try and tempt Nest out of | days (to use his own expression) he had lived 
herself, by her old love of children. Nest's pale | without God in the world ; but he went to mock 
face flushed as she saw the innocent child in her | John Wesley, and was converted by the white- 


| 
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baired patriereh, and remained to pray. After-| was an old Welsh custom; but when David 
ward he became one of the earnest, self-denying, | Hughes came in, the sight carried him back to 
mach-abused band of itinerant preachers, who | the time when he had seen the chapels in some 


went forth under Wesley’s direction to spread 
abroad a more earnest and practical spirit of 
religion. His rambles and travels were of use 
to him. They extended his knowledge of the 
circumstances in which men are sometimes 
placed, and enlarged his sympathy with the 
tried and tempted. His sympathy, combined 


with the thoughtful experience of four-seore 
years, made him cognizant of many of the strange | 


secrets of humanity ; and when younger preach- 
ers upbraided the hard hearts they met with, and 
despaired of the sinners, he “ suffered long and 
was kind.” 

When Eleanor Gwynn lay low on her death- 
bed, David Hughes came to Pen-Morfa. He 
knew her history, and sought her out. To him 
she imparted the feelings I have described. 

“T have lost my faith, David. The tempter 
has come, and I have yielded. I doubt if my 
prayers have been heard. Day and night have 
I prayed that I might comfort my child in her 
great sorrow; but God has not heard me. She 
has turned away from me, and refused my poor 
love. I wish to die now; but I have lost my 
faith, and have no more pleasure in the thought 
of going to God. What must I do, David?” 

She hung upon his answer; and it was long 
in coming. 

“T am weary of earth,” said she, mournfully, 
“and can I find rest in death even, leaving my 
child desolate and broken-hearted ?” 

“Eleanor,” said David, “where you go, all 


| old Catholic cathedral. 
dead with dry, hot eyes. 

“She is dead,’ said David, solemnly, “she 
| died in Christ. Let us bless God, my child. 
| He giveth and He taketh away !” 

“She is dead,” said Nest, “my mother is 
dead. No one loves me now.” 

She spoke as if she were thinking aloud, for 
she did not look at David, or ask him to be 
seated. 

“ No one loves you now? No human creat- 
ure, you mean. You are not yet fit to be spoken 
to concerning God’s infinite love. I, like you, 
will speak of love for human creatures. I tell 
you, if no one loves you, it is time for you to 
begin to love.”” He spoke almost severely (if 
David Hughes ever did) ; for, to tell the truth, 
he was repelled by her hard rejection of her 
mother’s tenderness, about which the neighbors 
had told him. 

“ Begin to love !’’ said she, her eyes flashing. 
“Have I not loved? Old man, you are dim 
and worn-out. You do not remember what love 
is.” She spoke with a scornful kind of pitying 
endurance. “‘I will tell you how I have loved, 
by telling you the change it has wrought in me. 
I was once the beautiful Nest Gwynn; I am 
now a cripple, a poor, wan-faced cripple, old 
before my time. That is a change; at least 
people think so.” She paused, and then spoke 
lower. “I tell you, David Hughes, that out- 
ward change is as nothing compared to the 


Nest sat gazing on the 





things will be made clear; and you will learn | change in my nature caused by the love I have 
to thank God for the end of what now seems | felt—and have had rejected. 1 was gentle once, 
grievous and heavy to be borne. Do you think | and if you spoke a tender word, my heart came 
your agony has been greater than the awful | toward you as natural as a little child goes to 
agony in the Garden—or your prayers more | its mammy. I never spoke roughly, even to 
earnest than that which He prayed in that hour | the dumb creatures, for I bad a kind feeling for 


when the great drops of blood ran down his face 
like sweat? We know that God heard Him, 
although no answer came to Him through the 
dread silence of that night. God’s times are 
not our times. I have lived eighty-and-one 
years, and never yet have I known an earnest 
prayer fall to the ground unheeded. In an un- 
known way, and when no one looked for it, may 
be, the answer came; a fuller, more satisfying 
answer than heart could conceive of, although 
it might be different to what was expected. 
Sister, you are going where in His light you 
will see light ; you will learn there that in very 
faithfulness He has afflicted you !” 

“Go on—you strengthen me,” said she. 

After David Hughes left that day, Eleanor 
was calm as one already dead, and past mortal 
strife. Nest was awed by the change. No 
more passionate weeping—no more sorrow in 
the voice; though it was low and weak, it 
sounded with a sweet composure. Her last 
look was a smile; her last word a blessing. 

Nest, tearless, streeked the poor worn body. 
She laid a plate with salt upon it on the breast, 
and lig’ candles for the head and feet. It 


jall. Of late (since I loved, old man), I have 
| been cruel in my thoughts to everyone. I have 
| turned away from tenderness with bitter indif- 
| ference. Listen!” she spoke in % hoarse whis- 
jper. “I will own it. I have spoken hardly to 
| her,” pointing toward the corpse. ‘‘ Her who 
| was ever patient, and full of love for me. She 
| dia not know,” she muttered, “she is gone to 

the grave without knowing how I loved her—l 
had such strange, mad, stubborn pride in me.” 

“Come back, mother! Come back,” said 
| She, erying wildly to the still, solemn corpse ; 
“come back as a spirit or a ghost—only come 
back, that I may tell you how I have loved 

ou.” 
But the dead never come back. 

The passionate adjuration ended in tears— 
the first she had shed. When they ceased, or 
were absorbed into long quivering sobs, David 
| knelt down. Nest did not kneel, but bowed her 
| head. He prayed, while his own tears fell fast. 
He rose up. They were both calm. 

“Nest,” said he, “your love has been the 
love of youth ; passionate, wild, natural to youth. 
Henceforward you must love like Christ; with- 
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out thought of self, or wish for return. You ' her mother used to feed and comfort the poor 
must take the sick and the weary to your heart | idiot, and made her some gruel, and wrapped 
and love them. That love will lift you up above | her up by the fire. And in the morning when 
the storms of the world into God’s own peace. | John Griffiths came in search of Mary, he found 
The very vehemence of your nature proves that | her with Nest, and Mary wailed so piteously at 
you are capable of this. I donot pity you. You | the sight of him, that Nest went to the parish 
do not require pity. You are powerful enough officers and offered to take her to board with 
to trample down your own sorrows into a bless-| her for the same money they gave to him. 
ing for others; and to others you will be a bless- | John says be was right glad to be off his bar. 
ing; I see it before you; I see in it the answer | gain.” 
to your mother’s prayer.” David Hughes knew there was a kind of re. 
The old man’s dim eyes glittered as if they | morse which sought relief in the performance 
saw a vision; the fire-light sprang up and | of the most difficult and repugnant tasks. He 
glinted on his long white hair. Nest was awed thought he could understand how, in her bitter 
as if she saw a prophet, and a prophet he was | repentance for her conduct toward her mother, 
to her. | Nest had taken in the first helpless creature that 
When next David Hughes came to Pen-Morfa, came seeking shelter in her name. It was not 
he asked about Nest Gwynn, with a hovering what he would have chosen, but he knew it was 
doubt as to the answer. The inn-folk told him | God that had sent the poor wandering idiot there. 
she was living still in the cottage, which was| He went to see Nest the next morning. As 
now her own. he drew near the cottage—it was summer time, 
“But would you believe it, David,” said Mrs. | and the doors and windows were all open—he 
Thomas, “she has gone and taken Mary Will-| heard an angry, passionate kind of sound that 
iams to live with her? You remember Mary | was searcely human. 
Williams, I’m sure.” 
No! David Hughes remembered no Mary | 
Williams at Pen-Morfa. 
“You must have seen her, for I know you’ve 
called at Thomas Griffiths’s where the parish 
boarded her?” 


That sound prevented 
his approach from being heard; and standing 
at the threshold, he saw poor Mary Williams 
pacing backward and forward in some wild 
mood. Nest, cripple as she was, was walking 
with her, speaking low, soothing words, till the 
pace was slackened, and time and breathing 


“You don’t mean the half-witted woman— | was given to put her arm around the crazy 
the poor crazy creature |” 
} 


woman’s neck, and soothe her by this tender 
caress into the quiet luxury of tears; tears 
Then David 


“But I do!” said Mrs. Thomas. 

“I have seen her sure enough, but I never | 
thought of learning her name. And Nest} Hughes came in. His first words, as he took 
Gwynn has taken her to live with her.” off his hat, standing on the lintel, were—“ The 

“Yes! I thonght I should surprise you. She | peace of God be upon this house.”’ Neither he 
might have had many a decent girl for com-| nor Nest recurred to the past ; though solemn 
panion. My own niece, her that is an orphan, | recollections filled their minds. Before he 
would have gone and been thankful. Besides, | Went, all three knelt and prayed; for, as Nest 
Mary Williams is a regular savage at times; | told him, some mysterious influence of peace 
John Griffiths says there were days when he | came over the poor half-wit’s mind when she 
used to beat her till she howled again, and yet | heard the holy words of prayer ; and often when 


| which give the hot brain relief. 


she would not ? as he told her. Nay, once, he 
says, if he had not seen her eyes glafe like a 
wild beast, from under the shadow of the table 
where she had taken shelter, and got pretty 
quickly out of her way, she would have flown 


upon him and throttled him. He gave Nest fair 


warning of what she must expect, and he thinks 
some day she will be found murdered.” 
David Hughes thought awhile. ‘“ How came 
Nest to take her to live with her?” asked he. 
“Well! Folk say John Griffiths did not give 
her enough to eat. Half-wits, they tell me, 


take more to feed them than others, and Elean- 


or Gwynn had given her oat-cake and porridge 
a time or two, and most likely spoken kindly to 


she felt a paroxysm coming on, she would kneel 
and repeat a homily rapidly over, as if it were 
a charm to svare away the Demon in posses- 
sion; sometimes, indeed, the control over her- 
self requisite for this effort was enough to dispel 
the fluttering burst. When David rose up to 
go, he drew Nest to the door. 

“ You are not afraid, my child?” asked ke. 

“No,” she replied. “ She is often very good 
and quiet. When she is not, I can bear it.” 

“] shall see your face on earth no more ;” 
said he. ‘‘God bless you!” He went on his 
way. Not many weeks after, David Hughes 
was borne to his grave. 

The doors of Nest’s heart were opened— 





her (you know Eleanor spoke kind to all), so| opened wide by the love she grew to feel for 
some months ago, when John Griffiths had been crazy Mary, so helpless, so friendless, so de- 
beating her, and keeping her without food to pendent upon her. Mary loved her back again, 
try and tame her, she ran away and came to as a dumb animal loves its blind master. It 
Nest’s cottage in the dead of night, all shivering was happiness enough to be near her. In gen- 
and starved, for she did not know Eleanor was , eral she was cnly too glad to do what she was 
dead, and thought to meet with kindness from | bidden by Nest. But there were times when 
her, I’ve no doubt; and Nest remembered how | Mary was overpowered by the glooms and fan 
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cies of her poor disordered brain. Fearful 
times! No one knew how fearful. On those 
days, Nest warned the little children who loved 
to come play around her, that they must 
not visit the house. The signal was a piece of 
white linen hung out of a side window. On 
those days the sorrowful and sick waited in vain 
for the sound of Nest’s lame approach. But 
what she had to endure was only known to 
God, for she never complained. If she had 
given up the charge of Mary, or if the neighbors 
had risen, out of love and care for her life, to 
compel such a step, she knew not what hard 
curses and blows—what starvation and misery, 
would await the poor creature. 

She told of Mary’s docility, and her affection, 
and her innocent little sayings; but she never 
told the details of the occasional days of wild 
disorder, and driving insanity. 

Nest grew old before her time, in conse- 
quence of her accident. She knew that she 
was as old at fifty as many are at seventy. 
She knew it partly by the vividness with which 
the remembrance of the days of her youth came 
back to her mind, while the events of yesterday 
were dim and forgotten. She dreamt of her 
girlhood and youth. In sleep she was once 
more the beautiful Nest Gwynn, the admired 
of all beholders, the light-hearted girl, beloved 
by her mother. Little circumstances connected 
with those early days, forgotten since the very 
time when they occurred, came back to her 
mind in her waking hours. She had a scar on 
the palm of her left hand, occasioned by the fall 
of a branch of a tree, when she was a child; it 
had not pained her since the first two days after 
the accident; but now it began to hurt her 
slightly ; and clear in her ears was the crack- 
ling sound of the treacherous, rending wood ; 
distinct before her rose the presence of her 
mother tenderly binding up the wound. With 
these remembrances came a longing desire to 
see the beautiful fatal well, once more before 
her death. She had never gone so far since 
the day when, by her fall there, she lost love, 
and hope, and her bright, glad youth. She 
yearned to look upon its waters once again. 
This desire waxed as her life waxed. She told 
it to poor crazy Mary. 

“ Mary!’ said she, “I want to go to the 
Rock Well. If vou will help me, I can manage 
it. There used to be many a stone in the Dol 


Mawr on which I could sit and rest. We will! 


go to-morrow morning before folks are astir.”’ 

Mary answered briskly, “Up, up! To the 
Rock Well! Mary will go. Mary will go.” 
All day long she kept muttering to herself, 
“ Mary will go.” 

Nest had the happiest dream that night. 
Her mother stood beside her—not in the flesh, 
bat in the bright glory of a blessed spirit. And 
Nest was no longer young—neither was she 
old—‘“‘they reckon not by days, nor years 
where she was gone to dwell ;’’ and her mother 
stretched out her arms to her with a calm, glad 
look of welcome. Shé awoke; the woodlark 





was singing in the near eopse—the little birds 
were astir, and rustling in their leafy nests. 
Nest arose, and called Mary. The two set out 
through the quiet lane. They went along 
slowly and silently. With many a pause they 
erossed the broad Dol Mawr; and carefully 
descended the sloping stc1es, on which no trace 
remained of the hundreds of feet that had passed 
over them since Nest was last there. The 
clear water sparkled and quivered in the early 
sun-light, the shadows of the birch-leaves were 
stirred on the ground; the ferns—Nest could 
have believed that they were the very same 
ferns which she had seen thirty years before, 
hung wet and dripping where the water over- 
| flowed—a thrush chanted matins from a holly 
bush near—and the running stream made a 
low, soft, sweet accompaniment. All was the 
same; Nature was as fresh and young as ever. 
It might have been yesterday that Edward 
Williams had overtaken her, and told her his 
love—the thought of his words—his handsome 
looks—(he was a gray, hard-featured man by 
this time), and then she recalled the fatal wintry 
morning when joy and youth had fled; and as 
she remembered that faintness of pain, a new, 
a real faintness—no echo of the memory—came 
over her. She leant her back against a rock, 
without a moan or sigh, and died! She found 
immortality by the well side, instead of her 
fragile, perishing youth. She was so calm and 
placid that Mary (who had been dipping her 
fingers in the well, to see the waters drop off 
in the gleaming sun-light), thought she was 
asleep, and for some time continued her amuse- 
ment in silence. At last she turned, and said, 

“Mary is tired. Mary wants to go home.’’ 
Nest did not speak, though the idiot repeated 
her plaintive words. She stood and -looked till 
a strange terror came over her—a terror too 
mysterious to be borne. 

“Mistress, wake! Mistress, wake!” she 
said, wildly, shaking the form. 

But Nest did not awake. And the first per- 
son who came to the well that morning found 
crazy Mary sitting, awe-struck, by the poor 
dead Nest. They had to get the poor creature 
away by force, before they could remove the 
bod 


'y- 

Mary is in Tré-Madoe workhouse ; they treat 
her pretty kindly, and in general she is good 
and tractable. Occasionally the old paroxysms 
come on; and for a time she is unmanageable. 
But some one thought of speaking to her about 
Nest. She stood arrested at the name; and 
since then, it is astonishing to see what efforts 
she makes to curb her insanity; and when the 
dread time is past, she creeps up to the matron, 
and says, “ Mary has tried to be good. Will 
God let her go to Nest now ?” 


THE YOUNG MAN’S COUNSELOR. 
GENERAL ConpDvUCT. 

OVE with the multitude in the common 

walks of life, and you will be unnoticed in 

| the throng; but break from them, pursue a dif- 
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ferent path, and every eye, perhaps with re-| to true honor but he who can say with moral 
praach, will be turned toward you. What is | elevation, when truth demands the acknowledg. 
the rule to be observed in general conduct? | ment, I have done wrong. 
Conform to every i: xocent custom as our social| The events of life are not fortunate or calam. 
nature requires, but refuse compliance with | itous somuch in themselves, as they are in their 
whatever is inconsistent with propriety, decen- | effect on our feelings. An event which is met 
cy, and the moral duties; and dare to be singu- | by one with equanimity or indifference, will fret 
lar in honor and virtue. another with vexation, or overwhelm him with 
In conversation, truth does not require you to} sorrow. Misfortunes encountered with a com. 
utter all your thoughts, yet it forbids you to! posed and firm resolution, almost cease to be 
speak in opposition to them. To open the mind | evils; it is, therefore, less our wisdom to en. 
to unreserved communication, is imbecility ; to | deavor to control external events, than to regu. 
cover it with a vail, to dissever its internal work- | late the habitual temper of our minds to endur- 
ings from its external manifestations, is dissimu- | ance and resignation. 
lation and falsehood. The concordance of the The emotions of the mind are displayed in the 
thoughts, words, and deeds, is the essence of | movements of the body, the expression of the 


truth, and the ornament of character. 

A man who has an opportunity to ruin a 
rival, with whom he is at enmity, without pub- 
lic dishonor, and yet generously forbears, nay, 
converts the opportunity into a disinterested 
benefit, evinces a noble instance of virtuous 
magnanimity. He conquers his own enmity, 
the most glorious of all conquests, and over- 
comes the enmity of a rival by the most heroic 
and praiseworthy mode of retaliaiion. 

As to an evil report of a neighbor, the opinion 
of the frivolous is lightly regarded, the calumny 
of the known slanderer is discredited by all who 
venerate truth, and the character of the known 
liar is a sufficient antidote to falsehood. A re- 
spectable man, in his good name, offers a guar- 
antee for his veracity ; and, impressed with the 
benevolent affections and the love of justice, he | 
is serupulous to believe an evil report, and still 
nore so to repeat it. 

Asa rill from a fountain increases as it flows, 
rises into a stream, swells into a river, so sym- 
bolically are the origin and course of a good 
name. At first, its beginning is small : it takes | 
its rise from. home, its natural source, extends 
to the neighborhood, stretches through the com- 
munity, and finally takes a range proportioned | 
to the qualities by which it is supported—its | 
talents, virtue, and usefulness, the surest basis | 
of an honorable reputation. 

The relatives and kindred of a young man, by 
@ natural process, communicate his amiable and 
opening character to a wider circle than that of 
home. His associates and friends extend the 
circle, and thus it widens till its cireumference 
embraces a portion more or less of society, and 
his character places him in the class of respect- 
able men. With good principles and conduct, 
neither envy nor malice can intercept the result 
of this ‘progressive series; without good princi- 
ples and conduct, no art or dissimulation can 
realize the noblest aim of a social being—a well- 
founded reputation. 

A person commits an error, and he has suffi- 
cient address to conceal it, or sufficient ingenu- 
ity to palliate it, but he does neither ; instead of 
availing himself of concealment and palliation, 
with the candor of a great mind, he confesses his 
error, and makes all the apology or atonement 
which the occasion requires. None has a title 








features and the tones of the voice. It is more 
| difficult to disguise the tones of the voice, than 
| any other external manifestation of internal feel- 
ing. Thechanging accents of the voice of those 

with whom we have long lived in intimate inter- 
| course, in the communication of sentiment, are 

less equivocal and more impressive than even 
| language itself. 

The vocal sounds of speech, expressive of 
thought and feeling, are too much neglected by 
us in our individual and personal education. 
Could we analyze the opinion which we form 
of people on a first acquaintance, we should 
certainly~find that it is greatly influenced by 
the tones of the voice. Study, then, agreeable 
sounds of speech, but seek not rules to guide 
you from etiquette—from artificial politeness ; 
descend into the heart, there cherish the kind 
and moral sympathies, and speech will be mod- 
ulated by the sincere and endearing tone of be- 
nevolence. 

With your commiseration for distress, join 
firmness of mind. Interest yourself in general 
happiness, feel for all that is human, but suffer 
not your peace to be disturbed by what is be- 
yond the sphere of your influence, and beyond 
your power to remedy. 

A medical man has all the humane feelings, 
but they are merged into the art of healing. 
When he sees a patient suffering, he feels no 
perturbation ; he feels only the desire, by means 
of his art, to relieve the sufferer: thus should 
all our humane and social sympathies be regu- 
lated, divested of their morbid sensibility, and 
reduced to active and practical principles. 

Some, when they move from the common 
routine of life, and especially on any emergency, 
are embarrassed, perplexed, and know not how 
to resolve with decision, and act with prompti- 
tude. Presence of mind is a valuable quality, 
and essential to active life; it is the effect of 
habit, and the formation of habit is facilitated 
by rule. 

Command your feelings, fir strong feelings 
disconcert the mind, and produce confusion of 
ideas. On every occasion that requires atten- 
tion, learn to concentrate your thoughts with 
quickness and comprehension. These two rules 
reduced into habits, if steadily practiced, will in- 
duce decision of resolve and promptitude of action. 
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Precipitation spoils the best concerted plan ; 
perseverance brings the most difficult, when it 
is practicable, to a successful result. The flut- 
ter of haste is characteristie of a weak mind 
that has not the command of its thoughts; a 
strong mind, master 6f itself, possesses the 
clearness and prescience of reflection. 

In learning, concentrate the energy of the 
mind principally on one study. The attention 
divided among many studies, is weakened by 
the division ; besides, it is not granted to an in- 
dividual to excel in many things. But, while 
one study claims your main attention, make oc- 
casional excursions into the fields of literature 
and science, and collect materials for the im- 
provement of your mind, and the advancement 
of your favorite pursuit. 

Excellence in a profession, and success in 
business, can be attained only by persevering 
industry. None who thinks himself above his 
vocation ean succeed in it, for we can not give 
our attention to what our self-importance de- 
spises. None can be eminent in his vocation 
who devotes his mental energy to a pursuit 
foreign to it, for, in such a case, success in what 
we love is failure in what we neglect. 

Among men, you must either speak what is 
agreeable to their humor, or what is consistent 
with trath and good morals. Make it a gen- 
eral rule of conduct neither to flatter virtue nor 
exasperate folly: by flattering virtue, you can 
not confirm it; by exasperating folly, you can 
not reform it. Submit, however, to no com- 
promise with truth, but, when it allows, ac- 
commodate yourself with honest courtesy to 
the prepossessions of others. 

In your whole behavior to mankind, conduct 
yourself with fairness and integrity. If an ac- 
tion is well received, you will have the credit it 
deserves; if it is not well received, you will 
have the approval of your own mind. The ap- 
proval of a good conscience is preferable to the 
applause of the world. 

Form no resolution, and engage in no under- 
taking, which you can not invoke Heaven to 
sanction. A good man prays the Almighty to 
be propitious to his virtuous plans: if his peti- 
tion is denied, he knows it is denied in mercy, 
and he is resigned ; if it is granted, he is grate- 
ful, and enjoys the blessings with moderation. 


A wicked man, in his iniquitous plans, either | 


fails or succeeds: if he fails, disappointment is 
embittered by self-reproach; if he succeeds, 
success is without pleasure, for, when he looks 
around, he sees no smile of congratulation. 








[From Fraser's Magazine. } 
TALLEYRAND.* 
% (aaaeeeee people,” said Napoleon, 
when speaking of Necker, “lose on a 
close view :”’ a remark not substantially different 
from that of the Duke of Marlborough, that “no 





* Revelations of the Life of Prince Talleyrand. Edited 
from the Papers of the late M. Colmache, Private Secre- 
tary to the Prince. Second Edition. One Volume. 
London, 1850. H. Colburn. 








man was a hero to his valet de chambre.” 
Proximity, like familiarity, “ breeds contempt ;”’ 
and the proper cure for the illusions of distance 
is nearness. Few objects in nature, whether 
living or dead, can stand the application of that 
test, which is as fatal to the pretensions of men 
as of mountains: while it is notorions that the 
judgments of history are seldom in accordance 
with the decisions of contemporaries or friends. 
Human greatness resembles physical magnitude 
in this, that its proportions are more or less 
affected by surrounding influences, which must 
be removed before its real dimensions can be 
ascertained. It is, in fact, one of the fluctuating 
quantities of social arithmetic, and to fix its 
precise amount is now, and ever has been, one 
of the most difficult enterprises in which a 
public writer can engage. It is apt. also, to be 
confounded with mere celebrity. Obscurity is 
not one of its accidents, but fame is; and there 
is something like an irresistible tendency on the 
part of mankind at large, to believe in the 
claims to distinction of the man who has been 
vulgatus per orbem. Humility does very well 
for poets—your Horaces and Grays, for instance 
—who can find Agamemnons and Hampdens on 
every village green, to whom the opportunity 
only of acquiring renown has been denied by 
envious fate; but the prose of life discards it as 
an unsuitable and troublesome adjunct, and re- 
fuses to extend its reverence to what is not ap- 
preciable. A famous man is, therefore, always 
presumed to be a great man, and he may be so 
in so far as popular reputation is concerned, 
though he need not be so otherwise. To which 
of these classes did Talleyrand belong? That 
he was celebrated is beyond doubt. Was he 
great? That is a different question, and could 
be answered satisfactorily only by a much more 
elaborate inquiry into his history than it is 
possible for us to institute. Forty years must 
elapse from his death, which took place in 
1838, before those memoirs, which he is known 
to have compiled, shall be given to to the world; 
and whoever tries will find it to be no easy task 
to anticipate those revelations which are reserved 
for the eyes and ears of the generation of 1878. 
Let us, then, be contented with a humbler effort, 
and endeavor to make the most of the materials 
which are accessible to us, scanty though they 
be. There are spurious lives of Talleyrand by 
the dozen. He repudiated these scandalous 
and gossiping chronicles in his life-time, and it 
is no part of our business to resuscitate them. 
M. Colmache’s volume is of another stamp, 
however, and bears unexceptionable internal 
evidence of the honesty of the writer, whether 
we agree in his conclusions or not. As secre- 
tary to the prince he had superior facilities for 
acquiring a knowledge of, at least, the domestic 
habits of the man, but beyond this he has ac- 
complished little; for though his work be well, 
and even powerfully written, and though it con- 
tain numerous fragments of strong dramatic 
interest which illustrate in a very remarkable 
manner Talleyrand’s moral idiosyncracy, as well 
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as the usages of the age and country in which 
he lived—it would be absurd to suppose that 
the most reserved man in Europe, who had 
drilled his passions into a state of repose, and 
disciplined his tongue into the obedient slave of 
his own secret purposes, had given his confidence 
to a servant, in the full knowledge that every 
word which he uttered, and every opinion which 
he expressed, would be noted down, and pub- 
lished to the world when the grave had closed 
upon his remains. A less astute person, oc- 
cupying the same conspicuous position in life, 
would have been guilty of no such folly as this: 
and though M. Colmache may have thought 
otherwise, he was obviously trusted with no 
more than it was perfectly safe fur his master’s 
posthumous reputation that he should be allowed 
to know. Moreover, we must remember, that 
though the French pride themselves on their 
skill in conversation—l art de causer, as they 
term it—it is a wholly different thing from 
what would pass by that name in Britain. Men 
do not meet together in France (or, rather, they 
did not, for it is impossible to tell what they do 
now, and it would be unprofitable to inquire), 
freely to exchange their thoughts upon questions 
of importance, to discuss philosophy, religion, 
literature, or even polities; but to chat, to trifle 
with time, and to dispel weariness. Every 
thing that is serious is interdicted as an offense 
against good taste; and a French talker would 
rather run the risk of being considered a fool 
than a bore. The tyranny of fashion has been 
always cheerfully submitted to on this point; 
and to be brilliant, startling, and epigrammatic, 
are the passports to conversational reputation : 
not to be weighty, solid, or wise. To judge by 
M. Colmache’s book, Talleyrand did not con- 
verse. It was no part of his social economy 
to intereommune with any one. His thoughts 
were his own, and he kept them to. himself: 
hence, after we have perused this book, abound- 
ing as it does in curious sketches and narratives, 
we know nothing more of Talleyrand’s senti- 
ments on men and things than we did before. 
There was, no doubt, the usual lingual inter- 
course among his guests at the Chateau Vallen- 
cay, but the great man took no part in it. His 
role was lofty, mysterious, and grand. When 
he spoke all were silent, all attentive, all ob- 
sequious; but there was no conversation, in our 
sense of the word, and no dialogue, for there 
were no interlocutors. It was a monologue, in 
fact, and an interesting one—for his memory 
was deeply impressed with the recollections of 
the past, and he delighted to call them up, and 
to astonish his auditors by the freshness and 
vigor of his coloring : but, so far as we can dis- 
cover, he never allowed himself to indulge in 
unnecessary commentaries or disclosures, and, 
with all his diligence, M. Colmache was un- 
able to extract out of the wily diplomatist a 
single idea which it was his desire to conceal. 
Let there be no mistake, then, about the char- 
acter of these Revelations. They are always 
amusing, sometimes highly interesting, and at 
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others instructive: but they farnish exceedingly 
little toward a life of Talleyrand; and what his 
own countrymen are unable to give, foreigners 
can not supply. In what follows, therefore, we 
must be both abrupt and irregular. 

Charles Maurice Talleyrand-Périgord, eldest 
son of the Comte de Talleyrand-Périgord, was 
born at Paris in the year 1754; and died in 
that city in the year 1838, at the advanced age 
of eighty-four. His father was by position a 
member of the ancient noblesse, and by pro- 
fession, a soldier: his mother a woman of fash- 
ion, and attached to the court. According to 
M. Colmache, he came into the world “ with. 
out spot or blemish,” and we are led to infer 
that his lameness—the cause of so much suffer. 
ing and injustice to him in after-life—was not 
congenital, as has been generally believed, but 
the result of want of care in his childhood ; for, 
as it was not the custom in those days for 
women of rank to nurse their own offspring, or 
even to rear them in their own houses, the fu- 
ture diplomatist was removed to a distant part 
of the country a few days after his birth, and 
consigned to the care of a hired nurse, Mére 
Rigaut, in whose cottage, wild, neglected, and 
forgotten, he dwelt for twelve years. He was 
at length recalled from his involuntary exile by 
the Bailli Talleyrand,. his uncle—the youngest 
brother of his father, a naval officer, and a knight 
of Malta; who, with the warmth of feeling pro- 
per to men of his profession, was enraged, upon 
his return home, to find the poor boy condemned 
to banishment and obscurity, and determined to 
free him from both. He accordingly brought 
him to Paris, but was sadly mortified to find 
that his intention of making him a sailor was 
marred by his infirmity; and leaving him at the 
hétel Talleyrand in charge of the parties whom 
his mother had instructed to receive him—for 
she was not there to perform that maternal duty 
herself—the honest Bailli set out for Toulon, 
where he rejoined his ship, and was drowned at 
sea a few months afterward. Young Talley- 
rand was now placed at the College of Louis 
le Grand, and under the immediate direction of 
the Pére Langlois, Professor of Rhetoric in that 
institution; a kind and benevolent-minded man, 
as it would seem, to whom his pupil remained 
attached throughout his whole life, and who, 
unchanged and unchangeable, wore, in 1828, 
the academic costume which had prevailed be- 
fore the Revolution—a long-skirted, collarless 
black coat, buttoned to the chin; black knee 
breeches and silk stockings; large shoes with 
silver-plated buckles ; well powdered hair, with 
ailes de pigeon and a queue of portentous dimen- 
sions; and that indispensable companion of a 
savant crasseux of the middle of the eighteenth 
century, a huge flat snuff-box, which lay con- 
cealed in the deep recesses in his ample pockets. 
Talleyrand remained at this school for three 
years, and would appear to have made a re- 
spectable figure as a student, considering the 
disadvantages under which he labored from the 
want of preliminary training. It is probable 
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that a sense of this deficiency on the part of a| at Louis le Grand, having passed through his 
lively lad, joined to the stimulus of competition, | classes with great éclat, there came a tall, sal- 
quickened his diligence, and he was rewarded | low, black-robed priest, and took him away 
with praise and prizes. He was also addicted | from the midst of his friends to the grim old 
to active sports, for “he was strong and hardy | séminaire of St. Sulpice, and it was thre that 
in spite of his laméness ;’' and we are told that | he received the astounding intimation, from the 
his temper was mild and tractable at this period, | lips of the superior himself, that, by the decision 
and that, when attacked, his defensive weapon of a conseil de famille, from which there was no 
was his tongue, not his hands—so true is it, | appeal, his birthright had been taken from him, 
that “the boy is father to the man.”’ His sharp, | and transferred to his younger brother. 
quick speech, we are assured, was the terror of | *** Why so?’ faltered the boy, unable to con- 
his comrades—i. e. when a bolder youth would | ceal his emotion. 
have boxed his antagonist’s ears, Talleyrand| ‘‘‘ He is not cripple,’ was the stern and cruel 
scolded, and doubtlessly provoked him ; but as | answer. 
there must be a philosophical reason for what- “Tt must have been that hour—nay, that very 
ever concerns the nonage of a celebrated person, | instant—the echo of those heartless words, whieh 
it is added, that “even then (between twelve | made the Prince de Talieyrand what he is even 
and fifteen, observe) he had learned that the art | to this very day. Who shall tell the bitter throes 
of governing others consisted merely in self- | of that bold, strong-hearted youth, as he heard 
command.’ During his residence at college | the unjust sentence? Was it defiance and de- 
he saw nothing of his father, and little of his spair, the gift of hell, or resignation, the blessed 
mother; and when the latter did visit him, she | boon of heaven, which caused him to suffer the 
was always attended by an eminent surgeon, | coarse black robe to be thrown at ence above 
whose duty it was to torture the unfortunate | his college uniform, without a cry, without a 
boy’s leg, and to try, by bandages, canteries, murmur? None will ever be able to divine 
and other appliances, to make that long and | what his feelings were, for this one incident is 
stra‘ght which neglect had made short and| always passed over by the prince. He never 
crooked. These visits of madame mére were refers to it, even when in familiar conversation 
anticipated with horror, and ever afterward | with his most loved intimates. It is certain, 
spoken of with disgust; nor could they have | therefore, that the single hour of which I speak 
increased that love for the author of his being | bore with it a whole life of bitterness and agony 
which is so natural to youth, and which an in- | (P. 106, 107.)” 
cident that occurred about this time would seem Let us pause for a moment to consider the 
probable effects of such nurture and treatment 
| on a nature like Talleyrand’s. He was fifteen 
| years of age; imperfectly edueated for his sta- 
ceived in battle. This event must have hap-| tion in life; lame, from the neglect of the 
pened when his son had attained to the fifteenth | guardians of his infancy; disinherited by those 
year of his age, and, consequently, in the year | who should have watched with the most jealous 
1769. By the laws of nature and of feudal | care over his interests; cruelly punished for a 
succession, that son was now the head of his | physical defect chargeable to the carelessness 
house, a peer of France, the inheritor of those | of others; a stranger to hope, love, and fear ; 
peculiar privileges which then belonged to his | the victim of a domestic conspiracy; and the 
order, the owner of large territorial possessions, | novitiate of a profession which he loathed, and to 
and the Comte Talleyrand-Périgord: of all| which, in his subsequent years, he did dishonor. 
which rights, immunities, titles, and dignities, | His father he had never known, his mother he 
he was arbitrarily deprived by the cruel decision | knew only as his tormentor and oppressor: no 
of a family council, of which his mother was the | tie seems. to have bound him to his brother, 
author and promoter, and his birthrights handed | and up to this hour he had never yet slept one 
over to his younger brother, who, in his infancy, | night under the paternal roof. These were no 
had been companion of his exile. Why this act | ordinary trials; and if the youth who was subject- 
of iniquity was committed, and how, we shall | ed to them became in after-life a cynic, is it to 
allow M. Colmache to tell : be wondered at? Indeed, a hasty view of this 





to have utterly extinguished. 
At the close of his third year at college, his 
father died from the effects of an old wound re~ 


“Tt was at this time that his father died, and 


Charles Maurice was now the Comte de Tal- 
leyrand, and head of that branch of the family 
to which he belonged. Meanwhile the younger 
son, Archambaut, had likewise returned from 
his nursing ; but he had the better chance—his 
limbs were sound and well developed, as God 
had made them. No dire accident, the conse- 
quence of foul neglect, had marred his shape, 
or tarnished his comeliness. So, one fine day, 
and as a natural consequence, mark you, of this 
fortunate circumstance, when Charles Maurice, 
the eldest son, had finished his course of study 


remarkable man’s character might lead to the 
conclusion of M. Colmache, that the untoward 
accidents of his infaney and boyhood afforded an 
explanation of all his adult peculiarities; but 
we can not allow ourselves to accept this in- 
ference, natural as it would seem to be, for it 

to us, upon a closer inspection, that 
though these incidents might deepen the force 
of his mental inequalities, they could not have 
created them, and that the difference between 
the Bishop of Autun and the ancient noble, had 
he succeeded to his inheritance, would have 
amounted to little more than the difference be- 
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tween a proscribed ecclesiastic and a proscribed 
aristocrat. No doubt, if the generous affections 
expand and blossom under genial culture, they 
as certainly contract and wither under neglect 
and harshness ; nor should we, in ordinary cases, 
have any hesitation in giving the benefit of this 
elementary rule to the subject of an ordinary 


HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 


threw his religion and his allegiance behind his 
back when they could no longer subserve his 
personal ends, and who was, moreover, with 
Mirabeau and Talleyrand, one of the most ac. 
tive promcters of the popular cause. This trio 
in conjunction with Condorcet, started, in 1739, 
the first democratical journal known in Paris. 


biography: but Talleyrand’s is not such. There | It was ealled the Fewille Villageoise, and was 
is no evidence in this book or elsewhere, for | designed for circulation among the rural popu. 


instance, that the sensitive part of his nature | lations of the provinces. 


| 


ingly difficult for us to comprehend how so/| take. 


was acute, or that he was easily moved by 
strong emotions of any kind; and it is exceed- 


It has been accused 
of having provoked many of the atrocities of the 
Revolution ; but this, it would seem, was a mis- 
It only fanned the flames after they had 


singular a moral and intellectual organization | broken out, but did not excite them : and it was 
as he unquestionably possessed could have been | remarkable for ‘‘ burning columns” from Mira- 
the result of any imaginable series of occur-| beau, the ex-noble; for “cold, bitter irony,” 
rences in early life, of whatever description they | from Cerutti, the ex-Jesuit ; and for recommend- 
might happen to be. The power of intense | ations of the “divisions of church property, 


concentration by which he was so remarkably | &c.” from Talleyrand, the. ex-bishop. 


Such 


distinguished was, assuredly, a gift from Nature | pastimes could have done no harm, according 
(whether good or bad we say not), and not a |to M. Colmache; and were obviously inade- 
cireumstantial accident ; and it is all but incred-| quate to the production of a revolution—and 


ible that a man of vivid sensibilities could have 
suceeeded by a mere effort of the will in sup- 
pressing every manifestation of their existence 
during a life prolonged far beyond the ordinary 
term, and in the midst of the most terrible con- 
vulsions that had agitated the world since the 
establishment of society in Western Europe. 
The cause appears to us to be unequal to the 
effect ; and we are obliged to conclude that the 
cold, sarcastic, and selfish man, who believed in 
nothing and nobody, and who rejected even the 
common impulses of humanity. was no casual 
product of events, but precisely what he had 
been designed to be from the cradle, and what 
he would have shown himself to have been— 
though, perhaps, in a different way—had he 
never known what paternal neglect and mater- 
nal cruelty were. 

We have no account in this volume of the 
progressive steps of his clerical education, be- 





yond the intimation that it was wearisome and | 


distasteful. Talleyrand disliked references to 
his ecclesiastical career. It had not been a 
respectable one; and if M. Colmache really 
got from him the stories which he tells in his 
book, we need not be surprised that there is 
nothing in them about either the Abbé or the 
Bishop. We know from other sources that, 
notwithstanding his constitutional timidity, he 
accepted the Revolution eagerly; and that he 
did his best, by precept and example, to con- 
summate the destruction of the old order of 
things. He was the bosom friend of Mirabeau, 
so far as his suspicious nature would allow him 
to be the bosom-friend of any one; and his ac- 
count (or what M. Colmache says was his) of 
the last days of that able, but profligate per- 
son’s troubled life is one of the most striking 
things in this volume. Another extmordinary 
being likewise appears here, of whom less is 
generally known than of the other two, viz., 
the Abbé Cerutti, an Italian Jesuit, who had 
been in the service of the Dauphin, the father 
of Louis XVI., and who, like so - others, 





sucha revolution! Let us acquit these patriots, 
then, of treason against society, and let us be- 
lieve that they were actuated by the purest 
motives, when they used every effort within 
their reach -to rouse to madness an ignorant 
and excitable multitude, and stimulated by every 
possible means, the cupidity of the poor by sug- 
gestions to plunder the rich and to despoil the 
Church. It may be difficult to do this, but 
there is no help for it; and with such unde- 
niable proofs of the wisdom, virtue, and moder- 
ation of this celebrated junta, as M. Colmache 
has been pleased to furnish, we may let the 
matter drop. 

Talleyrand was consumed by a burning hatred 
of England, even before the Revolution broke 
out, and, in conjunction with a friend, gave a 
practical illustration of his hostility by fitting 
out a privateer at Brest, which was designed 
to intercept British ships trading to the West 
Indies; and as we do not remember to have 
seen this strange incident in his life mentioned 
elsewhere, we shall give the short account of it 
which M. Colmache has furnished : 

“The sudden change from the frivolous pa- 
pillotage of the ancien régime to the sombre 
enthusiasm which broke out at the epoch of the 
American war, made but little impression on 
M. Talleyrand. He was evidently prepared ; 
and at once declared his opinion, not by pam- 
phlets or inflammatory speeches, but by an ar- 
gument far more forcible than either. Conjoint- 
ly with his friend, the Count Choiseul Gouffier, 
he equipped a privateer, which he called the 
Holy Cause, and which left the harbor of Brest 
in the month of May, 1779. The Due de Cas- 
tries, then Minister of Marine, furnished the 
guns. This single fact would almost serve to 
paint the time. A. vessel of war armed and 
equipped by the agent général du clergé de 
France, aided by a savant of the haute noblesse, 
and countenanced by one of the ministers, ex- 
hibits at once the utter confusion of ideas which 
must have existed just then. I have heard that 
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the privateer, which, placed under command of | him day and night; implored forgiveness, flung 
a ranaway scion of nobility, was to have carried | himself upon the neck of his meditated victim, 
death and destruction among the English mer- | and burst into tears. The paroxysm had pass- 
chant-ships trading from the West Indies, never | ed off, and vottering reason had resumed her 
more made its appearance on the French coast.| sway. Beaumetz was conveyed home and 
Be this as it may, I know that the prince does | placed under medical treatment, speedily re- 
not like to talk of this little episode in his life ; | covered, proceeded on his voyage alone, and was 
and the other day, when questioned rather close- | never more heard of. “My Fate,” said Talley- 
ly on the subject, he answered, ‘ Laissons cela, | rand, when speaking of this incident in after life, 
cest un de mes péchés de jewnesse.’” (P. 232.) | “was at work.” 

The temper of mind indicated by this passage | | From the way in which this anecdote is in- 
was itself one of the forerunners of the Revolu- | troduced we learn that Talleyrand had some 
tion, for at that time France had beeome de- strong leaning to the Celtic superstition known 
lirious on the subject of the American struggle; | as the second sight, which, in the adust imag- 
and her soldiers and nobles who were aiding | ination of a Frenchman, is closely allied to fatal- 
the revolted provincialists, were busily employed | ism, and which, we fear, loses its interest, as it 
in gathering the fruits of that harvest of repub- certainly does its virtue, when transported into 
licanism which they were so soon to transport | sunuier regions from “the land of the mount- 
to their own country, where they were destined | ain and the flood.” In ancient times Augustus 
to produce extraordinary results. At the time | Cesar,* and in modern Samuel Johnson, Napo- 
this event happened, Talleyrand was twenty- | leon, and Walter Scott, were all, more or less, 
five years of age, and in holy orders; and we and after the manner of their several idiosyn- 
are to presume that the Anglo-mania, which | cracies, the victims of this imaginary belief ; 
overtook his countrymen ten years later, and | and if we knew the apocalyptic tendencies of ob- 


was the rage in ’89, had not yet set in. The | 
anecdote is curious, but it strikes us as being | 
illustrative rather of the character of the age | 
and people than of the individual man, for whom 
in his natura] mood, it was trop prononcé. 

As the Revolution advanced Talleyrand’s 
safety was endangered, and like most French | 
patriots, ancient and modern, that was a thing | 
which he looked carefully to. Some papers | 
were found, after the sack of the Tuilleries, 
which compromised him; and in ’92 he fled to 
the United States of America, taking up his 
abode in the city of New York. He was ac- 
companied in his flight by a friend of the name 
of Beaumetz, and in concert with whom he re- 
solved to enter into trade. A small ship was 
freighted with goods for Calcutta, whither the 
two exiles had resolved to proceed in search of 
fortune; aud all that was wanted to enable 
them to put their scheme in execution was a 
fair wind, which, however, the elements refused. 
In the interval caused by this detention Talley- 
rand had one of what he called his “ presenti- 
ments ;” and to its occult warnings, as he after- 
ward declared, he owed the immediate preser- 


vation of his life, salvation from shipwreck, and | 


that change in his “destiny” which led to all 
the future incidents of his eventful career. Dis- 
appointment and vexation preying upon an irrit- 
able temper drove his partner mad. He saw 
insanity in his look and gestures, and suffering 
himself to be led by the lunatic to the heights 
of Brooklyn, which overlook the harbor, he fixed 


his eyes sternly upon him, exclaiming, at the | 


same time, “Beaumetz, you mean to murder 
me; you intend to throw me from the height 
into the sea below. Deny it, monster, if you 
ean!’ Thus apostrophized, the unhappy and 
conscience-striken maniac quailed beneath the 
intensity and sternness of his gaze; confessed 
that such was his design, the thought, “like a 





flash from the lurid fire of hell,” having haunted 


seure, as well as we do those of celebrated in- 
dividuals, we should probably, discover that this 
weakness was much more prevalent than is 
generally supposed. We have no great diffi- 
culty in understanding how a fanciful notion of 
this kind should attach itself to minds of a cer- 
tain conformation, or be even generated by them, 
and that it should exercise a considerable, though 
unseen influence over the secret convictions of 
men of ability, and of women of vivid religious 
emotions ; but we do not so readily comprehend 
how such persons as Napoleon and Talleyrand 
should have embraced a delusion which was 
utterly irreconcilable with their skeptical na- 
tures, and which necessarily presupposed an 
immaterial state of existence, and the providen- 
tial superintendence of human affairs by a benev- 
olent order of beings, whose powers must have 
been deputed to them by a superior and over- 
ruling Intelligence. It was the part of an 
ancient Roman, like Augustus, to believe in 
portents and omens, however insignificant; it 
might even require some philosophy to despise 
them; and among ourselves in modern times it 
will be found, if we mistake not, that strong 
poetical sensibilities, or a peculiarly impressible 
temperament, is the foundation of what can be 
regarded in no other light than an hallucination. 
The world of spirits, with all its shadowy ten- 
ants and imaginary impulses, might be @ reality 
to Seott, whose demonology never for one mo- 
ment obsevired the lucid perceptions of a singu- 
larly clear and masculine intellect; while the 
Rosicrueianism of so vigorously-minded a man 
as Samuel Johnson was the plain result of that 
constitutional melancholy ander which he labor- 
ed—fortified, it may be, by theological tenets 
which bordered on the mystical: but what could 
Napoleon mean by Fate, or Talleyrand by Des- 
tiny? They were both of them unbelievers in 
spiritualism of any kind; and whence could 
* Suetonius, in Vita, cap. 92 
as 4) 
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those intimations come of which Talley rand, * 
least, conceived himself to be the recipient ? 
He was obviously possessed by the idea that 
numerous premonitions had been vouchsafed to 
him; and what chiefly moved in him a desire 
to visit Scotland was, not its scenery, its lakes, 
its mountains, or its people, but a wish to in- 
quire into the (as he supposed) natural faculty 
of divination. The dream may be of Jove *— 
Homer is a sound heathen authority upon this 
point; but Talleyrand was no dreamer. His 
“ presentiments’’ (for so he loved to call them), 
were, apparently, sudden intuitions, which he 
was wholly unable to explain, but in which he 
placed so much confidence that he acted upon 
them to the letter—so says M. Colmache—and 
never, it would seem, in vain. They directed 
him rightly; and when, in old age, he had 
gathered around him at Vallengay all that re- 


mained of the wit, genius, and talent of French | 


society in its better forms, he delighted to re- 
count the instances in which this supernatural 
influence, like Socrates’ demon, had befriended 
him. He believed in the reality of this power 
when he believed in nothing else, and that is 
the puzzle. 

Having onee returned to France, Talleyrand 
never again quitted it—at least, as an exile; 
but continued for the next forty years of his 
eventful life to cultivate the art of advancement, | 


mae Nee SUS ASI BOLT ae 
Passion never disturbed him, and feeling (ex. 
cept for himself) seldom. A revolutionary 
education superinduced upon a cold nature a 
distrust of all men—ay, and of women, too. 
and he seems to have entertained just so much 
respect for political stability of any kind as cir. 
cumstances warranted, and no more. He was 
no believer in the reality of virtue—itself g 
quality of which he had but an inadequate cop. 
ception, and to the active operation of which he 
would have held it to be mere simplicity and 
folly to trust. We may infer, therefore, that 
what he did not look for he did not find ; and 
that, as generally happens to those who are wise 
beyond what is written, he denied the existence 
of a property, with the use of which, could it 
have been discovered, he was wholly unac- 
quainted. He served the emperor so long as it 
was consistent with his interests to do so, and 
he deserted him when he saw that there was 
more peril in fidelity than in apostasy. The 
Restoration was, in a great measure, the work 
of his hands, though he hated Louis XVIII 
mortally ; and the grounds of that hatred were, 
apparently, personal, resting partly on those an- 
tipathies which dissimilarity in habits and taste 
is apt to generate in all ranks of life, and partly 
| on disappointed ambition. Louis was fat; Tal- 
| leyrand was thin. Louis liked good eating (most 
| men do, by the way, be they kings or not) ; Tal- 








and to study carefully the means of acquiring a | ley rand cared little for it, and ate but once a day 
fortune : and he succeeded in both. The First | | Louis had, rightly or wrongly, an idea that he 


Consul found in his extraordinary abilities pre- | was an independent monarch, to whose volitions 
cisely what he wanted and he in the First Con- | | some regard was due, and the legitimate sover- 


sul that social support which he required, and | eign of one of the greatest kingdoms in Europe; 
upon which he found he could rely. There was Talleyrand saw in him only a political stop-gap 
no mutuel esteem, however, between these re-| and glutton, to whose wishes little deference 
markable men, whom interest alone bound to- | was owing, and whose intellect he despised: 
gether ; and Bonaparte has left upon record | but he took care not to refuse the bounties or 
his opinion of his Minister for Foreign Affairs, | | the honors bestowed upon him by his royal 
delivered at a time when he had nothing to ex- | master—nor can we repress a smile when we 
pect from the favors of men or the caprices of find such a man gravely rebuking that prince for 
_ Fortune. “ Talleyrand,” said Napoleon, at St. | utter heartlessness and selfishness. It might be, 
Helena, “is a corrupt man, who has betrayed | and probably was so, but assuredly Talleyrand 
all parties and persons. Wary and circumspect, | was not the person to make the charge. 
always a traitor, but always in conspiracy with The ereetion of the throne of the Barricades 
Fortune, Talleyrand treats his enemies as if | was also Talleyrand’s work, if we may believe 
they were one day to become his friends, and | M. Colmache; and many of the incidents con- 
his friends as if they were to become his ene- | nected with the expulsion of Charles X., and the 
mies. He is a man of unquestionable talent, | elevation of the Duke of Orleans, which are given 
but venial in every thing. Nothing could be | in this volume, possess at this moment an in- 
done with him but by means of bribery.”’t This | | structive and melancholy interest, when we con- 
is not complimentary ; and it would be curious | | sider where the aspirant for that perilous honor 
to compare such a sentence of condemnation | is now, and what a dark cloud has settled down 
with the judgment of Talleyrand on Napoleon | | upon the stormy evening of his ambitious life.* 
which is contained in his memoirs, for that there | Had we space, we would give some of these de- 
is one we need not doubt. tails; but we have not, and must be contented 
Talleyrand’s department as a minister of state | to refer to the book for them. The object of the 
was that of Foreign Affairs, and the future his- | writer, however, is, to construct an exculpation, 
poor tng his diplomatic career will have to review | | and to vindicate (vain task!) the memory of 
his connection with all the great incidents which | Talleyrand from the reproach of ingratitude ; 
oceurred in Europe from the year 1797 to his but it is abundantly evident, even from the nar- 
death, in 1838. That he was supple, unscru- | rative itself, that if not one of the most active, 
pelons, end. able, is the conclusion of mankind * The reader will perceive that this was was written before 
at large; and, we presume, the correct ONC. | the death of Louis Philippe, which took place at Clare- 
Voice from St. Helena. | mont on the 26th day of August last. 


* Ovap ex Atos tory. 








he was, at least, one of the most zealous, pro- 
moters of the Revolution of 1830. There was 
little sympathy between Charles and Talleyrand, 
though he preferred him much to his brother 
Louis. He even admitted—which, for him, 
was going far—that Charles was distinguished 
in private life by many excellent qualities ; that 
he had “‘a feeling and a generous nature, and 
was a faithful and grateful friend ;” but for many, 
and some of them obvious enough reasons, he 
disliked “the devout monarch,”’ and we are told 
that Charles “returned tenfold in hatred and 
suspicion all the pity and contempt which the 
wily diplomatist sought to cast upon his gov- 
ernment.” The conclusion is, of course, plain. 
Talleyrand saw that every thing was going 
wrong, as did every body else after the event. 
He, therefore, withdrew from Paris in the win- 
ter of 1829-30; and, under the pretense of con- 
sulting his health, retired to Rochecotte, in Tou- 
raine, the seat of his niece, the Duchess de Dino. 
He had no political object in view, and was 
only driven “by the force of circumstances,” 
into that vortex which was whirling tout le 
monde in the capital round about; but, somehow 
or other, the leaders of the movement gathered 
around him in his retreat, and, unfortunately for 
the theory of neutrality, it is stated that “it was 
at Rochecotte, during the month of May, which 
Thiers spent there with M. de Talleyrand, that 
he {i.e., Thiers) conceived the plan of those ter- 
rific articles in the National, which, every morn- 
ing, like the battering-rams of ancient werfare, 
laid in ruins the wretched bulwarks, behind 
which the tottering monarchy thought itself 
secare.”’ (P. 32.) 

All this was, no doubt, purely accidental ; 
and, as the editor of the National was a person 
of no social consideration whatever, it would be 
absurd to suppose that the Prince of Benevento 
had any secondary purpose to achieve by patron- 
izing so obseure an adventurer. It turns out, 
indeed, that ‘“‘M. Thiers was, in the eyes of M. 
Talleyrand, nothing more than a young writer, 
full of vigor and talent, whom the old seigneur 
loved to protect, and to initiate into the manners 
and customs of good society, without a knowl- 
edge of which (he would often say) there can 
be no good taste in literature. But he was the 
last person in the world who, at that time, would 
have looked upon Thiers as a conspirator, of 
whom he was making himself, by such protec- 
tion, the vile associate.”’ (P. 33.) 

This should settle the point, and yet it does 
nothing of the kind ; for, as if it were necessary 
that a mystery should involve all the actions of 
this man’s life, and even comprehend his friends, 
we find in this very volume, and in immediate 
succession to. the energetic disclaimer we have 
just quoted, the most elaborate proofs of his 
“complicity”’ in that “conspiracy,” which ended 
by dethroning one monarch and elevating another. 
A single passage will set this matter at rest for- 
ever, and here it is : 

“Tt has been to this day a matter of specula- 


tion whether the Duke of Orleans had anticipated | 
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being called to the throne, or whether it was the 
force of cireumstances which had brought him 
to it. These are the facts: Although the Duke 
of Orleans bad for a long time looked upon the 
event of a change in the dynasty as possible. 
and was most certainly prepared * to place the 
crown upon his own head in case of such an 
event, yet even so late as the 30th of July he 
hesitated to grasp it, and resisted the arguments 
and persuasions of Thiers. It is a known fact 
that the duke was concealed in the environs of 
Neuilly in fear of a popular outbreak, when a 
secret message from M. de Talleyrand, which 
he received on the evening of that day, caused 
him to decide at length upon re-entering Paris, 
and proclaiming himself Lieutenant-General of 
the Kingdom—the head of the new power. The 
new king soon forgot, however, this proof of at- 
tachment (attachment! !) on the part of his old 
friend; and M. de Talleyrand, who knew that 
kings, even when chosen by the will of the peo- 
ple, are, for the most part, compelled to be il- 
lustres ingrats, never, during the years which 
followed these events, alluded to the circum- 
stances which brought about the avénement of 
Louis Philippe.” (P. 35.) 

And again : 

‘Now came the time when the high intelli- 
gence and marvelous sagacity of the prince 
were brought into action, and I hesitate not to 
repeat, saved the country. M. de Talleyrand 
dispatched to Neuilly, with all possible speed, 
a little billet written with his own hand. The 
bearer was a person of high courage and great 
integrity, and was charged, should he fall into 
danger, to destroy the billet. He could not in 
honor read its contents, but saw that there were 
but few words traced upon the paper. They 
were addressed to the king’s sister, Madame 
Adelaide. This messenger was commissioned 
to place the billet himself in the hands of the 
princess, and to tell her that the Prince de 
Talleyrand conjured her to warn the Duke of 
Orleans that not a moment was to be lost; that 
the duke might reckon upon his aid, and that he 
must appear immediately; that he must come 
at once to Paris, to place himself at the head of 
the movement, or all would be lost without re- 
call. Above all, he was only to take the title 
of Lieutenant-General of the Kingdom, whieh 
Charles had conferred upon him before leaving 
St. Cloud. He implored him not to manifest 
any other intention. In this advice the old 
diplomatist was reserving for himself a back 
door to creep out at in case Charles should 
march on Paris.” (P. 39.) 

There follows this conclusive ravelation an ac- 
count of Madame Adelaide’s astuteness (astuce) 
—her anxiety not to commit herself in writing : 
her transmission to Prince Talleyrand of a verbal 
message; and of the climax of the whole in- 
trigue in the arrivaldp Paris that same night 
of Louis Philippe, of his proclamation in 
his capacity of Lieutenant-General of the King- 
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easy, for it had been pre-arranged. It was M. 
de Talleyrand, we are assured, who overcame 
the “ faint seruples’’ of the Duke of Orleans, and 
it was his advice that ‘decided the king to go 
at once to the Hotel de Ville, there to receive 


litical exploit, nearly eight years, having expired 
tranquilly at his hotel in Paris, in May, 1838. 
His ex-secretary has a copious and ramblin 
commentary upon his death, in which there js 
the usual amount of complaint and vindication. 


publicly the sceptre of France, and to swear | His patron had become reconciled to the church 
allegiance to the charter.’ and had submitted to its formalities immediately 
After such statements ks these, what useful | before his decease ; and, considering his past 
purpose can it serve to declaim about conspira- | hostility to it as a social institution, his renun- 
cies, reservations, and the like, when they so | ciation of his sacred vows, and his ostentatious 
conspicuously testify to the fact, that one of the | rejection of the Christian religion, such a step 
most energetic agents—after his own peculiar | naturally caused some talk, and requires ex. 
way—in bringing about a change of dynasty in | planation—though none is given by M. Col. 
France, was the very man whose memory his | mache, beyond the barren and somewhat com. 
secretary is so anxious to relieve from this re- monplace intimation, that “he was influenced 
proach? It is mere folly and blundering to do | in this, as in many other instances, wherein he 
so, the more especially when we are told that has drawn down the blame of the sticklers for 
the Orleans party comprehended all the leading | consistency, by the desire to spare pain and 
members of the “ Opposition’’ in both Chambers; | trouble to his family ; for he knew that his rel. 
that M. de Talleyrand was its head; and that, | atives would suffer much inconvenience by his 
without declaring himself in favor of the new | resistance on his death-bed to the execution of 
régime, he regulated all its movements, and was | certain religious formalities to which, in his 
in constant and direct communication with the | own mind, he attached not the slightest import 
individual in whose behalf the Revolution of | ance.” (P. 34.) 
1830 was got up. It is idle to quarrel about! It is rather a delicate matter to scrutinize 
words ; but if this was not “conspiracy,” it was | motives, however great the temptation to do so 
something so exceedingly like it, that it would | may be: fortunately, however, all call for the 
require a very nice eye, indeed, to detect where- | performance of so ungracious a duty on the 
in the difference lay. The simple truth is this | present occasion is removed by M. Colmache, 
—that Talleyrand and his associates did in| who tells us frankly what the reason was which 
1829-30, what Odillon Barrot and his accom- | induced M. de Talleyrand to enact something like 
plices (including the ubiquitous Thiers) did in | a solemn farce in his dying moments. It was not 
1847-48, but more successfully ; for there can | religious compunction, nor any affectation of it, 
be no comparison between the government es- | but a regard for the convenience and the mate- 
tablished under Louis Philippe and that inaugu- | rial interests of his successors; “for it can not 
rated in the person of Louis Napoleon, and still | be denied,” said he, “ that he had ever held in 
less between the prospect of happiness which | view the elevation and aggrandizement of his 
France enjoyed in 1830, and that which lies | family.’ (P. 42.) 
before her in 1850. The experiment has been| Certainly not. Nobody will be bold enough 
closely copied by M. de Talleyrand’s pupils, | to do so. What prompted Voltaire to attend 
though the result has not been analogous; but | his parish church regularly to the last hour of 
this does not depend so much upon the men as | his life, and even to take the communion; what 
upon the circumstances. Such a substitute for | led Franklin to mingle in the throngs which 
legitimate authority as the Duke of Orleans was, | crowded around Whitefield in America; and 
can not be found twice in the same age and | what induced Gibbon to visit temples of religion 
country; and one of the most mournful spectacles | when he had nothing else to do, and to record 
of our time is, the fate of the man and his family, | his impressions of the sermons he was con- 
for whom all these violent, and we must add, | demned to listen to, must forever remain among 
tortuous exertions, were made twenty years ago. | the minor mysteries of humanity ; but about M. 
Talleyrand’s share in these transactions can not | de Talleyrand’s “ retraction,” as it has been 
be gainsaid. Though a revolutionist, in so far | called, strange to say, there is no mystery at 
as the elder branch of the Bourbons was con- | all. It was a mere exemplification of “ the rul- 
cerned, he was not, however, a Republican in| ing passion strong in death.” He could no 
1830; and had, probably, never been honestly | longer care for himself, which had been the 





so at any period of his life. The feeling of the | 
ancient seigneur was strong in him to the last; 
and his constitutional timidity made him shrink 
with instinctive aversion from all contact with 
the mob: hence his terror during the “three 
glorious days of July” was agonizing : and when 
he discovered that, in the bloody triumph of the 
populace, no superiority of rank, talent, or for- 
tane, was regarded, he trembled for his own 
safety—“ for he knew that the people loved him 
not.” 





Talleyrand survived this, his last great po- 


chief business of his life ; but he could do what 
was next thing to it—he could care for his re- 
lations whom he was leaving behind him, and 
he did so. 

The querulous part of this statement relates 
to Louis Philippe. The monarch, as is well 
known, visited his aged servant on his death-bed, 
and, we have not a doubt, behaved both grace- 
fully and kindly. xf. Colmache, however, does 
not think so, and all but abuses the king for an 
act which, being spontaneous, has the look, if it 


| had not the reality, of benevolence. His man- 
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ner was, it seems, constrained, the task itself |to discuss with any profit in the short space 
was irksome, and his “ bearing,” as compared | which remains to us. If noticed at all in this 
with that of the dying statesman, tant soit pew | volume, we have unfortunately mislaid the refer- 
bourgeois. “ Despite the old faded dressing-| ence to it; and in a work which is without an 
gown of the one, and the snuff-colored coat, index, and which has been compiled with a 
stiff neekeloth, and polished boots of ths other, | total disregard to chronological arrangement, 
the veriest barbarian could have told at a 4 we have not been able to recover it. All the 
glance which was the ‘last of the nobles,’ and | | parties to that infamous transaction were anxious 
which the ‘ First Citizen’ of the Empire. " (P. | in after times to shift the culpability from off 
343.) | their own shoulders ; and amidst the crimina- 
This would be severe were it not sheer gos- | tions and recriminations of the future dukes and 
sip, and gossip dictated by a feeling of intense | princes of the Empire, there is little positive 
hostility to Louis Philippe, who committed the | knowledge of any kind to be gained. It might 
unpardonable blunder of not bestowing any | be, as Fouché said, “ worse than a crime—a 
particular regard upon the prince’s secretary, | | blunder ;” but there was certainly nothing about 
thongh, with others, he had been specially in- | the act itself from which a man of Talleyrand’s 
troduced to him. In that ease, and if M. Col- | lax morality would have shrunk ; and our present 





mache really was, as he says, present in the | 
chamber when this interview took place, we | 
ean only express our surprise that his account of | 
it is so meagre; for it is impossible to believe | 


impression is, that he was privy to this odious and 
| useless tragedy, if the whole scheme of the viola- 
tion of a neutral territory, the arrest, the mock 
trial, and the execution, did not originate with 


that the last conversation between two men so| him. Even Napoleon regretted the occurrence, 
distinguished, and so closely united by the ties | though he was too inflexible in his character to 
of mutaal obligation, should have been confined | throw the blame on others when the deed was 
to a formal i inquiry and a formal reply, which is | done, and at St. Helena he took the whole respon- 
all we find in this volume. We are at a loss | sibility of it upon himself. “The Duc d’En- 
to know, also, why the king should have been | ghein, ’’said he, “died, because I willed it.” This 


less of a gentleman and more of a tradesman in | is the style imperial, but it is not the expression 


his manners and appearance than M. de Talley- | 


rand; for, if that has any thing to do with the 
matter, he was as certainly one of the “ last of | 
the nobles,” as his minister; and as we find noth- | 
ing in M. Colmache’s book respecting this val- | 


edietory visit, which the journals had not pro- | 
wulgated at the time of its occurrence, we are 
not only led to doubt the fact of his having been 
present, but likewise to withhold all confidence | 


from his relation of its details. One reflection, | 
however, he does make, which, as read in 1850, 
is curious: “I bad looked,”’ he says, 


voyager (landed, too, amid storm and tempest), 


to the wise and careful pilot who hed steered | 
him skillfully through rock and breaker, and | 
now pushed off alone amid the darkness, to be | 


seen no more!’ (P. 344.) 

Alas for human wisdom in its most imposing | 
forms! where is now the “skillful pilot?” | 
Dead, and his skill buried with him. And the | 
“voyager”? whom he “ steered’’ into a secure | 
haven amid “storm and tempest?” A fagitive | 


and an exile, driven from the rickety throne | 


“ upon 
this visit as the farewell of the safely-landed | 


of a fact; and the Duke of Rovigo, with great 
| Probability, attributes this language to the desire 
| which he latterly manifested to impress upon 
others a lofty idea of his absolute power as a 
sovereign. He was at the time only First Con- 
sul, and he has himself stated that, to use a 
familiar phrase, he was worried into it by those 
about him. “TI did not rightly know,” says he. 
“who the Due d’Enghein was. The Revolu- 
| tion had come upon me when I was very young, 
and I had never been at court. All these points 
were explained to me. If it be so, I said, he 
must be seized, and the necessary orders were 
| given in consequence. Every thing had been 
provided beforehand. The papers were pre- 
pared, and there was nothing to do but to sign 
them, and the fate of the prince was already 
| decided.”* This, if accepted as true—and we 
| see no reason why it should not be—is conclu- 
| sive; and if Bonaparte may be believed, a let- 
ter addressed to him from Strasburgh by the 
| duke was kept by Talleyrand, and not delivered 
up till after the execution. He likewise ecm- 
mitted the gross outrage upon public decency 


which Talleyrand’s necromancy had conjured | of giving a masked ball to the diplomatic body 
up by a wave of his wand, and which his saga- | on the night of the unfortunate prince’ s death ; 
cious biographer obvionsly considered to be as | and, all the circumstances taken into account, 
stable as the globe itself : we fear there can be no doubt of his active par- 
Fato profagus . | ticipation (to say no more) in one of the foulest 
Multum ille et ‘errle jactatas, et alto, political enormities of modern times. His mo- 
The share which Talleyrand is alleged to | tive for allowing himself to be involved in so 
have had in the murder of the Duc d’Enghein, | | Perilous an enterprise was, as usual, altogether 
and which the Duke of Rovigo positively de- | | personal. He dreaded lest a successful con- 
clared to have been, from first to last, a contriv- | spiracy formed beyond the Rhine might lead (a 
ance of his,* we must pass over in comparative vain apprehension) to the restoration of the 
silence ; as the subject is one which it is impos- | Bourbons; and he would seem to have taken 
sible to elucidate, and which we could not hope | this dark mode of preventing it, for he had of- 


* See Caulincourt's Recollections, &e. vol. ii. Appendix. 





* Cealincourt, vol. ii. p. 274, 5. 
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fended too deeply to expect forgiveness. But 
let us proceed to another theme—his marriage. 

It is well known that Napoleon obtained from 
the fears of the Pope, Pius VII., a brief of sec- 
ularization for his Minister for Foreign Affairs, 
and that Talleyrand subsequently married Mad- 
ame Grand, or, as she is called in this book, 
Grandt, a lady who had lived with him as his 
mistress, and who, in consequence of this trans- 
formation, became no less a personage than the 
Princesse de Benevento of the Imperial Court. 
Much has been written about this woman, 
whose history was long a mystery; and of 
whose ignorance, étourderies, and arrogance, 
every body has heard something. In this vol-| 
ume her introduction to Talleyrand is related in 
the usual melo-dramatie style of French writers, | 
and her beauty described with that fullness of | 
detail which approaches to voluptuousness. The | 
meeting was accidental, at least on Talleyrand’s 
part. Returning at an early hour of the 
morning from a gambling visit to the Chevalier 
Fénélon, the particulars of which are hideous, | 
he found his study occupied by a female, who | 
had waited for five hours alone in the chamber ; | 
and who was now fast asleep in an arm-chair | 
by the fire, the upper part of her body enveloped 
in a fashionable mantle, and the lower part dis- 
playing the gilded finery of a ball-dress. The | 
diplomatist was stupefied by the fair vision, | 
which he gazed upon with admiration, and hav- 
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not clear up this riddle altogether, but we can 
do something toward its partial solution. 

Her family name we are unacquainted with, 
but she was a native of Scotland, and her first 
husband was a British officer, though we are 
likewise ignorant of his name. Her marriage 
most likely took place in India, and at an early 
age : for after her husband’s death she became 
the wife of a M. Grand, a French gentleman, 
who obtained a divorce from her in India jn 
consequence of an improper intimacy with Mr., 
afterward the celebrated Sir Philip Francis 
How long she lived with Mr. Francis we know 


| not, but she subsequently passed under the pro- 


tection of a Mr. William Macintosh, a British 
merchant, with whom she returned to Europe 
in 1781. Mr. Macintosh’s private affairs cal}. 
ing him to France, Madame Grand accompanied 
him ; but her protector was an unfortunate man, 
whose claims upon the French Government 
were dissipated by the Revolution, and we lose 
sight of his friend altogether till her reappear- 
ance on the theatre of the great world, after that 
event, as the companion of Madame Beaubarnais, 
and other celebrated women of that day. There 
is thus a blank in her personal history of twenty- 
one years which we are quite unable to fill up, 
and which we must leave to be supplied by 
others. Mr. Macintosh died at Eisenach, in 
Saxony, in 1809, at an advanced age; but his 
name is no longer associated with that of Mad- 


ing tried in vain to awaken her by coughing, |ame Grand. He left a daughter, who became 
and other innocent devices, he took up a letter | afterward the Countess de Colville; but whether 
addressed to himself which lay upon the table, ; Madame Grand was her mother, or whether he 
and which he found to be from a friend, request- | had married after his separation from that lady, 
ing him to give madame the benefit of his ad-| are points on which we can throw no light.* 
vice in a difficulty in which no one else could| Such, then, was the much-talked-of Madame 
assist her. The servant slams the door—the | de Talleyrand, Princesse de Benevento. The 
lady awakes—a scene of mutual confusion en-| date of her death is not given, but she cer- 
sues, which tries to the utmost M. Colmache’s | tainly predeceased her dast husband by several 
powers of description, but which ends in M. de| years. This marriage was not productive of 
Talleyrand giving to the lovely applicant the happiness. There was not only much differ- 
document she required, and in the commence-| ence of habits, temper, and bearing, between 
ment of a liaison which ultimately terminated | the parties, to say nothing of the antecedents 
in matrimony. It was, of course, a trick or | of both, but it appears that madame was jealous 
practical joke, which had been played off by | “of every member of her husband’s family,’’ io 
certain wags, male and female, at Madame | whom he showed affection. A separation was 
Hamelin’s assembly on the unsuspecting and | the consequence, and this loving coupled welt in 
guileless Madame Grand, according to M. Col- | distinct establishments till the end of their lives. 
mache ; but to any one else it will seem plain, It is a remarkable, and not uninstructive fact. 
enough that it was no more than the step of a} that the revolution could not extinguish the cul- 
daring and clever intriguante, who knew per- | tivated instincts of this extraordinary man; and 
feetly well what she was about, and who had one of the most interesting things in this vol- 
resolved to conquer where Madame Tallien and ume, is the glimpses which we occasionally get 
Madame Beauharnais had failed—and she did | of his impressions of the new order of things 
conquer. Harsh, and even cruel, as the old society had 
Who, then, was this bold lady who contrived | been to him, it had a profound hold upon his 
so cunningly to ensnare in her toils the wariest | affections; and when the solitude and satiety 0! 
man in France? ‘I have heard,” says M. | age invited reflection, he was compelled “to 
Colmache, “that she was of English origin. doubt whether the good which had been gained 
This is not true. Her maiden name was Dayot, | could ever compensate for that which had beev 
and she was born at L’Orient; but her con-| * These particulars have been gleaned from a few 
nection with India, where a great part of her county nations qo mrund —- sapebianl, vetoes 
fat . : rge in isq., the nep! of the } 
pone Sites esi = — ae | Wm. Macintosh spoken of above, entitled, Biographica! 


rata A - Memoir of the late Charles Macintosh, Esq., F.R.S. &. & 
work of the supposition.” (P. 298). We can! Glasg-w, 1847. 











forfeited” (p. 258). He lived on the memory 
of the past, and drew his best inspirations from 
it. “Where,” said he, “is the wit of your 
salons, the independence of your writers, the 
charm and influence of your women? What 
have you received in exchange for all these, 
which have fled forever? I would not give the 
remembrance of these times for all the nov- 
elty, and what you call improvements of the 
social system of to-day, even with the youth 
and spirit necessary to enjoyment. *Tis true, 
there were abuse and exaggeration in many of 
our institutions, but where is the system in 
which these do not exist? If our people were 
devoured with misery and taxes, yours is wast- 
ing to the core with envy and discontent. Our 
noblesse was corrupt and prodigal; yours is 
bourgeotse and miserly—greater evils still for 
the prosperity of the nation. If our king had 
many mistresses, yours has many masters. Has 
he gained by the exchange? Thus you see it 
clearly demonstrated, that not one of the three 
orders has advanced in happiness by these won- 
derful improvements which yon so much ad- 
mire.”* This is a strange testimony to the 
blessings of revolution on a grand scale, and 
from one, too, who had been in the midst of it 
as a prominent actor; but we suspect it is 
what most others, in like circumstances, would 
give were they candid, and what, after all, is 
simply true. Let any man of sound under- 
standing look at France now, and say what she 
has gained, or the world through her, from the 
last outburst of popular fury; which has not 
only left her the prey of charlatanism, but made 
her the victim of the grossest passions. Talley- 
rand was, undoubtedly, right in his retrospect, 
but his healthy convictions came too late to be 
of any use. 

Of Talleyrand’s literary habits little is known 
that can be relied upon, but M. Colmache tells 
us, that “he could neither write nor dictate 
with ease’’ (p. 177); and that the most trifling 
productions of his pen caused him as much 
trouble as the most elaborate dispatch. This 
may have proceeded from fastidiousness in the 
choice of language, but was, most probably, 
attributable to the defects of his education, and 
to the want of early practice in composition. 
We are not told what kind of reading pleased 
him, nor whether he was addicted to books; 
but he was a great admirer of Voltaire, with 
whom he had conversed in early life, and whose 
style, of its class, is perfect. He always de- 
plored the scantiness of his classical attain- 
ments, and, particularly, his ignorance of the 
Greek tongue; and, so fer as this volume 
teaches us, he would not appear to have been 
what it is customary to call a learned man. 
M. Colmache gives us certain “ maxims for 
seasoning conversation,” which, he says, were 
Talleyrand’s, but which convey to the mind the 
idea of a lively and acute, rather than that of a 
profound thinker. If they want the bitterness 
of Rochefoucauld, they have not the point and 
*P. 210. The italics are in the original ” 
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pith of Bacon, nor the gravity of Locke. Three 
of these may suffice as specimens, and as favor 
able ones : 

“Both erudition and agriculture ought to be 
encouraged by government; wit and manufac- 
tures will come of themselves. 

“ Metaphysics always remind me of the car- 
avanseras in the desert. They stand solitary 
and unsupported, and are always ready to crum- 
ble into rain. 

“A great capitalist is like a vast lake, upon 
whose bosom ships can navigate ; but which is 
useless to the country, because no stream issues 
therefrom to fertilize the land.” 

M. Colmache professes to give two fragments 
of the Memoirs, but he does not state how he 
came by them, and we doubt the fact of their 
being genuine. They are gracefully written, 
however, and that on the death of Mr. Fox 
particularly so. In his “‘ Maxims” he speaks 
of women disrespectfully—a consequence, no 
doubt, of his disregard for the domestic virtues, 
and of the dissolute manners which prevailed in 
the higher ranks of French society in his time 
—and of the priesthood contemptuously. No 
hatred is so intense, or so durable, as that 
which is begotten of apostasy; and a renegade 
clerk, or a renegade politician, may be always 
expected to rail fiercely against his original 
creed. In his personal habits, the Prince of the 
Empire would seem to have adhered closely to 
the manners of the ancien régime, in the bosom 
of which he had been nurtured. He was 
courtly, formal, and somewhat exclusive; but 
his rigid temperance, and his regularity were 
proper to the man, and neither to the past nor 
present age. Of his bons mots we have a 
sprinkling, and but a sprinkling, in this volume; 
but the celebrated one about language is not 
there, though others of less piquancy are. Did 
M. Colmache consider it of apocryphal authen- 
ticity? We suspect so. 

To sum up, then, What was the character 
of M. de Talleyrand? Of his extraordinary 
abilities there is no question, since men of every 
variety of feeling and position have borne testi- 
mony to them; but, was he great, great as we 
esteem any of the models of our own, or other 
countries? We think not. Celebrated he 
might be, but great he was not. No intensely 
selfish man like Talleyrand can ever become so. 
Where there is so much individual concentra- 
tion, there is no room left for that expansion of 
the faculties of the soul upon which true re- 
nown rests, and out of which it springs. The 
region in which the mind acts is, necessarily, 
circumscribed by the constant pressure of a 
never-absent egotism; and when this mental 
constitution happens to be united to timidity, 
distrust, and temperamental coldness, greatness 
ceases to be a possible achievement. More- 
over, he wanted principle, which is the natural 
foundation of public virtue; and he had no 
higher an idea of morality than its conveniency. 
His sense of propriety, which, in some cases, 
was high, was merely a conventional instinct ; 
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but it was derived from no anterior obligation, 
and recognized no source more elevated than 
the canons of society. Of duty (that sacred 
word !) in its English sense, he had not the 
faintest conception ; and provided that his per- 
son was protected, and his fortunes advanced, it 
was a matter of absolute indifference to him 
what master he served, or in what cause he 
enlisted. The first revolution, the empire, the 
restoration, and the throne of the barricades, all 
found in him a willing and an able instrument, 
and yet he proved faithless to all; for, though 
we have not circumstantial proof of this as to 
the last, his growing discontent with Louis 
Philippe shows clearly, that the political weath- 
ercock was again veering. Even when we 
make allowance for the very peculiar circum- 
stances by which he was surrounded from his 
entry into life until his exit from it, it is impos- 
sible to doubt that this versatility was a conse- 
quence of a particular mental organization, and 
that, if rigorously analyzed, its causes would be 


found to resolve themselves into habits of rea- | 
soning upon men and things from which cour- | 
age, generosity, and masculine disinterested- | 


ness, were carefully excluded. Patriotism may 
be pleaded in justification—it is a ready argu- 
ment, and a common defense ; but, ample as its 
proportions are, it will not cover every thing: 
besides that, in Talleyrand’s case it was a non- 
existence, for of that holy love of country which 
the word is designed to convey, and which is 
the fruitful mother of moral heroism, he had not 
one particle. He might be, and no doubt was, 
the clever minister of a system, whatever that 
system chanced to be, and we know that he 
carried out the views of his immediate en» 
ployers @ toute outrance, and without the slight- 
est regard to their future social or political con- 
sequences ; but of any grand conceptions rest- 
ing upon the rights, or contemplating the hap- 
piness of mankind, and discriminated from the 
claims of an existing dynasty, be it democrat- 
ical or monarchical, he was utterly incapable. 
Carpe diem was his motto, and he was faithful 
to it; but however proper that Epicurean max- 
im might have been in the mouth of a Roman 
poet, or however truly it might depict the phi- 
losophy of a Roman courtesan, it is the deadly 
antagonist of greatness, which it blights in the 
bud. Out of such a nature as this—a nature 
unequal to the slightest sacrifice for the benefit 
of others, conservative of itself, and indifferent 
to all the world besides, it is impossible to 
make a great, though it may be easy enough to 
make a celebrated man—and such we take M. 
de Talleyrand, Prince de Benevento, to have 
been. 


THE DANGERS OF DOING WRONG. 
A TALE OF THE SEA-SIDE. 
BY AGNES STRICKLAND. 
" An so you will not join our party to Dun- 
wich fair to-morrow, Elizabeth ?”’ said 


Margaret Blackbourne to the pretty daughter 
of the Vicar of Southwold, with whom she was 
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returning from a long ramble along the broken 
clifls toward Eastern Bavent, one lovely July 
evening in the year 1616. + SO 

Southwold, be it known to such of my read- 
ers as may happen to be unacquainted with its 
locale, is a pretty retired bathing town on the 
coast of Suffolk, remarkable for its picturesque 
scenery and salubrious air. At the time when 
the events on which my tale is founded took 
place, Southwold, though it boasted none of the 
pretty marine villas which now grace the Gun- 
hill and centre cliffs, was a place of greater 
wealth and importance than with all its modern 
improvements it is at present. It was then one 
of the most flourishing sea-ports in Suffolk, 
| and occasionally sheltered in its ample bay the 
stateliest ships in the British navy. And, in 
addition to the little corn-brigs and colliers, 
whose light sails alone vary the blue expanse 
of waters, a mighty fleet of vessels of war 
might not unfrequently be seen stretching in 
majestic order along the undulating coast be- 
tween Eastenness and Dunwich, and the more 
remote promontory of Orford-Ness. Dunwich, 
too, that Tyre of the East Angles, sat not then 
so wholly desolate on her crumbling cliff as 
now overlooking, in dust and ashes, the devour- 
ing waves of the German ocean in which her 
former glory lies buried two centuries ago. 
Dunwich, however changed aud fallen from 
what she was in olden time, still retained the 
rank of a city; and, instead of the miserable 
horde of smugglers’ and fishermen’s huts we 
|now behold, with the roofless remains of one 
| lonely church, there were busy and populous 
| Streets, with shops, and some appearances of 

maritime enterprise and mercantile prosperity 
The annual fair, which still takes place there 
on St. James’s-day, was at that time considered 
as a most attractive holiday by the denizens of 
all the seattered towns and villages along that 
picturesque coast. Many a well-manned yawl 
and light sailing-vessel would, in those days, 
put off from Southwold, Lowestofft, or Ald- 
borough, freighted with a pleasure-loving crew, 
eager to enjoy a summer voyage and a merry 
day at old Dunwich. 

A great revolution has taken place in public 
opinion since then, with respect to fairs, which, 
so far from being exclusively the saturnalia of 
the vulgar and dissolute, were then used as 
marts for the sale of various articles of domes- 
tic produce; and regarded by all) classes of 
society as seasons of social glee, where all met 
together, from the highest to the lowest, in gala 
array, with smiles on their faces, and good-will 
in their hearts, to participate in cheerful sports 
and harmless mirth, in which good order and 
decency were observed out of respect for the 
presence of ladies and gentlemen. 

Christopher Younges, Elizabeth's father, was, 
however, a man of stern notions; and looking 
on the dark side of the picture, the abuse of 
such assemblages, he absolutely condemned 
them as affording fatal opportunities for the 
| idle, the extravagant, and the dissipated to in 
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dulge in sinful excesses, and to seduce the weak bay, and illuminating the high-arched windows 
and unstable to follow bad example. He had | of All-Saints’ chureh on the distant dark pro- 
never, ON any occasion, permitted his pretty | montory of Dunwich cat-cliff. 
daughter Elizabeth, then in the opening bloom | Elizabeth turned resolutely about to pursue 
of eighteen, to display her youthful charms and | a homeward path; but, at the little turnstile 
gay attire even at the annual fair held in their | leading to the vicarage, which then with its 
own town; and she knew, as she told her gay | neat garden and paddock adjoined the western 
companion, Margaret, ‘‘that it would be in vain | boundary of the church-yard, she encountered 
to ask his permission to join the festive party on | Arthur Blackbourne and her brother Edward 
the morrow.” | “Where have you been cruising out of your 
“For my part,” rejoined Margaret, “I would | course, girls, for the last age?” cried Arthur : 
as lief be a nun, and live shut up between four | “ here have I been giving chase to you both in 
stone walls, as be subjected to such restraints ! | all directions, till I have hardly a leg to stand 


My father is the worshipful bailiff of this town, 
but he never stands in the way of a little harm- 
less pleasure.” 

“ Very true, Margaret; but my father, being 
a minister of the Gospel, understands these | 
things better, you know.” 

“What! better than a magistrate? the chief 

magistrate of the borough and corporation of 
Southwold, Bessy Younges? No, no, my dear; 
you won’t persuade me to that. Your father 
is a very good kind of man, and has a deal of 
book knowledge ; but my father says, ‘he knows 
very little of the world, and is far too stiff in his 
notions for his congregation,’ ” exclaimed Mar- 
garet. 
“Tt may be so,” observed Elizabeth, “ but 
as I am bound to pay double attention to my 
father’s advice, both as my parent and my pas- 
tor, I beg to hear no more on the subject.” 

“As you please, Elizabeth ;—but have yca 
seen Arthur yet ?” 

“Arthur! I thought he was at sea.” 

“He landed this morning at seven.” 

“ And you not to tell me of it before !” 

“T thought you had seen him; but I dare say 
he has called at the Vicarage while we have 
been out walking.” 

“ How very provoking !” 

“Never mind; you will have enough of his 
company to-morrow, if you go to Dunwich fair 
with us.” 

“But I am not going to Dunwich fair!” cried 
Elizabeth, pettishly; ‘‘and if Arthur Black- 
bourne goes without me I will never speak to | 
him again.” 

“And if you do not there are plenty in this | 
town who will be ready to pull caps for him, I | 
can tell you. There is Joan Bates will be only | 
too happy to sit by him in the boat, and she | 
says—” 

“Something vastly impertinent, I dare say ; | 
but I don’t want to hear any of her cross 
speeches second-hand: I beg you will save 
yourself the trouble of repeating them, Mar- 
garet. It is getting late, and I must hasten 
home.” 


Time had, indeed, stolen a march on the 





vicar’s fair daughter, while she had been dis-| prospect 


cussing this interesting subject with her youth- 
fal friend and gossip, the sister of her sailor 
lover ; for the full-orbed moon had already 
reared her bright face over the swelling waves, 





and was pouring a flood of radiance through the 


on !”” 

“We have only been for a walk to Easton 
Broad,”’ said Elizabeth. 

“A walk to Easton Broad, the very evening 
of my return, and without me !”’ 

“ How should I know you were home ?” 

“There were other girls in the town who 
contrived to find it out ;—ay, and pretty girls 
too—but they took the trouble of keeping a 
look-out for the Jolly Nicholas,” rejoined Ar- 
thur, reproachfully. 

“So did Bessy, I am sure!” exclaimed the 
boy Edward, with great vivacity; “ why, she 
wholly crazed us about the Jolly Nicholas, and 
sent me a dozen times a day to ask our old 
pilots at the station, whether she were in sight, 
till they were so sick of the Jolly Nicholas and 
me, that they got as savage as so many sea- 
bears, and gave me the name of ‘ Old Nick’ for 
my pains.” 

** Joan Bates was on the beach to welcome 
me on shore when | landed,’’ pursued Arthur. 

“Just like her; she is always so forward,”’ 
retorted Elizabeth. 

“It would be well if some people thought as 
much of me as Joan Bates,’’ continued Arthur. 

“ And if you have nothing more agreeable to 
say to me, Arthur Blackbourne, I will wish 
you good night,” said Elizabeth. ‘Come, Ed- 
ward.” 


“ You are in a mighty hurry, I think; when 
you have not seen me for six months, and | 
| have thought of you, sleeping and waking, all 


that time, and now you won't speak one kind 
word to a poor fellow !’’ said the young sailor. 

“T have spoken quite as many as you de- 
serve,” retorted Elizabeth ; “ if you want flat- 
tery, you may go to Joan Bates.” 

“ And so I will, if you are not more lovingly 
disposed the next time we meet,’’ said Arthur ; 
“but you will be better tempered, I hope, at 
Dunwich fair to-morrow.” 

“] am not going to Dunwich fair.” 

“ Not going to Dunwich fair, Bessy! a pret- 
ty joke, i’faith, when the Royal Anne is new 
painted and rigged with her best flags and 
canvas all ready to take us; and we have the 
of a glorious day to-morrow.” 

“Ne matter ; I shall not go.” 

““How very perverse ;—just to vex me, P 
y? 

You know my father does not approve of 

” 


su 
“ 


fairs 





“ Piddle-de-dee! there will be plenty of peo- 


ple as good as Parson Younges at Dunwich fair, | 


and some a little wiser, maybap.” 

“I am sure there is no harm in going to a 
fair,” said the boy Edward; “and, oh, dear! 
how I should like to go to-morrow.” 

**So you shall, my hearty, if you can per- 
suade Bessy to go with us.” 

“ Pray, sister, let us go! there will be such 
fine doings ;—a pair of dancing bears, and three 
jack-an-apes dressed like soldiers, a mounte- 
bank with an Andrew and a Master Merriman, 
and such lots of booths with toys, and beads, 
and ribbons ; more cakes and sweetmeats than 
I could eat in a year; besides a merry-go- 
round and two flying ships. Then, there will be 
wrestling and cudgel-playing, foot-ball, jump- 
ing in sacks, and dancing on the church-green 
to the pipe and tabor, and you dance so well.” 

“‘ And we should dance together,’”’ whispered 
the handsome mate of the Jolly Nicholas. 

“It is all very fine talking; but my father 
will never consent.” 

“ Tut, tut; you have not asked him yet.” 

* It would be useless if I did.’’ 

“That is more than I know; for no ship is 
always in the same tack. Men change their 


minds as often as girls; and if you coax the old 
boy handsomely, when you bid him good-night, 
my compass to your distaff, he’ll let you both 
0.” 
“Oh, do try, dear sister Bessy !’’ cried Ed- 
ward, hanging on her arm. 
“* Well, I suppose I must; and if my father 


consents I will join you on the beach with Ed- 
ward at six to-morrow morning,” 

“We shall wait for you, remember,”’ said 
the sailor, “so come and let us know, at all 
events ; for time and tide tarry for no one,” 


their consciences, that there could 





and so they ’ 

Elizabeth, when she preferred her suit to her 
father that evening, met with a positive denial, 
accompanied with a stern rebuke for her late | 
return from her evening ramble. She retired | 
to her own chamber in tears, and cried herself 
to sleep. She dreamed of the forbidden pleas- 
ure; and that she was seated in the gayly paint- 
ed Queen Anne, at the helm by the side of her 
long-absent sailor love, listening to his whisper- 
ed endearments, as the boat glided rapidly to- 
ward the scene of festive enjoyment, to which 
the merry pealing of bells seemed to invite her. 
At five she was awakened by a light tap at 
her chamber door, from her little brother, who 
whispered, ‘Oh, sister Bessy, it is such a love- 
ly morning, let us go and see the boats push 
off for Dunwich fair !"' 

“To what purpose ?’’ eried the mortified 
girl, ‘the sight of them will only increase my 
vexation.”’ 

“Oh, but you promised to let Arthur and 
Margaret know; and they will take it unkindly 
if you do not keep your word,”’ said Edward. 

Far wiser would it have been for the brother 
and sister if they had kept out of the way of 





temptation; but mutually compounding with 
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be no har 
in going to see the boat off, since they did not 
mean to sail with her crew, they left the pater. 
nal roof together, end tripped hand-in-hand to. 
ward the spot where the Queen Anne, with her 
new crimson pennon, lay in readiness for the 
launch, surrounded by a gayly-dressed group of 
females. young and old, in their holiday attire, 
jovial seamen, and blithe young bachelors of 
the town, among whom, but superior to them 
all, stood Arthur Blackbourne, in his sable fur 
cap with a bullion cordon and tassels. His 
nautical dress differed little in fashion from that 
of the rowers of the yawl, only that his doublet 
was of a smarter cut and finer material, and sur. 
mounted with a full ruff of Flanders lace, a piece 
of foppery in which the handsome mate of the 
Jolly Nicholas imitated the fashion of the court 
of James I., and was enabled, by his trading voy- 
ages to Antwerp and Hamburgh, to indulge with. 
out any great extravagance. He had brought 
home half-a-dozen yards of this costly adorn. 
ment and a damasked gown for the vicar’s fair 
daughter, and he communicated the fact to her 
in a loving whisper, when, after springing half. 
way up the cliff at three bounds to meet her, 
he had fondly encircled her waist with his arm, 
to aid her in the descent to the beach. ‘“ And 
the damask is white damask,” pursued he, “on 
purpose for your wedding gown; and I have a 
pocket full of silver and gold besides, to treat 
you with any thing you may fancy at Dunwich 
fair, my sweeting.”’ 

“Dear Arthur, it is of no use talking of it; 
father was very angry with me for asking his 
leave to go, and so I can not go. I told you 
how it would be!” said Elizabeth, with min- 
gled wrath and sorrow in her tones. 

The mate of the Jolly Nicholas looked trou- 
bled for a moment, and then said, ‘‘ Never mind, 
my darling girl, you shall go to Dunwich fair for 
all that, and so shall little Teddy.” 

“Oh, dear Arthur, I am so glad! 
for Dunwich fair !’’ shouted the boy. 

* Be quiet, foolish child, we can not go with- 
out my father’s leave,” said Elizabeth. 

“ Yes, yes, you can; it is but for once, and 
I will take all the blame upon myself,” cried 
Arthur Blackbourne. 

“Goodness, Arthur! I never disobeyed my 
father in my life.” 

“Then you have been a very good girl, 
Bessy, and he can not reasonably rate you for 
a first fault ; and if he does—there is the white 
damask ready bought for the wedding gown, 
and 1 am ready to take you for better or worse 
to-morrow,”’ continued Arthur, drawing the 
half-resisting, but more than half-willing girl, 
nearer and nearer to the boat at every word ; 
while Teddy, hanging on her arm, continued t 
wheedle and implore her to go. 

* It is only for once, sister Bessy ; only for 
once: father can’t kill us if we do take this one 
day’s pastime. Ob, dear, oh, dear; I shall die 
if I don’t go to Dunwich fair !”” 

“ Arthur Blackbourne, we shall lose the tide 


Harrah 





if you stand palavering there,” shouted half-a- 
dozen of the crew of the Queen Anne. 

“Arthur Blackbourne, you are to take 
charge of my niece, Joan Bates, if Bessy 
Younges doesn’t go with us,” screamed the 
shrill voice of the widow Robson, one of the 
busiest bodies in the busy borough corporate of 
Southwold two centuries ago. 

“Oh gracious, aunt! you must not interfere 
between sweethearts ;” expostulated Joan, with 
a giggle of affected simplicity. ‘‘I am sure I 
don’t wish to take Arthur Blackbourne from 
Mistress Elizabeth Younges, if he prefers her 
company to mine, and it is her intention te go 
to Dunwich fair with us; but I think she does 
not go tofairs. Parson Younges always preaches 
against them, does not he, aunt ?’’ said Joan. 

‘“* Why, to be sure he does,” cried the widow 
Robson; “so of course his daughter can not be 
seen at such a place.” 

Elizabeth turned pale with vexation at these 
observations, the drift of which she perfectly 
understeod. Margaret Blackbourne stepped 
back, and whispered in her ear, “ All that is 
said to keep you from going to Dunwich fair 
with Arthur.” 

“] shall not ask their leave if I choose to go,” 
returned Elizabeth. 

“Then pray make up your mind at once,” 
said the widow Robson, “or we shall none go, 
I fancy, as Arthur Blackbourne is the steersman 
of the Queen Anne.” 

“T am coming,” cried Arthur, drawing Eliza- 
beth toward the boat. All the female voyagers 
had now scrambled in, save Joan Bates, who 
was exercising her coquettish skill in parrying 
the advances of Bennet Allen, the town-clerk’s 
brother, with the evident design of securing the 
attentions of the handsome Arthur Blackbourne 
for the voyage. 

Four stout seamen, aided by a bare-foot, rag- 
ged rout of auxiliaries, such as are always loiter- 
ing on Southwold beach in readiness to volunteer 
their services on such occasions, now began to 
impel the boat through the breakers with the 
usual chorus of, “‘ Yeo ho—steady—yeo ho!” 
and Edward, following the example of some of 
the juvenile passengers, sprang into the boat 
with the agility of a squirrel, and a wild ery of 
delight. 

“Edward, Edward, you must not go,” ex- 
claimed his sister. 

“Hurrah for Dunwich fair!’? shouted the 
willful urchin, tossing up his cap. 

“ Arthur, help me!” cried Elizabeth. 

“ Ay, ay, by all means,” rejoined the mate of 
the Jolly Nicholas, taking her about the waist, 
apd swinging her into the boat. The next mo- 
ment he was seated by her side, and the Queen 
Anne was gayly dashing through the waves. 
Her canvas was hoisted amidst bursts of mirth, 


THE DANGERS OF DOING WRONG. 





and snatches of nautical songs, and it was said | 


that so gallant and fair a company and crew 
never before left Southwold beach. Elizabeth 


| 


} 
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in so doing reevugnized her father’s tall, bending 
figure on the centre cliff, holding up his hand in 
an authoritative manner, as if to interdict her 
voyage. It was her first act of willful disobe- 
dience, and her heart sank within her; and 
though she had triumphed over her bold rival, 
by securing the company and attentions of 
Arthur Blackbourne for the day, she felt more 
dejected than if she had been left alone on the 
beach. One black cloud, the only one in the 
silver and azure sky, now floated across the 
horizon, and appeared to hover darkly and omin- 
ously over her forsaken home, as the shores of 
Southwold receded in the distance. 

“ Arthur,” whispered she to her lover, “I do 
not tike to go to Dunwich fair so entirely against 
my father’s prohibition. Do make the boat tack, 
and set the boy Edward and me ashore.” 

“Dear heart! it is folly to think of such a 
thing ; we are opposite Dingle now.” 

“It will be only a pleasant walk back to 
Southwold for us.” 

“Very pleasant for you, perhaps; but recol- 
lect, there are twenty people besides yourself in 
the boat, and I really do not see why they should 
be put to inconvenience for your whims.” 

“ But, Arthur, you know you put me into the 
boat against my will.” 

“The more fool I,” retorted the offended 
lover. Elizabeth made an angry rejoinder, but 
instead of persisting in her purpose, she sat silent 
and sullen during the rest of the voyage. The 
merry pealing of bells from the three churches 
then remaining in Dunwich. sounded a jocund 
welcome over the waves—the old city was 
adorned with flags and green boughs in bonor 
of her chartered fair, and the tall cliffs were 
lined with gayly-dressed groups, rejoicing in 
their holiday; but these things gave no pleas- 
ure to Elizabeth. The uproarious glee of her 
brother Edward annoyed her, and finding Ar- 
thur appeared in no haste to offer her his arm, 
to assist her in ascending the lofty cliffs of Dun- 
wich, after they had landed, she took that of the 
reluctant boy and walked proudly on, without 
deigning to direct a glance toward her lover. 

“T wish you would walk with your own man, 
sister Bess,” said Edward. “I want to have 
some fun with the other boys.” 

“You are very unkind, Edward, to wish to 
desert me, when Arthur has treated me so ill. 
If it had not been for your perversity in jumping 
into the boat, and refusing to leave it, I should 
not have disobeyed my father by coming here,” 
said Elizabeth. 

“Tt is of no use thinking of that now,” re- 
joined Edward ; ‘as we are here, we had bet- 
ter enjoy ourselves.” 

Elizabeth never felt so little in the humor for 
any thing of the kind called pleasure. The want 
of sympathy, too, in her little brother, added to 
the bitterness of her feelings. She directed a 
furtive glance toward the party behind, and per- 
ceived Arthur engaged in what in these days 


Younges was perhaps the only one who looked would be called an active flirtation with her 
back with boding glances toward the town, and’ rival, Joan Bates: under these circumstances 
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she determined not to relinquish her brother’ s 
arm; but that perverse urchin, whom she had | 
so entirely loved and petted trom his cradle, with | 
the usual ingratitude of a spoiled child, took the | 
- earliest opportunity of breaking from her, and 
joining a boisterous company of boys of his own 
age. Bennet Allen then approached, and of- 
fered his arm to Elizabeth, with the mortifying 
observation, ‘‘ that as they both appeared to- be 
forsaken and forlorn, the best thing they could 
do would be to walk together.” 

The proud heart of Elizabeth was ready to 
burst at this remark, and had it been any where 
else, she would have rejected the proffered at- 
tentions of young Allen with scorn; but she felt | 
the impropriety of walking alone in a fair, and | 
silently accepted the arm of her rival's discarded | 
lover, and at the same time affected a gayety of | 
manner she was far from feeling, in the hope of | 
piquing Arthur Blackbourne. Nothing is, how- 
ever, so wearisome to both mind and body as an 
outward show of mirth when the heart is sor- 
rowful. Elizabeth Younges relapsed into long 
fits of gloom and silence, and when addressed by 
her companion, made short and ungracious an- 
swers. 

“ What a disagreeable thing a fair is,”’ said 
she, at last; ‘I no longer wonder at my father 


saying it was not a suitable place for me—how | 


I wish I were at home !”’ 


But many weary hours of noise and pleasure- | 
less excitement had to be worn away, ere the | 
party with whom Elizabeth came to Dunwich | 


would agree to return. Elizabeth’s remon- 


strances, entreaties, and anger were alike un- | 


heeded by the companions of her voyage. She 
had haughtily rejected every overture on the | 
part of Arthur toward a reconciliation, and de- 
clined to receive fairings or attentions of any 
kind from him, to manifest her indignant sense 
of the slight she had experienced from him in | 
the early part of the day; and Arthur had re- | 
torted by paying his court very ostentatiously to | 
Joan Bates. Elizabeth, neglected and alone, | 
strayed from her party, and sought a solitary | 
nook among the ivied ruins of a “monastic pile, 
whose rifted arches overhung the verge of the 
lofty cliff, where she indulged in floods of tears, 


casting from time to time hor wistful glances | 


toward Southwold, whose verdant cliffs looked | 


yourself ? 2” eried he, seizing her roughly | by the the 
| arm. 

“You have used me very ill to-day, Arthur,” 
said she, bursting into tears. 

“You are jealous and out of temper,” was 
the reply. 

“Where is my brother Edward?” sobbed 
Elizabeth, for she could not trust her voice with 
a rejoinder to this taunt. 

“In the boat, and if you do not make haste, 
we shall lose the tide.” 

“T have suffered enough for my disobedience 
to my father as it is,” said Elizabeth ; “ and oh, 
what will he say to me on my return from this 
| disgraceful expedition !” 
| “There is no time to think of that now.’ 

| rejoined Arthur, as they proceeded to the boat 
in mutual displeasure with each other. Eliza. 
| beth perceived with alarm, that boatmen and 
passengers alike were in the same state of ine. 
briation which was only too evident in Arthur. 

The beach was now a scene of tumultuous 
bustle ; a crowd of boats were putting off for 
Southwold, Walberswick, and all the other 
places along the coast for which the wind and 
tide served.” 

** Young woman,”’ said an experienced Dun- 
wich mariner who had been regarding Elizabeth 
with much interest, “ which boat are you going 
| in.” 

“The Queen Anne of Southwold,” 
reply. 

“Take an old man’s counsel and go not in 
| her to-night. She is too full of riotous head- 
strong people, and those who ought to be the 
most cool and considerate there are the worst.” 

“Oh, but I must go; I dare not remain 
longer, for I came without my father’s leave.”’ 
| “So much the worse, young girl, for you: 

no good can come of such doings,” said the 
| ancient mariner. 

“Oh, if I but reach my home in safety, I will 
| never, never so transgress again !”’ sobbed Eliza- 
beth as she took her seat among the reckless 
crew of the Queen Anne, and rested her aching 

| head against the dewy canvas which was now 
unfurled to the gay breeze that came dancing 
| over the summer waves. 

It was a night of intense beauty, and the con- 
| templation of the starry heavens above, with 





” 





was the 


so calm and peaceful i in the mellow lights of a | | that glorious moon shining in such Gveiion 
glowing sunset; but it was not till those cliffs | | splendor over the mighty expanse of heaving 
were silvered by the rising moon that the tide | blue waters, might have drawn the minds of the 
served for the return of the boats. At length, | midnight voyagers to far different themes than 
Elizabeth heard her name vociferated by many | | those which were so clamorously discussed by 
individuals of her party, and felt sorely mortified | ‘them as they glided through the murmuring 
at the publicity thus given to the fact of her | waves. The Queen Anne had shot ahead of 
being at a forbidden place. Ashamed to raise | | the swarm of sailing boats with which she left 
her voice in reply, yet painfully anxious to re- | Dunwich strand, and her thoughtless crew, with 
turn to her deserted home, she hastened from | wild excitement, continued to accelerate her 
her retreat among the ruins, and ran eagerly | perilous speed by hoisting a prees of canvas as 
toward the steep narrow path that led to the | they neared the shores of Southwold. 
beach. On the way she encountered Arthur | A dispute now occurred among them, whether 
Blackbourne, evidently the worse for his| they should land at the haven or opposite the 
revels. | town. None.of the parties were in a state to 
“ Where have you been wandering about by | form a very correct judgment as to which would 
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be the best and safest point to bring the boat to 
shore. The impertunities of Joan Bates and 
others of the female passengers, who had suf- 
fered severely from sea-sickness during the 
homeward voyage, prevailed on Arthur Black- 
bourne and a majority of the party to attempt a 
landing at the haven, and four of the boatmen 
scrambling through the surf proceeded to fix their 
rope and grapples, to bring the boat to shore. 

They were resisted by such of the men as were 
for landing opposite the town, and with reason, 
for the tide was rushing with great force into the 
river Blythe. Arthur Blackbourne had seized 
one of the oars to assist in effecting a landing 
on that perilous spot. Elizabeth Younges, 
who perceived a cable lying athwart the haven, 
started up in an agony of terror, caught him 
by the arm, and entreated him to desist. Ar- 
thur, attributing her opposition to angry ex- 
citement of temper, rudely shook off her hold 
and exerted a double portion of energy to ac- 
complish his object, and just at the fatal moment 
when the men carelessly let go the rope, im- 
pelled the boat into immediate contact with the 
obstacle of which Elizabeth was about to warn 
him. The next instant all were struggling with 
the roaring tide. The slumbering village of Wal- 
berswick was startled with the death-shrieks of 
that devoted company. The anxious watchers 
on Southwold cliff, the parents, relatives, and 
friends of the hapless voyagers, echoed back 
their cries in hopeless despair. Then there 
was the impulsive rush of men, women, and 
children toward the spot where they had seen 
the boat capsized. In less than ten minutes the 
swift-footed neared it, but ere then, the dread 
gulf which divides time from eternity had al- 
ready been passed by each and all, save one, 
of those who sailed so gayly from the town that 
morn. Lovers and rivals, passengers and crew, 
were united in a watery grave. The solitary 
survivor was Arthur Blackbourne. 

The register of Southwold for the year 1616 
contains the record of this tragedy of domestic 
life, penned with mournful minuteness by the 
faithful hand of the bereaved parent of two of 
the victims, Christopherus Younges, the Vicar 
of Southwold: we copy it verbatim from the 
tear-stained page. 

“The names of those who were drowned and 
found again. They were drowned in the haven 
coming from Donwich fayer, on St. James's day 
in a bote, by reason of one cable lying overwharf 
the haven, for by reason the men that brought 
them down was so negligent, that when they 
were redie to come ashore the bote broke lose, 
and so the force of the tide carried the bote 
against the cable and so overwhelmed. The 
number of them were xxii, but they were not 
all found. The widow Robson, Johne Bates, 
Mary Yewell, Susan Frost, Margaret Black- 
bourne and the widow Taylor, were all buried 
on the 26th day of July, being all cast away, 
coming from Donwick fayer, on St. James’s daye. 





daie, Goodie Kerrison same daie. Edward and 
Elizabeth Younges, daughter and son to me, 
C. Younges, vicar and minister, was buried the 
31st Dae of Julie. 

** All these were found again in this towne and 
buried.” — Southwold | Register ; A.D. 1616. 


ANECDOTES OF NAPOLEON. 
BY THE LATE LORD HOLLAND.* 
HIS EARLY PURSUITS. 

APOLEON was born at Ajaccio in 1769. 

It was affirmed by many that he was at 
least a year older, and concealed his real age 
from an unwillingness to acknowledge his birth 
in Corsica, at a period when that island formed 
no part of the French dominions. The story is 
an idle one. A yet more idle one was circu- 
lated that he had been baptized by the name of 
Nicholas, but from apprehension of ridicule con- 
verted it, when he rose to celebrity, into Na- 
poleon. The printed exercises of the military 
school of Brienne, of the years 1780, 1781, 1783, 
preserved in the Bibliothéque at Paris, represent 
him as proficient in history, algebra, geography, 
and dancing, under the name of Buona-Parte 
de l'Isle de Corse; sometimes d’Ajaccio en 
Corse. Many traits of his aspiring and am- 
bitious character. even in early youth, have 
been related, and Pozzo di Borgo quoted (1826) 
a conversation with him when 18 years of age, 
in which, after inquiring and learning the state 
of Italy, he exclaimed, “‘Then I have not been 
deceived, and with two thousand soldiers a man 
might make himself king (Principe) of that 
country.”’ The ascendency he acquired over 
his family and companions, long before his great 
talents had emerged from obscurity, were for- 
merly described to me by Cardinal Fesch and 
Louis Bonaparte, and have been confirmed 
since by the uniform testimony of such as knew 
him during his residence in Corsica, or before 
his acquaintance with Barras, the Director. 
When at home he was extremely studious, ar- 
dent in some pursuit, either literary or scientific, 
which he communicated to no one. At his 
meals, which he devoured rapidly, he was silent, 
and apparently absorbed in his own thoughts. 
Yet he was generally consulted on all questions 
affecting the interests of any branch of his fam- 
ily, and on all such occasions was attentive, 
friendly, decisive, and judicious. He wrote at 
a very early period of his life, a History of Cor- 
sica, and sent the manuscript to the Abbé Ray- 
| nal, with a flourishing letter, soliciting the honor 
of his acquaintance, and requesting his opinion 
of the work. The abbé acknowledged the let- 
ter, and praised the performance, but Napoleon 
never printed it. Persons who have dined with 
him at taverns and coffee-houses when it was 
convenient to him not to pay his reckoning, 
have assured me, that though the youngest and 
poorest, he always obtained, without exacting 

* From a volume of Foreign Reminiscences, by Hen- 
ry Richard Lord Holland, edited by his son, Henry Ed- 
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Julye. Bennett Allen was buried sthe 30th | 


ward Lord Holland,—in the press of Messrs. Harper and 
Brothers, and soon to be published. 
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it, a sort of deference or even submission from 
the rest of the company. Though never parsi- 
monious, he was at that period of his life ex- 
tremely attentive to the details of expense, the 
price of provisions, and of other necessary arti- 
cles, and, in short, to every branch of domestic 
economy. The knowledge thus early acquired 
in such yaatters, was useful to him in a more 
exalted station. He cultivated and even made 
a parade of his information in subsequent periods 
of his career, and thus sometimes detected and 
frequently prevented embezzlement in the ad- 
ministration of public accounts. 


HIS ATTENTION TO DETAILS. 


Nothing could exceed the order and regular- 
ity with which his household both as consul 
and emperor was conducted. The great things 
he accomplished, and the savings he made, 
without even the imputation of avarice or mean- 
ness, with the sum comparatively inconsiderable 
of fifteen millions of francs a year, are marvel- 
ous, and expose his successors, and indeed all 
European princes to the reproach of negligence 
or incapacity. In this branch of his govern- 
ment, he owed much to Duroe. It is said, that 
they often visited the markets of Paris (les 
halles) dressed in plain ciothes and early in the 
morning. When any great accounts were to 
be submitted to the emperor, Duroc would ap- 
prise him in secret of some of the minutest 
details. By an adroit allusion to them or a 
careless remark on the points upon which he 
had received such recent and accurate informa- 
tion, Napoleon contrived to impress his audience 
with a notion that the master’s eye was every 
where. For instance, when the Tuilleries were 
furnished, the upholsterer’s charges, though not 
very exorbitant, were suspected by the emperor 
to be higher than the usual profit of that trade 
would have warranted. He suddenly asked 
some minister, who was with him, how much 
the egg at the end of the bell-rope should cost ? 
“ J’ignore,” was the answer. “ Eh bien! nous 
verrons,”’ said he, and then cut off the ivory 
handle, called for a valet, and bidding him dress 
himeelf in plain and ordinary clothes, and neither 
divulge his immediate commission or general 
employment to any living soul, directed him 
to inquire the price of such articles at several 
shops in Paris, and to order a dozen as for him- 
self. They were one-third less dear than those 
furnished to the palace. The emperor, infer- 
ring that the same advantage had been taken 
in the other articles, struck a third off the whole 
charge, and directed the tradesman to be in- 
formed that it was done at his express com- 
mand, because on inspection, he had himself 
discovered the charges to be by one-third too 
exorbitant. When afterward, in the height of 
his glory, he visited Caen, with the Empress 
Maria Louisa, and a train of crowned heads 
and princes, his old friend, M. Mechin, the 
Prefect, aware of his taste for detail, waited 
upon him with five statistical tables of the ex- 
penditure, revenue, prices, produce, and com- 





merce of the department. “C'est bon,” said 
he, when he received them the evening of his 
arrival, “vous et moi nous ferons bien de Vesprit 
sur tout cela demain au Conseil.” According. 
ly, he astonished all the leading proprietors of 
the department at the meeting next day, by his 
minute knowledge of the prices of good and bad 
cider, and of the produce and other circum. 
stances of the various districts of the depart- 
ment. Even the royalist gentry were impressed 
with a respect for his person, which gratitude 
for the restitution of their lands had failed to 
inspire, and which, it must be acknowledged, 
the first faint hope of vengeance against their 
enemies entirely obliterated in almost every 
member of that intolerant faction. 

Other princes have shown an equal fondness 
for minute details with Napoleon, but here is 
the difference. The use they made of their 
knowledge was to torment their inferiors and 
weary their company: the purpose to which 
Napoleon applied it was to confine the expenses 
of the state to the objects and interests of the 
community. 


NAPOLEON'S POWERS OF MEMORY. 


His powers of application and memory seemed 
almost preternatural. There was scarcely a 
man in France, and none in employment, with 
whose private history, characters, and qualifica- 
tions, he was not acquainted. He had, when 
emperor, notes and tables, which he called the 
moral statistics of his empire. He revised and 
corrected them by ministerial reports, private 
conversation, and correspondence. He received 
all letters himself, and what seems incredible, 
he read and recollected all that he received. 
He slept little, and was never idle one instant 
when awake. When he had an hour for diver- 
sion, he not unfrequently employed it in looking 
over a book of logarithms, which he acknowl- 
edged, with some surprise, was at all seasons of 
his life a recreation to him. So retentive was 
his memory of numbers, that sums over which 
he had once glanced his eye were in his mind 
ever after. He recollected the respective produce 
of all taxes through every year of his administra- 
tion, and could, at any time, repeat any one of 
them, even to the centimes. ‘Thus his detection 
of errors in accounts appeared marvelous, and 
he often indulged in the pardonable artifice of 
displaying these faculties in a way to create a 
persuasion that his vigilance was almost super- 
natural. In running over an account of expen- 
diture, he perceived the rations of a battalion 
charged on a certain day at Besancon. ‘ Mais 
le bataillon n’était pas la,” said he, “il y a er- 
reur.””. The minister, recollecting that the em- 
peror had been at the time out of France, and 
confiding in the regularity of his subordinate 
agents, persisted that the battalion must have 
been at Besancon. Napoleon insisted on further 
inquiry. It turned out to be a fraud and not a 
mistake. The peculating accountant was dis- 
missed, and the scrutinizing spirit of the emperor 
circulated with the anecdote through every branch 
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of the public service, in a way to deter every 
clerk from committing the slightest error, from 
fear of immediate detection. His knowledge, in 
other matters, was often as accurate and nearly 
as surprising. Not only were the Swiss depu- 
ties in 1801 astonished at his familiar acquaint- 
ance with the history, laws, and usages of their 
country, Which seemed the result of a life of 
research, but even the envoys from the insigni- 
ficant Republic of San Marino, were astonished 
at finding that he knew the families and feuds 
of that small community, and diseoursed on the 
respective views, conditions, and interests of 
parties and individuals, as if he had been educated 
in the petty squabbles and local polities of that 
diminutive society. I remember a simple native 
of that place told me in 1814 that the phenome- 
non was accounted for by the Saint of the town 
appearing to him over-night, in order to assist 
his deliberations. 


HIS ENOWLEDGE OF NAVAL AFFAIRS. 


Some anecdotes related to me by the distin- 
guished officer who conveyed him in the Un- 
daunted to Elba, in 1814, prove the extent, 
variety, and accuracy of knowledge of Napoleon. 
On his first arrival on the coast, in company with 
Sir Neil Campbell, an Austrian and a Russian 
commissioner, Captain Usher waited upon him, 
and was invited to dinner. He conversed much 
on naval affairs, and explained the plan he had 
once conceived of forming a vast fleet of 160 
ships-of-the-line. He asked Captain Usher if he 
did not think it would have been practicable ; 
and Usher answered, that with the immense 
means he then commanded, he saw no impos- 
sibility in building and manning any number of 
ships, but his difficulty would have consisted in 
forming thorough seamen as distinguished from 
what we call smooth-water sailors. Napoleon 
replied that he had provided for that also; he 
had organized exercises for them afloat, not only 
in harbor, but in smaller vessels near the coast, 
by which they might have been trained to go 
through, even in rough weather, the most arduous 
manauvres of seamanship, which he enumerated ; 
and he mentioned among them the keeping a 
ship clear of her anchors in a heavy sea. The 
Austrian, who suspected Napoleon of talking in 
general upon subjects he imperfectly understood, 
acknowledging his own ignorance, asked him 
the meaning of the term, the nature of the diffi- 
culty, and the method of surmounting it. On 
this the emperor took up two forks, and explained 
the problem in seamanship, which is not an easy 
one, in so short, scientific, and practical a way, 
that Captain Usher asst -ed me he knew none 
but professional men, and very few of them, who 
could off-hand have given so perspicuous, sea- 
manlike, and satisfactory solution of the question. 
Any board of officers would have inferred, from 
such an exposition, that the person making it 
had received a naval education, and was a prac- 
tical seaman. Yet how different were the ob- 
jects on which the mind of Napoleon must have 


‘been long, as well as recently, employed ! 





On the same voyage, when the propriety of 
putting into a harbor of Corsica was under dis- 
cussion, and the want of a pilot urged as an 
objection, Napoleon described the depth of water, 
shoals, currents, bearings, and anchorage, with 
a minuteness which seemed as if he had himself 
acted in that capacity ; and which, on reference 
to the charts, was found scrupulously accurate. 
When his cavalry and baggage arrived at Porto 
Ferrajo, the commander of the transports said 
that he had been on the point of putting into a 
creek near Genoa (which he named, but I have 
forgotten) ; upon hearing which Napoleon ex- 
claimed, “It is well you did not; it is the worst 
place in the Mediterranean; you would not have 
got to sea again for a month or six weeks.” He 
then proceeded to allege reasons for the difficulty, 
which were quite sufficient if the peculiarities of 
the little bay were really such as he described ; 
but Captain Usher, having never heard of them 
during his service in the Mediterranean, sus- 
pected that the emperor was mistaken, or had 
confounded some report he had heard from 
mariners in his youth. When, however, he men- 
tioned the circumstance many years afterward 
to Captain Dundas, who had recently cruised in 
the Gulf of Genoa, that officer confirmed the 
report of Napoleon in all its particulars, and ex- 
pressed astonishment at its correctness. “‘ For” 
(said he), “1 thought it a discovery of my own, 
having ascertained all you have just told me 
about that creek, by observation and experience.”’ 


HIS INDUSTRY AND CURIOSITY. 


Great as was his appetite for knowledge, his 
memory in retaining, and his quickness in ap- 
plying it, his labor both in acquiring and using 
it was equal to them. In application to busi- 
ness he could wear out the men most inured to 
study. In the deliberations on the Code Civil, 
many of which lasted ten, twelve, or fifteen 
hours without intermission, he was always the 
last whose attention flagged; and he was so 
little disposed to spare himself trouble, that 
even in the Moscow campaign he sent regular- 
ly to every branch of administration in Paris 
directions in detail, which in every government 
but his would, both from usage and conven- 
ience, have been left to the discretion of the 
superintending minister, or to the common rou- 
tine of business. This and other instances of 
his diligence are more wonderful than praise- 
worthy. He had established an office with 
twelve clerks, and Mounier at their head, whose 
sole duty it was to extract, translate, abridge, 
and arrange under heads the contents of our 
English newspapers. He charged Mounier to 
omit no abuse of him, however coarse or viru- 
lent ; no charge, however injurious or malig- 
nant. As, however, he did not specify the 
empress, Mounier, who reluctantly complied 
with his orders, ventured to suppress, or, at 
least, to soften any phrases about her; but Na- 
poleon questioned others on the contents of the 
English papers ; detected Mounier and his com- 
mittee in their mutilations of the articles, and 
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forbade them to withhold any intelligence or 
any censure they met with in the publications 
which they were appointed to examine, Yet 
with all this industry, and with the multiplicity 
of topics which engaged his attention, he sound 
time for private and various reading. His 
librarian was employed for some time every 
morning in replacing maps and books which his 
unwearied and insatiable curiosity had consulted 
before breakfast. He read all letters whatever 
addressed to himself, whether in his private or 
public capacity ; and it must, I believe, be ac- 
knowledged, that he often took the same liberty | 
with those directed to other people. He had 

indulged in that unjustifiable practice* before 

his elevation, and such was his impatience to 

open both parcels and letters, that, however 

employed, he could seldom defer the gratifica- 

tion of his curiosity an instant after either came 

under his notice or his reach. Josephine, and | 
others, well acquainted with his habits, very par- | 
donably took some advantage of this propensity. 
Matters which she feared to mention to him 
were written and directed to her, and the let- 
ters unopened left in his way. He often com- 
plied with wishes which he thought he had 
detected by an artifice, more readily than had | 
they been presented in the form of claim, peti- | 
tion, or request. He liked to know every | 
thing; but he liked all he did to have the ap- | 
pearance of springing entirely from himself, | 
feeling, like many others in power, an unwill- | 
ingness to encourage even those they love in an 

opinion that they have an influence over them, | 
or that there is any certain channel to their | 
favor. His childish eagerness about cases led, 

in one instance, to a gracious act of playful | 
munificence. He received notice of the arrival | 
of a present from Constantinople, in society 
with the empress and other ladies. He ordered 
the parcel t to be brought up, and instantly tore 
it open with his own hand. It contained a 
large aigrette of diamonds which he broke into 
various pieces, and he then threw the largest 
into her imperial majesty’s lap, and some into 
that of every lady in the circle. 








HIS LITERARY TASTE AND ACQUIREMENTS. 


Among his projects were many connected 
with the arts and with literature. They were 
all, perhaps, subservient to political purposes, 
generally gigantic, abruptly prepared, and, in 
all likelihood, as suddenly conceived. Many 
were topics of conversation and subjects for 
speculation, not serious, practical, or digested 
designs. Though not insensible to the arts or 
to literature, he was suspected latterly of con- 
sidering them rather as political engines or em- 
bellishments, than as sources of enjoyment. M. 
de Talleyrand, and several artists concurred in 
saying, that “il avait le sentiment du grand, 
mais non pas celui du beau.”” He had written 
“bon sujet d’un tableau,” opposite to some 
passage in Letourneur’s translation of Ossian, 
and he had certainly a passion for that poem. 


* Denon, Mechin, and others. ~ + Mechin. 
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His censure on David, for choosing the battle at 
the straits of Thermopyle as a subject for a 
picture, was that of a general rather than con. 
noisseur : it smelt, if I may say so, of his shop ; 
though, perhaps, the real motive for it was dis. 
like to the republican artist, and distaste to an 
act of national resistance against a great mil- 
itary invader. “A bad subject,” said he- 
“after all, Leonidas was turned.’ He had the 
littleness to expect to be prominent in every 
picture of national victories of his time, and 
was displeased at a painting of an action jn 
Egypt for Madame Murat, in which her wound. 
ed husband was the principal figure. Power 
made him impatient of contradiction,* even jn 
trifles; and, latterly, he did not like his taste in 
music, for which he had no turn, to be disputed. 
His proficiency in literature has been variously 
stated. He had read much, but had written 
little. In the mechanical part he was certainly 
no adept; his handwriting was nearly illegible. 
Some would fain persuade me that that fault 
was intentional, and merely an artifice to con- 
ceal his bad spelling; that he could form his 


| letters well if he chose, but was unwilling to 


let his readers know too exactly the use he 
made of them. His orthography was certainly 
not correct ; that of few Frenchmen, not pro- 
fessed authors, was so thirty years ago : but his 
brothers Lucien and Louis, both literary men, 
and both correct in their orthography, write a 
similar hand, and nearly as bad a one as he did, 
probably for the same reason; viz., that they 


can not write a better without great pains and 
loss of time. 
Napoleon, when consul and emperor, seldom 


wrote, but he dictated much. It was difficult 
to follow him, and he often objected to any re- 
vision of what he had dictated. 


HIS RELIGIOUS SENTIMENTS. 


Whatever were the religious sentiments of 
this extraordinary man, such companions were 
likely neither to fix nor to shake, to sway nor 
to alter them. I have been at some pains to 
ascertain the little that can be known of his 
thoughts on such subjects; and though it is not 
very satisfactory, it appears to me worth record- 
ing. 

In the early periods of the revolution, he, in 
common with many of his countrymen, conform- 
ed to the fashion of treating all such matters, 
both in conversation and action, with levity and 
even derision. In his subsequent career, like 
most men exposed to wonderful vicissitudes, he 
professed half in jest and half in earnest a sort 
of confidence in fatalism and predestination 
But on some solemn public occasions, and yet 
more in private and sober discussion, he not 
only gravely disclaimed and reproved infidelity, 


* He was not #0, however, either in deliberation or 
discussion, at Jeast when the matter was invited by him- 
self. He allowed his ministers to comment upon, and 
even to object to measures in contemplation (provided 
they acquiesced in them when adopted) in free and even 
strong terms, and he liked those he questioned on facts 
or opinions to enswer without compliment or reserve 
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but both by actions and words implied his con- 
viction that a conversion to religious enthusiasm 
might befall himself cr any other man. He had 
more than tolerance—he had indulgence and 
respect for extravagant and ascetic notions of 
religious duty. He grounded that feeling, not 
on their soundness or their truth, but on the un- 
certainty of what our minds may be reserved 
for, on the possibility of our being prevailed 
upon to admit and even to devote ourselves to 
tenets which at first excite our derision. It has | 
been observed that there was a tincture of 
Italian superstition in his character, a sort of 
conviction from reason that the doctrines of 
revelation were not true, and yet a persuasion, 
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her triumph, Philosophy exclaim, “ pauvre hu- 
manité,”” more impartial skepticism despair of 
discovering the motive, but truth and history 
must, I believe, acknowledge the fact. M. de 
Talleyrand, who, on hearing of his death, spoke 
of his mental endowments, added the following 
remarks : 

“His career is the most extraordinary that 
has occurred for one thousand years. He com- 
mitted three capital faults, and to them his fall, 
searce less extraordinary than his elevation, is 
to be ascribed—Spain, Russia, and the Pope. 
I say the Pope ; for his coronation, the acknowl- 
edgment by the spiritual head of Christendom 
that he, a little lieutenant of Corsica, was the 


or at least an apprehension that he might live to | chief sovereign of Europe, from whatever mo- 
think them so. He was satisfied that the seeds | tive it proceeded, was the most striking consum- 
of belief were deeply sown in the human heart. | mation of glory that could happen to an indi- 
[t was on that principle that he permitted and | vidual. After adopting that mode of displaying 
justified, though he did not dare to authorize his greatness and crowning his achievements, 
the revival of La Trappe and other austere or- | he should never, for objects comparatively in- 
ders. He contended that they might operate | significant, have stooped to vex and persecute 
as a safety-valve for the fanatical and visionary | the same Pontiff. He thereby outraged the 
ferment which would otherwise burst forth and | feelings of the very persons whose enmity had 
disturb society. In his remarks on the death of | been softened, and whose imagination had been 
Duroc and in the reasons he alleged against | dazzled by that brilliant event. Such were his 
suicide, both in calm and speculative discussion ; capital errors. Those three apart, he commit- 
and in moments of strong emotion (such as oc- | ted few others in policy, wonderfully few, con- 


curred at Fontainbleau in 1814), he implied a | 
belief both in fatality and providence. 

In the programme of his coronation, a part 
of the ceremony was to consist in his taking the 
communion. But when the plan was submitted 
to him, he, to the surprise of those who had 
drawn it, was absolntely indignant at the sug- 
gestion. ‘* No man,”’ he said, “had the means 
of knowing, or had the right to say, when or 
where he would take the Sacrament, or whether 
he would or not.’? On this occasion, he added 
that he would not,* nor did he ! 

There is some mystery about his conduct in 
similar respects at St. Helena, and during the 


sidering the multiplicity of interests he had to 
manage, and the extent, importance, and rapid- 
ity of the events in which he was engaged. He 
was certainly a great, an extraordinary man, 
nearly as extraordinary in his qualities as in his 
career; at least, so upon reflection I, who have 
seen him near and much, am disposed to con- 
sider him. He was clearly the most extraordi- 
nary man I ever saw, and I believe the most 
extraordinary man that has lived in our age, or 
for many ages.” 





A CRISIS IN THE AFFAIRS OF MR. 
JOHN BULL. 





last days of his life. He certainly had mass| r J 
celebrated in his chapel while he was well, and | * Raf Se Gg ala REN” 


in his bedroom when ill. But though I have | Ms BULL and her rising family were seat- 
reason to believe that the last Sacraments were | ed round the fire, one November evening 
actually administered to him privately, a few | at dusk, when all was mud, mist, and darkness, 
days before his death, and probably after con- out of doors, and a good deal of fog had even 
fession, yet Count Montholon, from whom I | got into the family parlor. To say the trath, 
derive indirectly my information, also stated that |the parlor was on no occasion fog-proof, and 
he received Napoleon’s earnest and distinct di- | had, at divers notable times, been so misty as 
rections to conceal all the preliminary prepara- | to cause the whole Bull family to grope about, 
tions for that melancholy ceremony from all his in a most confused manner, and make the 
other companions, and even to enjoin the priest, | strangest mistakes. But, there was an excel- 
if questioned, to say he acted by Count Montho- | lent ventilator over the family fire-place (not 
lon’s orders, but had no knowledge of the Em- | one of Dr. Arnott’s, though it was of the same 
peror’s wishes. class, being an excellent invention, called Com- 

It seems as if he had some desire for such , mon Sense), and hence, though the fog was apt 
assurance as the church could give, but yet was to get into the parlor through a variety of 
ashamed to own it. He knew that some at St. | chinks, it soon got out again, and left the Bulls 
Helena, and more in France, would deem his | at liberty to see what o'clock it was, by the 
recourse to such consolation, infirmity ; perhaps | solid, steady-going, family time-piece: which 
he deemed it so himself. Religion may sing | went remarkably well in the long ne though 

T Wil’ chatdaauaht TA sales ; >, | it was apt, at times, to be a trifle too slow. 
er a ene eds we dies aid cantatas Mr. Bull was dozing in his easy chair, with 


fear of the army, others to a secret and conscientious : . 
aversion to what he deemed in his heart a profanation. | his pooket-handkerchief drawn over his head. 
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Mrs. Bull, always industrious, was hard at| don!” said Mrs. Bull, emphatically. “If there 
work, knitting. The children were grouped in| were any candles or candlesticks in the spirit 


various attitudes around the blazing fire. Mas- | 


ter C. J. London (called after his God-father), | 


who had been rather late at his exercise, sat | 
with his chin resting, in something of a thought- 
ful and penitential manner, on his slate resting 
on his knees. 
the little Bulls, and a noisy, overgrown lad— | 
was making a tremendous uproar across the | 
yard, with a new plaything. Occasionally, | 
when his noise reached the ears of Mr. Bull, | 
the good gentleman moved impatiently in his | 
chair, and muttered “ Con—found that boy in | 
the stripes, I wish he wouldn’t make such a | 
fool of himself!” | 

“He'll quarrel with his new toy soon, I | 
know,” observed the discreet Mrs. Bull, “ and | 
then he'll begin to knock it about. But we | 
mustn’t expect to find old heads on young | 
shoulders.” 

“That can’t be, ma,” said Master C. J. | 
London, who was a sleek, shining-faced boy. 

“ And why, then, did you expect to find an | 
oid head on Young England’s shoulders ?”’ re- | 
torted Mrs. Bull, turning quickly on him. 

“I didn’t expect to find an old head on | 
Young England’s shoulders!” cried Master C. | 


J. London, putting his left-hand knuckles to his 
| other Tom-fooleries and make a perfect Guy 


right eye. 


“You didn’t expect it, you naughty boy 9” | 


said Mrs. Bull. 

““No!” whimpered Master C. J. London, 
*T am sure I never did. Oh, oh, oh!” 

“Don’t go on in that way, don’t !’’ said Mrs. 
Bull, “‘ but behave better in future. What did | 
you mean by playing with Young England at 
all ?” 

“T didn’t mean any harm !”’ cried Master C. 
J. London, applying, in his increased distress, 
the knuckles of his right hand to his right eye, 
arid the knuckles of his left hand to his left 
eye. 

“fT dare say you didn’t!” returned Mrs. Bull. 
“*Hadn’t you had warning enough, about play- 
ing with candles and candlesticks? How often | 
had you been toid that your poor father’s house, 
long before you were born, was in danger of 
being reduced to ashes by candles and candle- 
sticks? And when Young England and his 
companions began to put their shirts on, over 
their clothes, and to play all sorts of fantastic 
tricks in them, why didn’t you come and tell 
your poor father and me, like a dutiful C. J. 
London ?” 

“Because the Rubric—” Master C. J. Lon- 
don was beginning, when Mrs. Bull took him 
up short. 

“Don’t talk to me about the Rubric, or you'll 
make it worse!” said Mrs. Bull, shaking her 
head at him ‘Just exactly what the Rubric 
meant then, it means now; and just exactly 
what it didn’t mean then, it don’t mean now. 
You are taught to act, according to the spirit, 
not the letter; and you know what its spirit 


Young Jonathan—a cousin of | 





must be, or you wouldn’t be. No, C. J. Lon- 


of your lesson-book, Master Wiseman would 
have been my boy, and not you!” 

Here, Master C. J. London fell a-crying 
more grievously than before, sobbing, “ Ob, 
ma! Master Wiseman with his red legs, your 
boy! Oh, oh, oh!”’ ' 

“Will you be quiet,” returned Mrs. Bull, 
‘and let your poor father rest? I am ashamed 
of you. Yow to go and play with a parcel of 
sentimental girls, and dandy boys! Is that 
your bringing up?” 

“I didn’t know they were fond of Master 
Wiseman,” protested Master C. J. London, still 
crying. 

“You didn’t know, sir!” retorted Mrs. Bull 
“Don’t tell me! Then you ought to have 
known. Other people knew. You were told 
often enough, at the time, what it would come 
to. You didn’t want a ghost, I suppose, to 
warn you that when they got to candlesticks, 
they'd get to candles; and that when they got 
to eandles, they’d get to lighting em; and 
that when they began to put their shirts on 
outside, and to play at monks and friars, it was 
as natural that Master Wiseman should be en- 
couraged to put on a pair of red-stockings, and 
a red hat, and to commit I don’t know what 


Fawkes of himself in more ways than one. Is 
it because you are a Bull, that you are not to be 
roused till they shake scarlet close to your very 
eyes ?” said Mrs. Bull indignantly. 

Master C. J. London still repeating “ Oh, oh, 
oh!” in a very plaintive manner, screwed his 
knuckles into his eyes until there appeared con- 
siderable danger of his screwing his eyes out of 
his head. But, little John (who though of a 
spare figure was a very spirited boy), started 
up from the little bench on which he sat; gave 
Master C. J. London a hearty pat on the back 
(accompanied, however, with a slight poke in 
the ribs) ; and told him that if Master Wise- 
man, or Young England, or any of those fel- 
lows, wanted any thing for himself, he (little 
John) was the boy to give it him. Hereupon, 
Mrs. Bull, who was always proud of the child, 
and always had been, since his measure was 
first taken for an entirely new suit of clothes to 
wear in Commons, could not refrain from catch- 
ing him up on her knee and kissing him with 
great affection, while the whole family express- 
ed their delight in various significant ways. 

“You are a noble boy, little John,” said 
Mrs. Bull, with a mother’s pride, “and that’s 
the fact, after every thing is said and done!” 

“*] don’t know about that, ma ;” quoth little 
John, whose blood was evidently up; “ but if 
these chaps and their backers, the Bulls of 
Rome—”’ 

Here Mr. Bull, who was only half asleep, 
kicked out in such an alarming manner, that for 
some seconds, his boots gyrated fitfully all over 
the family hearth, filling the whole circle with 
consternation. For, when Mr Bull did kick. 
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his kick was tremendous. And he always kick- |} erty, progress, social welfare and happiness, 


ed, when the Bulls of Rome were mentioned. 

Mrs. Bull holding up her finger as an in. | 
junction to the children to keep quiet, sagely | 
observed Mr. Bull from the opposite side of the | 
fire-place, until he calmly dozed again, when 
she recalled the scattered family to their former 

itions, and spoke in a low tone. 

“You must be very careful,” said the worthy 
lady, “how you mention that name; for, your 

r father has so many unpleasant experiences 
of those Bulls of Rome—Bless the man! he’ll 
do somebody a mischief.” 

Mr. Bull, lashing out again more violently | 
than before, upset the fender, knocked down | 
the fire-irons, kicked over the brass footman, 
and, whisking his silk handkerchief off his head, 
chased the Pussy on the rug clean out of the 
room into the passage, and so out of the street- 
door into the night; the Pussy having (as was 
well known to the children in general), origin- 
ally strayed from the Bulls of Rome into Mr. 





Bull’s assembled family. After the achieve- 
ment of this crowning feat, Mr. Bull came 
back, and in a highly excited state performed a 
sort of war-dance in his top-boots, all over the 
parlor. Finally, he sank into his arm-chair, 
and covered himself up again. 

Master C. J. London, who was by no means 
sure that Mr. Bull in his heat would not come 
down upon him for the lateness of his exercise, 
took refuge behind his slate and behind little 
John, who was a perfect game-ccck. But, 
Mr. Bull having concluded his war-dance with- 
out injury to any one, the boy crept out. wigh the 
rest of the family, to the knees of Mrs. Bull, who 


thus addressed them, taking little John into her | 


lap before she began : 

“The B.’s of R.,” said Mrs. Bull, getting, by 
this prudent device, over the obnoxious words, 
“caused your poor father a world of trouble, be- 
fore any one of you were born. They pretended 


to be related to us, and to have some influence | 


in our family; but it can’t be allowed for a 
single moment—nothing will ever induce your 
poor father to hear of it; let them disguise or 
constrain themselves now and then, as they will, 





they are, by nature, an insolent, audacious, op- 
pressive, intolerable race.” 

Here little John doubled his fists, and began | 
squaring at the Bulls of Rome, as he saw those | 
pretenders with his mind's eye. Master C. J. | 
London, after some considerable reflection, made 
a show of squaring, likewise. 

“In the days of your great, great, great, 
great, grandfather,” said Mrs. Bull, dropping 
her voice still lower, as she glanced at Mr. 
Bull in his repose, “the Bulls of Rome were 
not so utterly hateful to our family as they are 
at present. We didn’t know them so well, 
and our family were very ignorant and low in 
the world. But, we have gone on advancing 
in every generation since then; and now we 
are taught, by all our family history and ex- 
perience, and by the most limited exercise of 
our rational faculties, That our knowledge, lib- | 
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are wholly irreconcilable and inconsistent with 
them. That the Bulls of Rome are not only 
the enemies of our family, but of the whole hu- 
man race. That wherever they go, they per- 
petuate misery, oppression, darkness, and ignor- 
ance. That they are easily made the tools of 
the worst of men for the worst of purposes ; 
and that they can not be endured by your poor 
father, or by any man, woman, or child, of 
common sense, who has the least connection 
with us.” 

Little John, who had gradually left off squar- 
ing, looked hard at his aunt, Miss Eringobragh, 
Mr. Bull's sister, who was groveling on tho 
ground, with her head in the ashes. This un- 
fortunate lady had been, for a length of time, 
in a horrible condition of mind and body, and 
presented a most lamentable spectacle of dis- 
ease, dirt, rags, superstition, and degradation. 

Mrs. Bull, observing the direction of the 
child’s glance, smoothed little John’s hair, and 
directed her next observations to him. 

“ Ah! You may well look at the poor thing, 
John!” said Mrs. Bull ; “for the Bulls of Rome 
have had far too much to do with her present 
state. There have been many other causes at 
work to destroy the strength of her constitution, 
but the Bulls of Rome have been at the bottom 
of it; and, depend upon it, wherever you see a 
condition at all resembling hers, you will find, 
on inquiry, that the sufferer has allowed herself 
to be dealt with by the Bulls of Rome. The 
cases of squalor and ignorance, in all the world 
most like your aunt’s, are to be found in their 
own household ; on the steps of their doors; in 
the heart of their homes. In Switzerland, you 
may cross a line no broader than a bridge or a 
hedge, and know, in an instant, where the Bulls 
of Rome have been received, by the condition of 
the family. Wherever the Bulls of Rome have 
the most influence, the family is sure to be the 
most abject. Put your trust in those Bulls, John, 
and it’s the inevitable order and sequence of 
things, that you must come to be something like 
your aunt, sooner or later.” 

“‘T thought the Bulls of Rome had got into 
difficulties and run away, ma?” said little John, 
looking up into his mother’s face inquiringly. 

“Why, so they did get into difficulties, to be 
sure, John,” returned Mrs. Bull, “and so they 
did ran away, but, even the Italians, who had 
got thoroughly used to them, found them out, and 
they were obliged to go and hide in a cupboard, 
where they still talked big through the key-hole, 
and presented one of the most contemptible and 
ridiculous exhibitions that ever were seen on 
earth. However, they were taken out of the 
cupboard by some friends of theirs—friends, in- 
deed! who care as much about them as I do for 
the sea-serpent; but who happened, at the mo- 
ment, to find it necessary to play at soldiers, to 
amuse their fretful children, who didn’t know 
what they wanted, and, what was worse, would 
have it—and so the Bulls got back to Rome. 
And at Rome they are any thing but safe to 


ERR ERS RR SY Ra tee Sieg OR 


ug 





‘ 


HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE. 


stay, as you'll find, my dear, one of these odd 
mornings.” 

“Then, if they are so unsafe, and so found 
out, ma,”’ said Master C. J. London, “how 
come they to interfere with us, now ?”’ 

“Oh, C. J. London!” returned Mrs. Bull, 
‘‘ what a sleepy child you must be to put such a 
question ! Don’t you know that the more they 
are found out, and the weaker they are, the more 
important it must be to them to impose upon the 
ignorant people near them, by pretending to be 
closely connected with a person so much looked 
up to as your poor father ?” 

** Why, of course!” eried little John to his 
brother. “Oh, you stupid !” 

** And I am ashamed to have to repeat, C. J. 
London,” said Mrs. Bull, “that, but for your 
friend, Young England, and the encouragement 
you gave to that mewling little Pussy, when it 
strayed here—don’t say you didn’t, you naughty 
boy, for you did!” 

“You know you did!” said little John. 

Master C. J. London began to ery again. 

* Don’t do. that,”’ said Mrs. Bull, sharply, 
‘but bea better boy in future! I say, 1 am 
ashamed to have to repeat, that, but for that, the 
Bulls of Rome would never have had the auda- 
city to call their connection, Master Wiseman, 
your poor father’s child, and to appoint him, with 
his red hat and stockings, and his mummery and 
flummery, to a portion of your father’s estates— 
though, for the matter of that, there is nothing 
to prevent their appointing him to the Moon, 
except the difficulty of getting him there! And 


so, your poor father’s affairs have been brought 
to this crisis: that he has to deal with an insult 
which is perfectly absurd, and yet which he must, 
for the sake of his family in all time to come, 
decisively and seriously deal with, in order to 
detach himself, once and forever, from those 
Bulls of Rome; and show how impotent they 


are. There's difficulty and vexation, you have 
helped to bring upon your father, you bad 
child 1” 

“Oh, oh, oh!’’ cried Master C. J. London. 
“Oh, I never went to do it. . Oh, oh, oh!” 

** Hold your tongue!” said Mrs. Bull, “and 
do a good exercise! Now that your father has 
turned that Pussy out of doors, go on with your 
exercise, like a man; and let us have no more 
playing with any one connected with those Bulls 
of Rome; between whom and you there is a 
great gulf fixed, as you ought to have known 
in the beginning. Take your fingers out of your 
eyes, sir, and do your exercise !” 

“Or Till come and pinch you!” said little 
John. 


“John,” said Mrs. Bull, “you leave him alone. | 
i ly, but look at it with a changed countenance, 


Keep your eye upon him, and, if you find him 
relapsing, tell your father.” 
“ Oh, won’t I neither!” cried little John. 
“Don’t be vulgar,” said Mrs. Bull. ‘“ Now, 
John, I can trust you. Whatever you do, I know 
you won’t wake your father unnecessarily. You 
are a bold, brave child, and I highly approve of 


your erecting yourself against Master Wiseman | 


| and all that bad set. But, be wary, John; and, 


; as you have, and deserve to have, great influence 
with your father, I am sure you will be careful 
| how you wake him. If he was to make a wild 
| rush, and begin to dance about, on the Platform 
in the Hall, I don’t know where he'd stop.” 
Little John, getting on his legs, began but- 
toning his jacket with great firmness and vigor, 
preparatory to action. Master C. J. London, 
with a dejected aspect and an occasional sob, 
went on with his exercise. 


WAITING FOR THE POST.—INTEREST. 
ING ANECDOTES. 


N the village in which we were at one time 
residing, there dwelt, in a small cottage 
commanded by our windows, a lieutenant in 
the navy on half-pay. We were a child at the 
time, and one of our amusements was to watch 
from our play-room the bees that worked in that 
cottage-garden, and the “old gentleman ’’—as 
we styled him, because his hair was gray—pace 
with his quick, quarter-deck step the little path 
that divided the flower-beds. It was a neat 
though very small dwelling, almost shut from 
view by lilacs and evergreens; the garden was 
gay with sweet flowers, which might almost be 
called domestic in this age of new buds and blos- 
soms; and it was carefully tended by a young 
girl—his only daughter—and an old female 
servant. We noticed every morning that the 
lieutenant, who was a tall figure, and would 
| have been a handsome and commanding-looking 
man but for his very great paleness and his 
stooping, walked briskly to the gate, and holding 
himself a little more erect than usual, glanced 
first at the vane, noticing with a sailor’s instinct 
the quarter in which the wind sat; and then 
turning, gazed anxiously up the village in the 
direction of the postman’s approach, till that 
functionary appeared in sight. Then ke would 
lay his hand nervously on the top of the little 
garden-gate, half open it, close it again, and 
finally, as the letter-earrier advanced, hail him 
with the inquiry, ‘‘ Any letter for me to-day, 
Roger?” If the answer were a “No,” and 
such was the ordinary reply, he would turn away 
with a sigh, and walk slowly back to the house, 
bending more than ever, and coughing painfully 
—he had a distressing cough at times: but his 
daughter would meet him at the door, and pass 
her arm through his, and lead him in, with a 
gentle affection in the action that was quite in- 
telligible ;.and though we could not hear her 
words, we knew she was consoling him. We 
also were sorry for his disappointment. Some- 
times a letter came, and he would take it eager- 





for most frequently it was only one of those 
large wafered epistles we have since learned to 
recognize as bills—even then we could be sure 
it was not the letter which he looked for. 

And thus he watched daily for something that 
never came, all through the bright summer and 
autumn, and even when the snow lay thick upou 
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the ground, and the cold morning and evening | tin was nearly unparalleled. My family, who 
breeze ma tte been ct vs weds ae — J on 5 DI tare were ge 
bealth. t last we missed him from his usua ected by it, and took a warm interest in her 
post, and the arrival of the village doctor at the | fortunes. They procured for her the small pen- 
cottage confirmed our fears that he was il]. We | sion accorded to the orphans of naval or military 
never saw him again. A fire glimmered from | men, with contributions from several similar 
an upper room, the chamber in which he slept; | funds; and finally received her into our house, 
and at times his daughter’s figure passed the until she could hear of a situation as governess, 
window as she moved across it, in her gentle | for which her dearly-purchased education ad- 
and noiseless task cure the dying officer. | mirably fitted her. 
One morning we did not see the usual blaze} I remember well the evening she first came 
from the casement; but the old woman came | among us. How sad and pale she looked in 
out and shut the shutters close, and drew down her solemn black dress, and how low and mourn- 
the blinds, and we saw as she re-entered the | ful her voice sounded! Poor girl! a rough 
house that she was weeping. That very morn- | world was before her ; a fiereer and more terri- 
ing the postman, Roger, stopped at tho little ble conflict for hor timid nature than contending 
wicket, and rang the bell. He held in his hand | with the storms and battles in which her father hada 
a very large, long letter, with words printed | borne apart. We pitied ber greatly, and strove 
outside. The woman-servant answered him, and | to soothe and cheer her with all our little skill ; 
took the letter, putting her apron to her eyes as | though we certainly did not adopt the most 
he spoke. It was the long-hoped-for, long-ex- | likely means to achieve our object, when some 
pected letter from the Admiralty appointing the | days afterward we told her how we had watch- 
old officer to a ship. Alas, it came too late! | ed her poor father as he waited for the post. 
He who had so long waited in restless anxiety | ‘Then for the first time since her coming among 
—who had so sickened with disappointed hope | us we saw her weep; and she murmured, “If 
—was gone to a world where the weary rest, | he could have seen the letter !” 
and man’s toil and worth are neither neglected After a time the exertions of her friends pro- 
_ an ge Rh heard afterward a his os cured a a snentiee, so 4 “7% bn sr ty 
istory, of which there are so many lamentable | anxiously we then watched for the letter that 
counterparts. He had gone to in lls yeta | was to tell us that our dear new friend was 
child, had toiled, suffered, and fought at the safe, and well, and comfortable ; and it did not 
period when the very existence of his country | tarry! Mary wrote gratefully, and even cheer- 











depended on the valor of the navy; but then/ fully. She had been kindly received ; the home 


came the peace, and with many another brave | in which her lot was cast was a splendid 
man he had found himself on half-pay, alike | chateau, in which all the comforts and luxuries 
unrewarded and forgotten. Mr. St. Quentin— | of life abounded. Moreover, the family treated 
our gentleman who waited for the post—was a} her as a gentlewoman, and her pupils were 
widower with one only child, who was his idol. | clever and well-trained. She was very thank- 
To educate and provide for her had been his | ful for the career of toil and seclusion to which 
great anxiety. How could this be done on his | cireumstances condemned her—very willing to 
half-pay? It was impossible. True he read | do her duty gladly in that state of life in which 
hard to become himself her teacher, but there | it had pJeased God to place her. She remained 
was much he could not impart to her; and with with this family four or five years, passing her 
heroic self-denial he placed her at an expensive | occasional holidays with us; and we learned to 
school, and went himself almost without the | love her as a sister, and to look up to her for 
common necessaries of life to keep her there. | advice, which was ever as wise as it was gentle 
Still the heavy burden thus laid on his slender | and affectionate. She was a very sweet creat- 
means obliged him to contract debts, and it was | ure—so quietly gay. so unselfish, so contented, 
agony to his just and upright spirit when he | and so modestly intelligent, that I can not re- 
found it impossible to defray them. member that I have ever met with so perfect a 

He had used great energy in his endeavors} woman. The last holiday she spent with us we 
to get employed again, and just before we made | saw a change in her, however; and it muet 
his acquaintance, ‘waiting for the post,”” had | kave been a great mental change to be per- 
received a promise that his services should! ceptible in one so se}f-possessed and patient. 
be remembered. Both promise and fulfillment | She had grown less attentive to our often ex- 
came too late! The one awoke hopes which, | acting wishes; she had become absent and 
daily deferred, had preyed on the very springs of | thoughtful—nay, at times a slight irritation was 
life, and taxed too sorely a constitution much | observable in her manner; but that which struck 
tried by toil and suffering in youth; the other! us most was the habit she really appeared to 
came when the heart it would have cheered had | have inherited from her father—of watching for 
ceased to feel the joy or sorrow of mortality. | the postman. We remarked how eagerly she 
His orphan daughter, a pretty gentle creature | listened for his knock—how tremulously she 
of seventeen, was left totally destitate—almost | asked for whom the letters were directed—and 
friendless. If they had relatives, all communion | the painfully-repressed sigh and darkened coun- 
with them had long ceased; and the utterly | tenance with which she turned away whea 
desolate and isolated situation of Mary St. Quen-| there was none for her! As she had finally 
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quitted the family with whom she had so long ence of the general and his staff refused to 
resided, and was waiting for a new engage-| order their men to fire. They were of course 
ment, we thought at first that it was an epistle | put under an arrest for disobedience ; but, the 
from some of the quarters in which she had | circumstances-of the case considered, the gen- 
applied for one she was expecting; but that | eral in command hesitated how to proceed with 
could not be the case, for whun she had made a| them, and at his request the governor of the 
re-engagement, and it was fixed that she was | island wrote to the commander-in-chief at home 
to proceed to the south of France with her | for instructions in the matter, as it was a case 
future pupils’ family, her watching for the post | of “ tender conscience.” Some delay of course 
became more evident and more anxious: nay, | necessarily occurred in getting a reply, and the 
to us who observed it, absolutely painful. What | anx ety with which the puzzled general and re- 
letter could she expect so nervously? Why | bellious officers awaited it may be imagined. 
was she daily so sadly disappointed? The | Day after day did the eyes of the former tray- 
solution came at last. It was the very morn-|erse the bright blue sea, across which must 
ing fixed for her departure for London, where | come the decision of England, and day after day 
she was to meet her future charge. Her boxes, | he waited for the post in vain. Foul winds, 
corded and directed, were in the hall; she | bad weather, all sorts of causes, stayed the 
stood at the window, dressed for her journey, | course of the packet—there was no steam con- 
weeping bitterly—for she loved us all, and still | veyance in those days—and before she actually 
timidly shrank from strangers—and we were | entered Valetta harbor he to whom the letter 
holding each a cold, trembling hand, when the | had been written, the noble governor, was dead. 
servant entered with the letters—“ One for Miss | It was judged expedient that the general should, 
St. Quentin.” however, open the commander-in-chief’s answer, 
She glanced at it, suppressed a faint exclama- | to prevent further unpleasant delay. Alas, it 
tion, and taking it, her hand trembled so vio-| had been intended for the eye of Lord H 
lently that she could scarcely break the seal. | only! The commander-in-chicf blamed the gen- 
Bat when it was open, and her eye had glanced | eral, ‘“‘ who ought,” he said, “ to have tried and 
over the contents, what a sudden change took | broke ihe officers on the spot—nothing in a 
place in her countenance! She blushed deeply, | military man could excuse disobedience to or- 
her lip trembled, and then smiled, and breaking | ders; adding with reference to the general (of 
from among us, she sought our mother, and | course without intending that any one but Lord 
asked to speak to her alone. That letter had | H should learn his private sentiments), 
changed her destiny. It was a proposal of | ‘but I never had much opinion of that officer!” 
marriage from a man of good position and for-| Poor General P. loved and reverenced his 
tune, who had won her affections by a thousand | military chief, as all soldiers must. Those words 
acts of attention and tenderness, but had left| so singularly presented to his eyes, wounded 
her uncertain whether he intended to fulfill an} him deeply. He was at the time suffering from 
only implied promise or not. True he had | low fever; they completed its work, making an 
said something of writing to her, and therefore | impression on his mind no arguments could 
she had waited for the post with such anxiety, | remove. He obeyed the orders given; held a 
and for so long a time in vain; but there had | court-martial ; tried the offenders ; dismissed them 
been good and suflicient reasons for his pro-| from the service; and then, taking to his bed, 
longed silence, and the lady was only too ready | sank rapidly, and died before the next post 
to forgive it. from England could reach the island. He 
She went to town, accompanied by my father, | never waited for another! 
arranged to remain in England (finding a sub- And now I approach another reminiscence of 
stitute as governess for her disappointed em- | this common human anxiety, of which I can not 
ployers), and two months afterward was married | think withuot deep emotion. We had a young 
in our little village church to one who has made | cousin, a fine lad full of spirit and ardor, a mid- 
her as happy as it is possible to be in a world | shipman in the royal navy, who was our espe- 
of trial and sorrow. cial pride and delight. We had no brother, but 
A very singular and painful waiting for the| he supplied the want to us, being, as a child, 
post occurred at Malta, some years since: it] our constant playmate—as a youth, our mer- 
was related to us by a person concerned in the | riest and best-loved correspondent. How full 
affair, and we offer the reader the tale as it was | of fun, quaint humor, and droll adventures were 
told to us: his letters, and how we used to long for them, 
It was St. John’s day, a festival highly ven- | especially for that which proclaimed his arrival 
erated by the Maltese, who claim the beloved | in the English seas! The period for receiving 
disciple as their patron saint. The English | such an announcement had arrived, for his ship 
troops quartered in the island were to be re-| had entered Plymouth harbor; and I can never 
viewed on it, and as is usual, in compliment to | forget how eagerly I used to wait for the post- 
the faith of the islanders, the artillery was or-} man, how restlessly I watched him at an op- 
dered to fire a salute in honor of the day. It} posite door, and how I hated the servant for 
was a yearly custom; but the two officers | delaying him by a tardy attention to his ‘nock! 
whose duty it was at this time to see it fulfilled | No letter came, however; day after day, hour 
thought it savored of idolatry, and in the pres-| after hour passed, and disappointment became 
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uneasiness, and alarm so terrible, that even the 
sad certainty was at last a relief. 

He never wrote again. He had perished in 
Tampier Bay, and his death had been one of 
many instances of unrecorded but undoubt- 
ed heroism. The weather was stormy, but it 
was necessary to send a boat on shore, and 
Charles had good-naturedly offered to take the 
duty of being its officer in the stead of a young 
and delicate messmate who had been order. | 
ed on the service. It upset in the surf: two 
men and our poor cousin clung to its keel for 
some minutes; at length it became apparent | 
that one must let go his hold, or all would! 
perish. Both the seamen were married men, 
and uttered their natural regret at leaving 
their children fatherless. The gallant youth 
(as they afterward reported when picked up) 
observed, “‘ Then my life is less precious than 
yours. My poor mother, God bless you!” and, 
quitting his hold, perished in the ocean, which 
by a strange fatality has been the grave of 
nearly all his family. 

Waiting for the post upon the mountains of 
Western India is recalled by this anecdote to 
my recollection. I well remember the last time 
I stood on the heights of Bella Vista, as our 
ghant was called, watching the fleet approach of 
the tapaul, or postman. It was near sunset—a 
glorious hour in all Jands, but especially so in 
the East. A gorgeous canopy of colored light 
was above us; beneath the “everlasting hills ;”’ 
their tops—for we looked down on the first 
ranges of ghauts—tipped with gold and crim- 
son, and regal purple, or with blended colors, as 
if they had caught and detained a portion of the 
rainbow itself. Here and there bits of jungle 
were perceptible, from one of which issued the 
running courier, whose speed was no bad com- 
mentary or explanation of Job’s comparison— 
“My days are swift as a post.” He was a tall, 
light figure, gayly dressed, and holding a lance 
with a little glittering flag at the top. He 
brought letters from the presidency ; and some 





| Some of the mail boxes were, however, recover- 


ed from the sunken wreck by means of divers ; 
and our epistles, after visiting the depths of the 
Red Sea, were safely conveyed to England 

Once before, we were told, a similar catastrophe 
had occurred, but the boxes became so saturated 
with sea-water, that the addresses of the letters 
were illegible. It was judged expedient, there- 
fore, to publish as much of their contents as was 
decipherable, in the Indian papers—under the 
idea that those to-whom they were addressed 
would recognize their own missives from the 
context; and a most absurdly-mischievous ex- 
periment it proved. Never was such a breach 
of confidence. All sorts of disagreeable secrets 
were made out by the gentle public of the presi- 
dency. Intimate friends learned how they laugb- 
ed at, or hated one another; matrimonial schemes 
were betrayed ; the scandal, gossip, and confiden- 
tial disclosures of the Indian letter-bag making 
as strange and unpleasant a confusion as if the 
peninsula had suddenly been converted into Mad- 
ame de Genlis’s “ Palace of Truth.” There 
was no little alarm when our steamer was lost, 
lest a similar disclosure should be made; but 
the world had grown wiser; and those epistles 
which were illegibly addressed were, we believe, 
destroyed, unless when relating to commercial 
interests, and other business. 

We hope we have not wearied our gentle 
reader with this subject, for we have yet an- 
other little incident for his ear relative to it, 
which was told us as a fact by a French lady 
who knew the person concerned. Some friends 
of hers residing in the provinces had an only 
daughter, an heiress, and consequently a desirable 
match. Her hand was eagerly sought by many 
suitors, and was at last yielded by her parents 
to a gentleman of some property who had re- 
cently purchased a chateau in the neighborhood. 
His apparent wealth, his high connections, and 
very elegant manners, had won their favor; and 
in great delight at the excellent match her 
daughter was about to make, Madame L 





native correspondence was also transmitted 
through his means. These running posts are 
occasionally picked off by a tiger in their pas- 
sage through the jungle; but the journey to our 
(then) abode was so frequently made, that the 


wild animals seldom appeared in the route, | 


wrote to her friends and relatives to inform them 
of the approaching happy event. Among these 
was a lady residing at Marseilles, to whom she 
described, with all a Frenchwoman’s vivacity, 


pre person, manners, &c., of the bridegroom 


elect. Answers of congratulation and good 


ceding it tacitly to the lords of creation, and | wishes poured in of course ; and Madame L , 


permitting us to receive our letters safely. What | who had a secret persuasion that she was an 
joy it was to open one from England! it is| unknown and unhonored Madame de Sevigné, 
really worth a journey to the East to feel this} became so pleased with her increased corre- 
pleasure. The native letters destined for the | spondence, that she made a point of never leav- 
official personages of the family are singular- ing the house till after the delivery of the post. 
looking affairs. They have for envelope a bag | The Marseilles correspondent was the only one 
of king-cob cloth—a costly fabric of blended silk | of the number with whom she had communicated 
and gold thread; this is tied carefully with a! who had not replied to her letter. This answer 
gold cord, to which is appended a huge seal, as | was therefore desired with great eagerness; and 
large and thick as a five-shilling piece. Once | Madame L remembered afterward, though 
during our residence in India the homeward post | at the time it awoke no suspicion in her mind, 
was delayed by the loss of the steamer which | that the lover always appeared uneasy when she 
bore our dispatches to England ; they must have | expressed her anxiety on the subject, or her de- 
been vainly expected for two months, doubtless | sire to hear from her friend. 

to the great alarm and anxiety of the public.| The wedding-day arrived; and the bride- 
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groom, manifesting a@ most flattering impatience 
for the performance of the ceremony, came early 
to the house of his affianced, to accompany the 
family party to the magistrates, where the con- 
tract was to be drawn up. But even on that 
momentous day Madame L adhered to her 
custom of waiting for the post, to the evident 
rage and even agonized impatience of her destined 
son-in-law, who urged her with passionate eager- 
ness to proceed at once to the magistrates. The 
delay proved most serviceable. The post came 
in due time, and brought a letter from Marseilles. 
The writer, struck by some slight personal pe- 
culiarities which her friend had described, had 
fancied it possible that the promesso sposo was 
no other than an escaped galley-slave, with whom, 
before his condemnation for a heinous crime, her 
family had been intimate. She had therefore, 
in some alarm, caused her husband to make in- 
quiries into the matter, and a sufficient mass of 
evidence had been collected to justify her sus- 
picion, and cause her to urge inquiry and delay 
on the part of M. and Madame L She 
suggested, moreover, that the truth might be 
easily discovered by a personal examination of 
the gentleman, who, if the same individual, had 
been branded on the right shoulder. The sur- 
prise, horror, and alarm of Madame L may 
be imagined. The contents of the letter were 
of course instantly communicated by her to her 
husband, and by him privately to the bride- 
groom, whom he requested to satisfy his wife’s 
fears by showing him his right shoulder. The 
request was indignantly refused as an insult to 
his honor; and convinced of the fact by the 
agitation and dismay of the culprit, as well as 
by this refusal, the gentleman gave him at once 
into the hands of the police, who had no diffi- 
culty in finding the fatal mark of infamy. He 
was, indeed, an escaped convict, and the wealth 
with which he had dazzled the good provincials 
was the spoil of a recent robbery, undertaken by 
himself and some Parisian accomplices, and so 
cleverly managed as to have set at naught 
hitherto the best efforts of the police for its dis- 
covery. 

We may be sure Madame L congratu- 
lated herself highly on having, as if by a prov- 
idential instinet, “‘ waited for the post.” 





CHEERFUL VIEWS OF HUMAN NATURE. 
BY THE KING OF THE HEARTH. 


O thee go on, Phil,” said a miner, one of 

sixteen who sat about a tap-room fire, 

“Do thee go on, Phil Spruce; and, Mrs. Pittis, 
fetch us in some beer.” 

“ And pipes,” added a boy. 

Mr. Spruce contemplated his young friend 
with a grim smile. _“ Well,” said he, “it’s a 
story profitable to be heard, and so—’’ 

“ Ay, so it be,” said a lame man, who made 
himself a little more than quits with Nature, by 
working with his sound leg on the floor inces- 
santly. ‘So it be,” said Timothy Drum, “Phil's 
a philosopher.” 
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s Tt always stracked me,”’ said a dirty littl 


man, that Phil has had a sort of nater in him 
ever since that night we lost old Tony Bar. 
ker.”’ 

“ What happened then?” inquired the squire’s 
new gamekeeper. 

“Did ever you see down the shaft of a pit 2” 
asked Phil. 

“No; and I'd rather not.” 

“A deep, deep well. Whatever they may 
do in other parts, we sing hymns, when we are 
pulled up, and if so be any of our butties at such 
times says a wicked word, he gets cursed finely 
when we be safe up at the top. We gon up 
and down different ways. In some old pits they 
have ladders, one under another, which reminds 
me—”’ 

“ Always the way with Phil.” 

“Mr. Spruce gazed sternly in the direction 
of the whisperer, and drank some beer. “ Which 
reminds me that once—” 

We must here announce the fact concerning 
Mr. Philip Spruce, that his method of telling a 
story (“ Which reminds me,” always meant a 
story with him) is very discursive. He may be 
said to resemble Jeremy Bentham, who, accord- 
ing to Hazlitt’s criticism, fills his sentence with 
a row of pegs, and hangs a garment upon each 
of them. Let us omit some portion of his 
tediousness, and allow him to go on with his 
tale. 

“Tt was in the year one thousand, eight, four, 
four; by token it was the same month, Novem- 
ber, in which the block fell upon Tim Drum’s 
leg, I was invited to a Christmas dinner by old 
Jabez Wilson. You are aware, gentlemen, that 
hereabouts there are a great number of deserted 
pits. The entrances to these are mostly cov- 
ered with a board or two. There aren’t many 
stiles in our pit-country, so we are drove to using 
these for firewoud. The old pit mouths being lett 
uncovered, and sometimes hidden in brushwood, 
it is a very common thing for sheep to tumble 
in, and if gentlemen go shooting thereabouts, 
they may chance to return home without a dog 
—your good health, Timothy. As I was saying 
I love to ponder upon causes and compare effects. 
I pondered as I walked—” 

“ And the effect was, that you tumbled into 
a pit, Phil Spruce.” 

“The truth has been told, gentlemen, but it 
has been told too soon. And now I’ve forgotten 
where I was. Ay, pondering,” here Phil hung 
up a long shred of philosophy on one of his pegs; 
and after the first ten minutes of his harangue, 
which was chiefly occupied in abusing human 
nature, a fierce-looking individual said, 

“ Go on, sir; you’ve brought things to that 
pass where they won’t bear aggravation. The 
company expects you to fall down the pit di- 
rectly.” 

“In the middle of my reflections—my natural 
Christmas thoughts,’’ continued Phil, “I felt a 
severe bump on the back and a singular freedom 
about my legs, followed by a crash against the 
hinder part of my head—” 
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“ To the bottom at once,”’ said the fierce-look- 
ing man. 

“T was at the bottom of a pit in two seconds, 
By what means my life was preserved I can not 
tell; certain it is that I sustained at that time 
no serious injury. Of course I was much stun- 
ned, and lay for a long time, I suppose, insensi- 
ble. When I opened my eyes there was nothing 
to be seen more than a faint glimmer from the 
daylight far above, and a great many dancing 
stars which seemed like a swarm of gnats, ready 
to settle on my body. I now pondered how I 
should obtain rescue from my dangerous position, 
when an odd circumstance arrested my attention. 
I was evidently, unless my ears deceived me, not 
alone in my misfortune; for I heard, as distinctly 
as 1 now hear Mr. Drum’s leg upon the fender, 
I heard a loud voice. It proceeded from a dis- 
tant gallery. ‘ Who did you say ?’ inquired the 
voice in a hoarse tone ; a softer voice replied, 
‘ Phil Spruce, I think.’ ‘Very well,’ answered 
the big sound; ‘I'll come to him directly.’ 

“Here was a state of things. A gentleman 
resided here and was aware of my intrusion. 
Moreover, I was known. Was the acquaintance 
mutual? Well, gentlemen, that question was 
soon to be decided, for presently I heard a rust- 
ling and a crackling noise, like the approaching 
of a lady in a very stiff silk dress. But that graff 
voice! I trembled. As the sound approach- 
ed, a light gleamed over the dark, dirty walls, 
and glittered in the puddle upon which I was 
reposing. ‘He or she has brought a candle, 
that is wise.’ So I looked round. Mother of 
Miracles! He, she, or rr. What do you think 
approached? A mass of cinder, glowing hot, 
shaped into head, body, arms, and legs; black 
coal on the crown of its head, red glow on the 
cheeks, and all the rest white hot, with here and 
there a little eruption of black bubbles, spirting 
out lighted gas. It was the shape of a huge 
man, who walked up with a most friendly expres- 
sion in his face, evidently intending to give me 
a warm reception. 

“ And so he did, as I will tell you presently. 
It needed not the aid of his natural qualities to 
throw me into a great and sudden heat; his 
supernatural appearance was enough for that. 
Then I was seized with a great fear lest, in his 
friendliness, he should expect me to shake hands. 
That was as if I should have thrust my fingers 
into this tap-room grate. Well, ma’am (your 
good health, Mrs. Pittis), the strange thing 
came up to me quite pleasant, with a beaming 
face, and said, in something of a voice like a 
hoarse blast pipe, ‘Glad to see you, Mr. Spruce. 
How did you come here?’ ‘QO,’ said I, ‘Sir,’ 
not liking to be behind-hand in civility, ‘I only 
just dropped in.’ ‘Cold, up above, Mr. Spruce ? 
Will you walk in and take a littie something 
warm?’ A little something warm! What's 
that? thought I. ‘O yes,’ I said, ‘ with all my 
heart, sir.’ ‘Come along, then; you seem stiff 
in the bones, Mr. Spruce, allow me to help you 
up. ‘O Lord!’ I cried, forgetting my man- 
ners. ‘No, thank you, sir. Spruce is my name, 





and- spruce my nature. I can get up quite 
nimble.’ And so I did, with a leap; although 
it made my joints ache, I can tell you. The 
thing bowed and seemed to be quite glowing 
double with delight to see me. Take a little 
something warm, I thought again. O, but I 
won’t though! However, I must not seem 
eager to get away just yet; the beast seems to 
think I came down on purpose to see him 
* After you, sir!’ said I, bowing and pulling 
my forelock. ‘If you will be so good as to 
lead, I'll follow.’ ‘This way, then, Philip.’ 

**So we went along a gallery, and came to a 
vault which was lighted by the bodies of a great 
number of imps, all made of brisk live coal, like 
my conductor. ‘I dare say you find the room 
close,’ said the king—for I found afterward he 
was a real king, though he was so familiar. 
‘What will you take to drink?’ I calculated 
there was nothing weaker than vitriol in his 
cellar, so I begged to be excused. ‘It is not 
my habit, sir, to drink early mornings; and in- 
deed I must not let my wife wait dinner. We 
will have a little gossip, if you please, and then 
you will let one of your servants light me out, 
perhaps. I merely dropped in, as you are 
aware, my dear sir,’ ‘Quite aware of that, 
my dear Phil. And very glad I am to get your 
company. Of course you are anxious to be up 
above in good time ; and if you can stop here 
an hour, I shall be happy to accompany you.’ 
Indeed, thought I to myself, Polly will stare. 
‘Most happy,’ I replied. ‘I fear you will take 
harm from that nasty puddle at my door,’ ob- 
served the king. ‘Wouldn’t you wish to lie 
down and rest a bit, before we start out to- 
gether.’ I thought that a safe way of getting 
through the time. ‘You are very good,’ said | 
‘Get a bed ready, Coffin and Purse!’ Two 
bright little imps darted away, and the Thing 
turning round to me with a sulphurous yawn, 
said, ‘I don’t mind, Phil, if I tie down with you.’ 
Surely he’s roasting me, I thought. 

“True as sorrow, Mr. Timothy, Coffin and 
Purse came back in no time to say the bed was 
ready; and I followed the king with as good 
courage as a Smithfield martyr. But I did not, 
I did not expect what followed. We went into 
a small vault, of which half the floor was cover- 
ed by a blazing fire: all the coals had been 
raked level, and that was Coffin and Parse’s 
bed-making. ‘ Well, I'll get in at once,’ said 
the king ; ‘you see we've a nice light mattress.’ 
‘Light, sir! why it’s in vivid blazes» You 
don’t suppose I can lie down on that.’ ‘Why 
not, Phil? You see I do. Here I am, snug 
and comfortable.’ ‘Yes, my dear sir, but you 
forget the difference there is between us?’ 
‘And yes again, Mr. Spruce; but please to 
remeraber this is Christmas Day, a day on 
which all differences should be ended.’ 

“* And now,’ said the monster, sitting up 
suddenly upon a corner of the bed, ‘and now, 
Phil, I will urge you to nothing. You are a 
reasoning man, and count for a philosopher. 
Let’s argue a bit, Mr. Spruce.’ ‘I’m favorable 
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to free discussion,’ I replied ; ‘but I decide on 
principles of common sense.’ ‘Let common 
sense decide,’ replied the king, crossing his 
knees and looking conversational. ‘ The point 
at issue is, whether with your views it would 
be better for you to remain a man or to become 
acinder. What were your thoughts this morn- 
ing, Philip Spruce?’ ‘This morning I was 
thinking about human nature, sir.’ ‘ And how 
did you decide upon it, Philip?’ ‘ Humbly ask- 
ing pardon, sir, and meaning no offense, may I 
inquire whether in present company it is per- 
mitted to speak disrespectfully of the Devil ?’ 


“T wouldn’t have said that, Phil, to a man | 


of his appearance.” 
“‘Lord bless you, Tim Drum, he looked so 


mild disposed, and ‘ No offense,’ he says ; ‘speak | 


out without reserve.’ ‘ Then, sir,’ said I, ‘this 
is what I think of human nature. I believe that 
it was full of every sort of goodness, and that 
men were naturally well disposed to one another, 
ull the Devil got that great idea of his. Men 
are born to worship their Creator, and to sup- 
ply the wants of their neighbors, but then comes 
in the deceiving fiery monster, with a pocketful 


of money, and says, quite disinterested, ‘Gentle- | King among the Coals.’ 








stronger faith in human goodness. But I've 
seen my error. All the ways of human nature 
are humbug, sir; as for my fellow-creatures, 
I've been very much deceived in ’em. That's 
all I know in answer to your question.’ 

“*T understand you, Phil,’ the king said, 
lounging back upon the bed, and kindling the 
new coals into a blaze around him by the mere 
contact of his body. ‘You are a philosopher 
out at elbows, and therefore a little out of tem. 
per with the world. You. would like best to 
make your observations upon human nature 
without being jostled. You'd rather see the 
play from a snug little box, than be an actor in 
it, kicked about and worried.’ ‘ Ah, sir,’ said 
I, ‘and where is such a seat provided?’ ‘ Phil. 
ip, I can answer that question,’ said the king; 
‘and what is more, I can give you free admis- 
sion to a snug private box.’ ‘ How so, sir?” 
said I, quite eagerly. ‘The coal-box, Phil, 
replied the king. ‘I’m puzzled, sir,’ said I. 
‘In what way is my condition to be improved 
by the act of sitting in a coal-box?’ ‘ That, 
my dear Phil, I will make as clear to you asa 
fire on a frosty night. Know, then, that I am 
I bowed, and was 


men and Ladies, it’s of no use asking you to | apon the point of kissing his extended hand, but 


venerate me ; you don’t do it, and you oughtn’t | drew back my nose suddenly. 


‘The cinder 


to; but the most convenient and proper thing | which I now have on I wear—because it is 
is for every individual to worship only just his | large and easy—in the manner of a dressing- 


self. You see the result of this,’ says the old 
sinner; ‘by paying sacrifice to your own im- 
ages, you just change things from the right- 
hand pocket to the left, or if you go abroad, as 
you must do, in search of offerings, all the fish 
comes to your own net, and all the fat into your 
own belly. You smoke your own incense, and 
if you chance to be remiss in your devotions, 
you may make peace and atonement any way 
you please. Then,’ says the great brimstone 
beast—I beg your pardon, sir, excuse my liber- 
ty of speech— if any body remark you are my 
servants, you can laugh, and tell them you are 
no such fools. As for any formulary of religion, 
follow in that the fashion of your country—’ 

“The cinder gentleman, Mrs. Pittis, my 
dear, rolled about in the fire, quite at his ease, 
and said, ‘Very good, Phil. And what else 
have you to say of human nature?’ by which 
you will see that he had discrimination enough 
to perceive the value of my observations. ‘The 
result is, sir,’ I says to bim then, ‘that the 
whole human race is a-dancing and a-trumpet- 
ing jn corners, every man singin: hymns in 
honor of his self. And the old enemy capers 
up and down the country and the town, rejoic- 
ing at the outcry which he hears from every lip 
in his honor. A friend is rarer than a phenix; 
for no man can serve two images, and each 
sticks firmly by his own.’ 

“* Have you no charity yourself this Christ- 
mas, Mr. Spruce?’ inquired the king, after he 


had called to his two imps that they should put- 


fresh coals upon the bed, and rake it up. 
‘When I was a young man, sir,’ said I, ‘no 
one could have started in the world with a 





gown, when here at home. I am, however, a 
spirit, and ruler over many other spirits sim- 
ilarly formed. Now, Phil, the business and 
amusement of myself and subjects is to transfer 
ourselves at will into the tenaney of any coal 
we please. The scuttles of the whole kingdom 
are our meeting-houses. Every coal cast upon 
the fire, Phil, is, by our means, animated with 
a living spirit. It is our amusement, then, to 
have a merry sport among ourselves; and it 
is our privilege to watch the scenes enacted 
round the hearths which we enliven. When 
the cinder becomes cold, the spirit is again set 
free, and flies, whither it pleases, to a new 
abode.’ ” 

“‘Isn’t that the doctrine of metamicosis ?” 
asked the boy (a national scholar) tapping the 
ashes from his pipe-bowl. 

“It’s a thing I never heerd on,” said the 
gamekeeper. Mr. Spruce went on: 

““*Did you never,’ continued his majesty, 
‘when gazing into the fire, see a grotesque 
face glow before you? ‘That face, Phil, has 
been mine. You have, then, seen the King 
among the Coals. If you become a cinder, 
Mr. Spruce, you may consider yourself made a 
judge.’ 

“* Well, sir,’ says I, ‘your reverence. it’s 
firstly requisite to judge whether I will or 
won't sit down upon the fire. ‘It’s my opinion 
I won't. I'd like a little more discussion.’ 
‘ Talk away, Phil,’ said the king. ‘ Well, sir, 
says I, ‘since you’re always a-looking—least- 
ways in winter—through the bars of grates, it’s 
possible you’ve seen a bit yourself of human 
nature. Don’t it fidget you?’ ‘Why,’ says 
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he ‘ Phil,’ a-stretching out his arms for a great | 


yawn so suddenly as very nigh to set my coat 
on fire with his red fingers, ‘I have been toler- 
ably patient, haven’t 1?” “If it’s sareasm you 
mean,’ says I, a little nettled, ‘I must say, it’s 
a figure of speech I don’t approve of.’ 

“*] beg your pardon, sir,’ he says, ‘and 
here’s an answer to your question. It’s my 
opinion, Mr. Spruce, that as a cinder you will 
be agreeably surprised. I do see people sitting 
around me, now and then, whom I can’t alto- 
gether get my coals to blaze for cheerfully. 
They sit and talk disparagement about all man- 
ner of folks their neighbors; they have a cup- 
board in their hearts for hoarding up the griev- 
ances they spend their lives in searching for; 
they hate the world, and could make scandal 
out of millstones, but if one hints that they are 
erring, they are up in arms, and don’t approve 
of sarcasm.’ ‘Sir,’ says I, ‘ you are personal.’ 
‘By no means, Mr. Spruce ; you, and a number 
like you, are good people in the main, and 
deeply to be pitied for your foolish blunder. 
You're a philosopher, Phil,’ he says, ‘and did 
you never hear that your ‘‘1”’ is the only thing 
certainly existent, and that the world without 
may be a shadow or mere part of you, or, if 
external, of no certain form or tint, having the 
color of the medium through which you view 
it—your own nature.’ Here I saw occasion for 
a joke. ‘Sir,’ I says, ‘if my own “I” is the 
only thing certainly existing, then the external 
world is all my eye, which proves what I pro- 
pounded.’ His flames went dead all of a sud- 
den, and he looked black from top to toe. ‘I 
am sure I beg your pardon, sir,’ says I, ‘ex- 
cuse my liberty.’ 

“*He took no verbal notice of what I had 
said, but gave a tremendous shiver, and his 
flames began to play again. ‘I’m of a warm 
and cheerful turn of mind,’ says he, ‘and I 
must say, that whenever I look out upon the 
men and women in the world, I see them warm 
and cheerful.” ‘That’s nothing wonderful,’ 
said I; ‘it’s just because you see them sitting 
round your blaze.’ ‘Well,’ says he, ‘ Mr. 
Spruce, I’m very glad you own so much; for 
my opinion is, that if you had shone out cheer- 
fully when you were in the world, and warmed 
the folks that came within your influence—if 
you had put a little kindly glow into your 
countenance, you would have been surrounded 
always as I generally am.’ ‘You're young, 
says I, ‘and you have had no experience ; 
leastways, your experience has not been hu- 
man. You get stirred when you're low, and 
people tend you for their own sakes—you ain’t 
preyed upon by disappointments.’ 

“*Young!’ said he; ‘disappointments !’ 
And, to my horror, he stood bolt upright, to 
be impressive. ‘Look you, Mr. Spruce, the 
youngest is the wisest; the ehild remembers 
throughout years a happy day, and can forget 
his tears as fast as they evaporate. He grows 
up, and his budding youth imagines love. Two 
or three fancies commonly precede his love. 
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As each of these decays, he, in his inexperi- 
ence, is eloquent about his blighted hopes, his 
dead first love, and so on. !n the first blossom 
of his manhood, winds are keen to him—at his 
first plunge into the stream of active life, he 
finds the water cold. Whe shall condemn his 
shiver? But if he is to be a healthy man, he 
will strike out right soon, and glow with cheer- 
fal exercise in buileting the stream. Youth, 
Mr. Spruce, may be allowed to call the water 
of the world too cold, but so long only as its 
plunge is recent. It is a libel on maturity and 
age to say that we live longer to love less. 
Preyed upon by disappointments—’ 

“* Yes,’ says I, ‘ preyed upon.’ 

“*Say, rather, blessed with trial. Who'd 
care to swim in a cork jacket! Trouble is a 
privilege, believe me, friend, to those who know 
from whose hand, for what purpose, it is sent. 
I do not mean the trouble people cut out for 
themselves by curdling all the milk of kindness 
in their neighbors. But when a man will be a 
man, will labor with Truth, Charity, and Self- 
Reliance—always frank and open in his deal- 
ings—always giving credit to his neighbors for 
their good deeds, and humbly abstaining from a 
judgment of what looks like evil in their con- 
duct—when he knows, under God, no helper 
but his own brave heart, and his own untiring 
hand—there is no disappointment in repulse. 
He learns the lesson Heaven teaches him, his 
Faith, and Hope, and Charity, by constant 
active effort became strong—gloriously strong 
—just as the blacksmith’s right arm becomes 
mighty by the constant wielding of his hammer. 
Disappointment—let the coward pluck up cour- 
age—disappointment is a sheet-and-pumpkin 
phantom to the bold. Let him who has bat- 
tled side by side with Trouble, say whether it 
was not an angel sent to be his help. Find a 
true-hearted man whose energies have brought 
him safe through years of difficulty; ask him 
whether he found the crowd to be base-natured 
through which he was called upon to force his 
way? Believe me, he will tell you “ No.” 
Having said this, his majesty broke out into a 
blaze, and lay down in his bed again. ‘ Weil,’ he 
said, ‘ Philip, will you come to bed with me ?” 

“* Why, sir,’ said I, ‘to say the best of it, 
you’re under a misconception ; but if it’s in the 
nature of a coal to take such cheerful views of 
things as you appear to do, I'd rather be a coal 
than what I am. It’s cold work living in the 
flesh, such as I find it—you seem jolly as a hot 
cinder, and for the matter of that, what am I 
now but dust and ashes? Coke is preferable.’ 

“Coffin and Purse, you’re wanted,’ cried 
the king. And, indeed, Mrs. Pittis, and, in- 
deed, gentlemen, I must turn aside one minute 
to remark the singularity of this king’s body- 
guard, Coffin and Purse. ‘Cash and Mortality,’ 
said the king to me, ‘make up, according to 
your theory, the aim and end of man. So with 
a couple of cinders you can twit him with 
his i Sometimes Coffin, sometimes 
Purse, leaps out into his lap when he is cogita- 
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ting.’ ‘Yes,’ said I, ‘that will be extremely | 
humorous. But, so please your majesty, I still 

have one objection to joining your honorable 

body.’ ‘ What is that, Phil?’ ‘I suppose, if 

I sits down in them there flames, they'll burn | 
me.’ ‘To be sure,’ said the king, kicking up 

his heels, and scraping a furnace load of live | 
coal over his body, just as you might pull up 

the blanket when you're in bed to-night, Mrs. 
Pittis. ‘Well, your higkness,’ said I, ‘how 
about the pain?’ ‘Pah!’ says the king, 
“where’s your philosophy ? Did you never see | 
a fly jump into a lamp-flame?’ ‘ Yes, sure,’ I 
answered. ‘And what happened then? A 
moment’s crackle, and an end of it. You've 
no time to feel pain.’ ‘ Well, then,’ said I, ‘ if 
your majesty will make a hole for me as near 
the middle as is convenient to yourself, I will 
jump into the bed straightway.’ The king 
made a great spatter among the coals, and in I 
jumped. You know, ma’am, that a great part 
of our bodies is composed of water.’ 

“*T don’t know that of any gentleman in this 
room,’ replied the landlady. ‘ But I do believe 
that you are two parts built out of strong beer.’ 

“There was a burst—a flash, gentlemen ; 
the liquid part of me went off in instantaneous 
steam. I cried out with a sharp burn in my 
foot. ‘The pot was boiling over furiously that 
contained our bit of dinner; and as I sat close 
in to the fire, I got considerably scalded. How 
I got back in the steam to my own fireside, I 
never rightly comprehended. Fill the can now, 
Mrs. Pittis.”’ 

“* Yes,’ said the landlady, ‘but let me tell 
you, Mr. Spruce, that king of the hearth is a 
gentleman, and if you really had gone with the 
coals and got acquainted with fire-sides, it 
would have done you a great deal of good. 
You’d have owned then that there is a mighty 
deal more love than hatred in the world. 
You'd have heard round almost any hearth you 
chose to play eavesdropper to, household words, 
any thing but hard or bitter. Some people do 
not pay their scores with mo, but, on the whole, 
I live. Some of our human natures may run 
termagant; but, on the whole, we men and 
women love. Among the worst are those who 
won't bear quietly their share of work, who 
can’t learn self-reliance, but run to and fro, 
squealing for help, and talking sentiment against 
their neighbors, who won’t carry their burdens 
for them. It’s all very well for a musty, dis- 
contented old bachelor to say there’s no love in 
the world, but it’s a falsehood. I know better.’ 

“* My pipe’s out,’ said the boy. ‘ Be smart 
there with the ’bacey.’” 


[From Dickens’s Household Words.] 

THE MYSTERIES OF A TEA-KETTLE. 

A’ one of Mr. Bagges’s small scientific tea- 

parties, Mr. Harry Wilkinson delivered to 

the worthy gentleman a lecture, based princi- 

pally on reminiscences of the Royal Institution, 

-and of a series of lectures delivered there by 
Professor Faraday, addressed to children and 
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young people. For it is not the least of jj, 
merits of that famous chemist and great may 
Professor Faraday, that he delights to make th, 
mightiest subject clear to the simplest eapacity 
and that he shows his mastery of Nature j; 
nothing more than in being thoroughly imbued 
with the spirit of her goodness and simpli. 
city. 

This particular lecture was on Natural Phj- 
losophy in its bearings on a kettle. The enter. 


tainment of a “ Night with Mr. Bagges” was 


usually extemporaneous. It was so on this oc. 
easion. The footman brought in the tea-kett}e 
“* Does it boil?” demanded Mr. Bagges. 

“Tt have biled, sir,’’ answered the domestic 

“Have biled, sir!” repeated Mr. Bagges 
“ Have biled! And what if it has ‘biled,’ o 
boiled, as I desire you will say in future? Wha: 
is that to the purpose? Water may be frozen 
you simpleton, notwithstanding it has boiled 
Was it boiling, sir, eh ? when you took it of 
the fire? That is the question, sir.” 

“Yes, sir, that was what I mean to say, sir,” 
replied Thomas. 

“* Mean to say, sir! 
say it, sir? Eh? There—no, don’t put it on 
sir; hold it still. Harry, reach me the ther- 
mometer,”’ said Mr. Bagges, putting on his spec- 
tacles. “Let me see. The boiling point of 
water is two hundred and—what ?” 

“Two hundred and twelve, Fahrenheit,” an- 
swered Master Wilkinson, “if commonly pure 
and boiled in a metallic vessel, and under a 
pressure of the atmosphere amounting to fifteer 
pounds on every square inch of surface, or when 
the barometer stands at thirty inches.” 

“Gracious, what a memory that boy has!’ 
exclaimed his uncle. “ Well; now this water 
in the kettle—eh ?—why, this is not above on 
hundred and fifty degrees. There, sir, now set 
it on the fire, and don’t bring me up cold water 
to make tea with again; or else,” added Mr 
Bagges, making a vague attempt at a joke, “or 
else—eh ?—you will get yourself into hot water.’ 

Mr. Thomas was seized with a convulsion in 
the chest, which he checked by suddenly apply- 
ing his open hand to his mouth, the effort dis- 
tending his cheeks, and causing his eyes to pro- 
trude in a very ridiculous manner, while Mr 
Bagges disguised his enjoyment of the effects 
of his wit in a cough. 

“ Now let me see,” said the old gentleman, 
musingly contemplating the vessel simmering 
on the fire; “ how is it, eh, Harry, you said the 
other day that a kettle boils ?” 

“La!” interrapted Mrs. Wilkinson, who was 
of the party, “why, of course, by the heat ol 
the coals, and by blowing the fire, if it is not 
hot enough.” 

“ Aha!’’ cried her brother, “that’s not the 
way we account for things, Harry, my boy, eh? 
Now, convince your mother; explain the boiling 
of a kettle to her: come.” A 

“A kettle boils,’”’ said Harry, “ by means 0 
the action of currents.” 

“What are you talking about? 


Then why didn’t you 
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plum-pudding in a gea-kettle!”’ exclaimed tne 
mystified mamma. 

““ Currents of heated particles—of particles 
of hot water,” Harry explained. “Suppose 
you put your fire on your kettle —on the lid of it— 
instead of your kettle on your fire—what then?” 

“You would be a goose,”’ said his mother. 

“Exactly so—or a gosling’’—rejoined her 
son; “the kettle would not boil. Water is a 
bad conductor of heat. Heat passes through 
the substance of water with very great difficulty. 
Therefore, it would have a hard matter to get 
from the top of a kettle of water to the bottom. 
Then how does it so easily get from the bottom 
to the top ?”” 

“Ah!” sighed Mr. Bagges. “In my young 
days we should have said, because the heat rises, 
but that won’t do now. What is all that about 
the—eh—what—law of ex—what ?—pansion 
—eh 9” 

“The law of expansion of fluids and gases by 
heat. This makes the currents that I spoke of 
just now, mamma; and I should have spelt the 
word to explain to you that I didn’t mean plums. 
You know what a draught is ?”’ 

“T am sorry to say I do,” Mr. Bagges de- 
clared with much seriousness, instinctively carry- 
ing his hand to the region of the human body 
from the Latin for which is derived the term, 
Lumbago. 

“Well,” pursued Harry, “a draught is a 
current of air. Such currents are now passing 
up the chimney, and simply owing to that 
trifling cireumstance, we are able to sit here 
now without being stifled and poisoned.” 

“ Goodness !”” ejaculated Mrs. Wilkinson. 

“To be sure. The fire, in burning, turns 
into gases, which are rank poison—carbonic 
acid, for one; sulphurous acid, for another. 
Hold your nose over a shovelful of hot cinders 
if you doubt the fact. The gases produced by 
the fire expand; they increase in bulk without 
getting heavier, so much so that they become 
lighter in proportion than the air, and then they 
rise, and this rising of hot air is what is meant 
by heat going upward. The currents of hot air 
that go up the chimney in this way have cur- 
rents of cold air rushing after them to supply 
their place. When you heat water, currents 
are formed just as when you heat gas or air. 
The heated portion of water rises, and some 
colder water comes down in its place; and 
these movements of the water keep going on till 
the whole bulk of it is equally hot throughout.” 

* Well, now,” interrapted Mr. Bagges, “I 
dare say this is all very true, but how do you 
prove it?” 

“Prove that water is heated by the rising 
and falling of hot currents? Geta long, slender 
glass jar. Put a little water, colored with 
indigo, or any thing you like, into the bottom 
of it. Pour clear water upon the colored, 
gently, so as not to mix the two, and yet nearly 
to fill the jar. Float a little spirit of wine on 
the top of the water, and set fire to it. Let it 
blaze away as long as you like; the colored 





water will remain steady at the bottom of the 
jar. But hold the flame of a spirit-lamp under 
the jar, and the colored water will rise and mix 
with the clear, in very little time longer than it 
would take you to say Harry Wilkinson.” 

“Ah! So the water gets colored through- 
out for the same reason that it gets heated 
throughout,”’ Mr. Bagges observed, ‘‘ and when 
it gets thoroughly hot—what then ?” 

“Then it boils. And what is boiling ?” 

“ Bubbling,” suggested the young philoso- 
pher’s mamma. 

“Yes; but ginger-beer bubbles,” said Harry, 
“but you wouldn’t exactly call that boiling. 
Boiling is the escaping of steam. That causes 
the bubbling ; so the bubbling of water over tho 
fire is only the sign that the water bvils. But 
what occasions the escape of the steam ?”’ 

“The heat, of course—the—what is the right 
word ?—the caloric,’’ answered Mr. Bagges. 

“Trae; but what heat? Why, the excess 
of heat over two hundred and twelve degrees— 
taking that as the average boiling point of 
water. You can heat water up to that point, 
and it remains water; but every degree of heat 
you cause to pass into it above that, turns a 
quantity of the water into steam; and flies off 
in the steam, unless the steam is hindered from 
escaping by extraordinary pressure. Blow the 
fire under that kettle as much as you will, and 
you will make the water boil faster, but you 
won’t make it a bit hotter than two hundred 
and twelve degrees.” 

“Well, to be sure!” Mrs. Wilkinson ex- 
claimed. 

“If water,” continued Harry, “could keep 
on getting hotter and hotter above the boiling 
point, why, we might have our potatoes charred 
in the pot, or our mutton boiled to a cinder. 
When water is confined in a strong vesse|—and 
strong it must be to prevent a tremendous blow- 
up—confined, I say, so that no steam can escape, 
it may be heated almost red-hot; and there isa 
vessel made for heating water under pressure, 
called Papin’s Digestor, which will digest al- 
most any thing.”’ 

“ What an enviable apparatus!” exclaimed 
Mr. Bagges. 

“Well,” resumed Harry; “so the boiling 
point of water depends on the degree of force 
which the air, or what-not, is pressing on its 
surface with. The higher the spot on which 
you boil your water, the Jower the point it boils 
at. Therefore, water boiling at the top of a 
mountain is not so hot as water boiling at the 
mountain’s base. The boiling point of water 
on the summit of Mont Blanc, is as low as 
one hundred and eighty-four degrees. So, if 
water must be at two hundred and twelve de- 
grees, to make good tea, don’t choose too high 
a hill to build a temperance hall on. The 
heavier, also, the air is, from the quantity of 
moisture in it, the hotter water becomes before 
it boils. If the atmosphere were carbonic acid 
gas, water would get mech hotter without boil- 
ing than it ean under—” 


” 
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FRET a oR 
sight when looked into, To examine water 
boiling, we must boil the water in « glass ves- 
sel—a long tube is the best—heated with a 
spirit lamp. Then first you see the water in 
motion, and the air-bubbles being driven off by 
the heat. As the water gets hotter, other bub- 
bles appear, rising from the bottom of the tube. 
They go up for a little way, and then they 
shrink, and by the time they get to the top of 
the water, you can hardly distinguish them. 
These are bubbles of steam, and they get small- 
er as they rise, because at first the water is 
colder above than below, in proportion to the 
distance from the flame, and the cold gradually 
condenses the bubbles. But when the water 
gets thoroughly hot, the bubbles grow larger 
and rise quicker, and go of the same size right 
up to the top of the water, and there escape— 
if you choose to let them. And steam was al- 
lowed to escape so for many, many ages, wasn’t 
it, uncle, before it was set to work to spin cot- 
ton for the world, and take us to America with- 
in a fortnight, and whirl us over the ground as 
the crow flies, and almost at a crow’s pace ?” 

‘For all which,” remarked Mr. Bagges, “we 
have principally to thank what’s his name.” 

“Watt was his name, I believe, uncle. Well; 
heat turns water into steam, and I dare say I 
need not tell you that a quantity of water be- 
coming steam, fills an immense deal more space 
than it did as mere water. Cold turns the 
steam back into water, and the water fills the 
same space as it did before. Water, in swell- 
ing into steam and shrinking back into water 
again, moves, of course, twice, and mighty mo- 
tions these are, and mighty uses are made of 
them, I should rather think.” 

“T believe you, my boy,” said Mr. Bagges. 

“And now,” asked Harry, “have you any 
idea of what a deal of heat there is in steam ?” 

“Tt is hot enough to scald you,”’ answered 
his mamma; “I know that.” 

“Yes; and hot enough, too, to cook pota- 
toes. But there is much more heat in it than 
that comes to. Take a kettle of cold water. 
See at what degree the thermometer stands in 
the water. Put the kettle on the fire, and ob- 
serve how long it takes to boil. It will boil at 
two hundred and twelve degrees; and there- 
fore, during the time it has taken to boil, there 


has gone into it the difference of heat between | 
two hundred and twelve degrees and the de- | 


gree it stood at when first put on the fire. 
Keep up the same strength of fire, so that the 
heat may continue to go into the water at the 
same rate. Let the water boil quite away, and 
note how long it is in doing so. You can then 
calculate how much heat has gone into the 
water while the water has been boiling away. 
You will find that quantity of heat great enough 
to have made the water red-hot, if al] the water, 
and all the heat, had remained in the kettle. 
But the water in your kettle will have contin- 
ued at two hundred and twelve degrees to the 
last drop, and all the steam that it has turned 
iato will not have been hotter—according to 





the thermometer—than two hundred and twelve 
degrees ; whereas a red heat is one thousand 
degrees. The difference between two hundred 
and twelve degrees and one thousand degrees, 
is seven hundred and eighty-eight degrees ; and 
what has become of all this heat? Why, it is 
entirely contained in the steam, though it does 
not make the steam hotter. It lies hid in the 
steam, and therefore it is called latent heat. 
When the steam is condensed, all that latent 
heat comes out of it, and can be felt, and the 
quantity of it can be measured by a thermom- 
eter. The warmth that issues from steam- 
pipes used to warm a house, is the latent heat 
of the steam that escapes as the steam turns 
back to water.” 

“Latent heat! latent heat!’ repeated Mr. 
Bagges, scratching his head. “Eh? Now, 
that latent heat always puzzles me. Latent, 
lying hid. But how can you hide heat? When 
the zany in the pantomime hides the red-hot 
poker in his pocket, he cauterizes his person, 
How—eh ?—how can heat be latent?” 

“Why, the word heat has two meanings. 
uncle. In the first place, it means hotness. 
Hotness can not be latent, as the clown finds 
when he pockets the poker. In the second 
place, heat means a something the nature of 
which we don’t know, which is the cause of 
hotness, and also the cause of another effect. 
While it is causing that other effect, it does 
not cause hotness. That other effect which 
heat causes in the instance of steam, is keeping 
water in the form of steam. The heat that 
there is in steam, over and above two hundred 
and twelve degrees, is employed in this way. 
It is wholly occupied in preserving the water 
in an expanded state, and can’t cause the mer- 
cury in the thermometer to expand and rise as 
well. For the same reason, it could give you 
no feeling of hotness above what boiling water 
would—if you had the nerve to test it. While 
it is making steam continue to be steam, it is 
latent. When the steam becomes water again, 
it has no longer that work to do, and is set free. 
Free heat is what is commonly understood by 
heat. This is the heat which cooks our vict- 
uals, the heat we feel, the heat that singes Mr. 
Merriman. Latent heat is heat that doesn’t 





warm, singe, or cook, because it is otherwise 
engaged. If you press gas suddenly into a 
fluid, the latent heat of the gas is set free. You 
seem to squeeze it out. Indeed, the same thing 
happens, if you violently force any substance 
into a closer form all at once. Every thing 
appears to have more or less latent heat in it, 
between its little particles, keeping them at cer- 
tain distances from each other. Compress the 
particles within a smaller compass, and a part 
of the latent heat escapes, as if it were no long- 
er wanted. When a substance in a compressed 
state expands on a sudden, it draws in heat, on 
the other hand. When a lady bathes her fore- 
head with eau-de-Cologne to eure a headache, 
the heat of the head enters the eau-de-Cologne, 
and becomes latent in it while it evaporates. 





ee ee 








250 





If you make steam under high pressure, you 
can heat it much above two hundred and twelve 
degrees. Suppose you let off steam, so com- 
pressed and heated, by a wide hole, from the 
boiler, and put your hand into it as it rushes | 
out—” 

“What? Why, you’d scald your hand off!”’ 
cried Mr. Bagges. 

“No, you wouldn’t. 
tremendously hot, but it expands instantly so 
very much, that the heat in it directly becomes 
latent in a great measure; which cools it down | 


sufficiently to allow you to hold your hand in it 


without its hurting you. But then you would | 
have to mind where you held your hand ; be- | 
cause where the steam began to condense again, 
it would be boiling hot.” 

“T had rather | take your word for the ex- 
periment. than try it, young gentleman,” Mr. | 
Bagges observed. 

“Another very curious thing,” proceeded | 
“ Harry, ‘in regard to boiling, has been discov- 
ered lately. A kettle might be too hot to boil 
water in. Take a little bar of silver, heated | 
very highly; dip it into water. At first, you | 
have no boiling, and you don’t have any at all 
till the silver has cooled some degrees. Put a} 


drop of water into a platinum dish, heated in | 


the same way, and it will ran about without 
boiling till the heat diminishes; and then it 
bursts into steam. M. Boutigny, the French 
chemist, made this discovery. Vapor forms be- 
tween the drop of water and the red-hot metal, 
and, being a bad conductor of heat, keeps the 
heat of the metal for some time from flowing 
into the water. Owing to this, water, and mer- 
cury even, may be frozen in a red-hot vessel if 
the experiment is managed cleverly. A little 
more than a couple of centuries ago, this would 
have been thought witchcraft.” 

“And the philosopher,” added Mr. Bagges, 
“would have been fried instead of his water- 


drop. Let me see—eh? what do they call this | 


singular state of water ?” 

“The spheroidal state,’ answered Harry. 
“ However, that is a state that water does not 
get into in a kettle, because kettles are not al- 


lowed to become red hot, except when they are | 


put carelessly on the fire with no water in them, 
or suffered to remain there after the water has | 
boiled quite away !’ 

“Which is ruination to kettles, 
kinson observed. 


” Mrs. Wil- | 


“Of course it is, mamma, because at a red | 
heat iron begins to unite with oxygen, or to | 


rust. Another thing that injures kettles is the | 
fur that collects in them. All water in common | 
use contains more or less of earthy and other | 
salts. 
the water, and gradually form a fur or crust in- 
side the kettle or boiler.” 

“ And a nice job it is to get rid of it,” 
his mamma. 


“ Well; chemistry has lessened that difficul- | 


ty,” replied Harry. 
ate of lime. 


“The fur is mostly carbon- 
In that case, all you have to do is | 


The steam rushes out 


In boiling, these things separate from | the black in another. 


said | 
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{to boil some cD asuiimalaticliniraes tutariate. 

or more properly hydrochlorate of ammonia— 
lin the furred vessel. The hydrochloric acid 
unites with the lime, and the carbonic acid goes 
to the ammonia. Both the compounds formed 
| in this way dissolve and wash away; and so 
you may clean the foulest boiler or kettle. This 
| is a rather important discovery ; for the effect 
of fur in a kettle is to oppose the passace of 
| heat, and therefore to occasion the more fuel to 
| be required to boil water in it, which is a seri. 
ous waste and expense when you have a large 
steam-boiler to deal with. Dr. Faraday men- 
tions the case of a Government steamer that 
| went to Trieste, and during the voyage had so 
} much fur formed in her boiler as to oblige a) 
| her coal to be consumed, and then the engineers 
| were forced to burn spars, rigging, bulkheads, 
and even chopped cables, and to use up every 
| shaving of spare timber in the ship. Soot un- 
derneath the kettle, as well as fur inside it, isa 
| hindrance to boiling, as it is a bad conductor: 
and that is the reason why one can bear to hold 
a kettle of hot water, which is very sooty on its 
|under surface, on the flat of the hand. Soa 
| black kettle doesn’t give out its heat readily to 
what touches it, and so far it is good to keep 
water hot; but it gets rid of heat in another 
way; as I dare say you know, uncle.” 

“Eh?” said Mr. Bagges, “ why, what 9—no 
—I did know something about it the other day 
—but I’ve such a memory !—and—eh ?—no— 
I’ve quite forgotten it.” 

“ By radiation, you know. All warm bodies 
are constantly giving off rays of heat, as shining 
ones are giving off rays of light, although the 
heat-rays are invisible.” 

“How do we know that ?” asked Mr. Bagges. 

“Get a couple of coneave mirrors—a sort of 
copper basins, polished inside. Stand them face 
to face, some yards apart. Put a hot iron bal! 
—not red hot—in the focus of one mirror. Put 
a bit of phosphorus in the focus of the other 
The phosphorus will take fire ; though without 
the mirrors you might place it much nearer the 

hot iron, and yet it would not burn. So we 
| know that there are rays of heat, because we 
ean reflect them as we can rays of light. 
| things radiate better than others. Those that 

| have bright metal surfaces radiate worst, thoug! 
such are what are used for reflectors. If theie 
surfaces are blackened or roughened, they radi- 
late better. A bright kettle gives off fewer rays 
of heat than a black one, and so far, is better to 
keep water hot in. But then, on the other hand, 
it yields more heat to the air, or the hob or 
hearth that it stands upon—if colder than itself. 
| The bright kettle gives off heat in one way and 
I don’t know at what 





| 


Some 


} 


| comparative rate exactly.’ 

“ Sixof one, and hali-a-dozen ef the othe x 
Mr. Bagges suggested. 

“ Now look at the wonderful relations of the 
kettle, uncle !” 

“ Relations ?—-Eh ?—what the pot and the 
| saucepan ?”’ said Mr. Bagges. 
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ee . 

“Qb, oh, uncle! No; its relations to the 
pressure of the atmosphere and every cause that 
aiects it—to the eonveyance, and conduction, 
and radiation of heat—to latent heat or caloric, 
to the properties of water, to chemical decom- 
position —and to steam and its astonishing mar- 
vels, present and to come!” 

“ Well,” said Mr. Bagges, it is wonderful ; 
and the kettle certainly is very respectably con- 
nected. Eh? And I hope to profit by the 
subject of our conversation ; and so, I say, pour 
me out a cup of tea.” 








MY NOVEL; OR, VARIETIES IN EN- 
GLISH LIFE. 
(Continued from page 97.) 
BOOK II1—CHAPTER VII. 

N spite of all his Machiavellian wisdom, Dr. 
I Riecabocea had heen foiled in his attempt to 
seduce Leonard Fairfield into his service, even 
though he succeeded in partially winning over 
the widow to his views. For to her he repre- 
sented the worldly advantages of the thing. 
Lenny would learn to be fit for more than a day- 
laborer: he would learn gardening in all its 
branches—rise some day to be a head-gardener. 
“ And,” said Riceaboeca, “ I willtake care of his 
book-learning, and teach him whatever he has a 
head for.” 

“He has a head for every thing,” said the 
widow. 

“Then,” said the wise man, “every thing 
shall go into it.” 

The widow was certainly dazzled; for, as we 
have seen, she highly prized scholarly distinction, 
and she knew that the parson looked upon Ric- 
cabocca as a wondrous learned man. But still, 
Riceaboeea was said to be a Papist, and suspect- 
ed to be a conjurer. Her scruples on both these 
points, the Italian, who was an adept in the art 
of talking over the fair sex, would no doubt have 


dissipated, if there had been any use in it; but | 


Lenny put a dead stop to all negotiations. He 
had taken a mortal dislike to Riccaboeca; he 
was very much frightened by hiin—and the 
spectacles, the pipe, the cloak, the long hair, 
and the red umbrella; and said so sturdily, in 
reply to every overture, “ Please, sir, I’d rather 
not; I'd rather stay along with mother,”’ that 
Riecabocea was forced to suspend all further 
experiments in his Machiavellian diplomacy. 
He was not at all cast down, however, by his 
first failure ; on the contrary, he was one of those 
men whom opposition stimulates. And what 
before had been but a suggestion of prudence, 
became an object of desire. Plenty of other 
lads might no doubt be had on as reasonable 
terms as Lenny Fairfield; but the moment Lenny 
presumed to bafile the Italian’s designs upon 
him, the special acquisition of Lenny became of 
paramount importance in the eyes of Signor 
Rieeaboeea, 


posed to lay for Leonard Fairfield, in the more 
immediate surprise that awaited him on learning 
that Dr. Riccabocca had accepted an invitation 
to pass a few days at the Hall. 

“ There will be no one there but the family,” 
said Riccaboeca. ‘ Poor Giacomo, a little chat 
in the servants’ hall will do you good; and the 
squire’s beef is more nourishing, after all, than 
the sticklebacks and minnows. It will lengthen 
your life.” 

** The Padrone jests,” said Jackeymo statelily, 
“Cas if any one conld starve in bis service.” 

“Um,” said Riecaboeca. ‘ At leust, faithful 
friend, you have tried that experiment as far as 
human nature will permit ;’’ and he extended his 
hand to his fellow-exile with that familiarity 
which exists between servant and master in the 
usages of the Continent. Jackeymo bent low, 
and a tear fell upon the hand he kissed. 

“ Cospetto !” said Dr. Riccabocea, “a thousand 
mock pearls do not make up the cost of a single 
true one. The tears of women, we know their 
worth; but the tear of an honest man—Fie, 
Giacomo! at least I can never repay you this! 
Go and see to our wardrobe.” 

So far as his master’s wardrobe was concern- 
ed, that order was pleasing to Jackeymo; for the 
doctor had in his drawers syits which Jackeymo 
pronounced to be as good as new, though many 
a long year had passed since they left the tailor’s 
hands. But when Jackeymo came to examine 
the state of his own clothing department, his face 
grew considerably longer. It was not that he 
was without other clothes than those on his back 
—dquantity was there, but, the quality! Mourn- 
fully he gazed on two suits, complete in the three 
separate members of which man’s raiments are 
composed : the one suit extended at length upon 
his bed, like a veteran stretched by pious hands 
after death; the other brought piecemeal to the 
invidious light—thg torso placed upon a chair, 
the limbs dangling down from Jackeymo’s mel- 
ancholy arm. No bodies long exposed at the 
Morgue could evince less sign of resuscitation 
than those respectable defuncts! For, indeed, 
Jackeymo had been less thrifty of his apparel— 
more profusus swi—than his master. In *the 
earliest days of their exile, he preserved the 
decorous habit of dressing for dinner—it was a 
respect due to the Padrone—and that habit had 
lasted till the two habits on which it necessarily 
depended had evinced the first symptoms of de- 
cay; then the evening clothes had been taken 
into morning wear, in which hard service they 
had breathed their last. 

The doctor, notwithstanding his general phi- 
losophical abstraction from such household de- 
tails, had more than once said, rather in pity to 
Jackeymo, than with an eye to that respectabil- 
ity which the costume of the servant reflects on 
the dignity of the master—“Giacomo, thou 
wantest clothes, fit thyself out of mine!” 





Jackeymo, however, lost ali his interest in the 
traps, snares, and gins, which his master pro- 


And Jackeymo had bowed his gratitude, as if 


| the donation had been accepted; but the fact 
| was, that that same fitting-out was easier said 
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than done. For though, thanks to an existence 
mainly upon sticklebacks and minnows—both 
Jackeymo and Riccabocca had arrived at that 
state which the Jongevity of misers proves to be 
most healthful to the human frame, viz., skin and 
bone—yet, the bones contained in the skin of 
Riccabocca all took longitudinal directions ; while 
those in the skin of Jackeymo spread out lati- 
tudinally. And you might as well have made the 
bark of a Lombardy poplar serve for the trunk 
of some dwarfed and pollarded oak—in whose 
hollow the Babes of the Wood could have slept at 
their ease—as have fitted out Jackeymo from the 
garb of Riccabocea. Moreover, if the skill of the 
tailor could have accomplished that undertaking, 
the faithful Jackeymo would never have had the 
heart to avail himself of the generosity of his 
master. He had a sort of religious sentiment 
too, about those vestments of the Padrone. The 
ancients, we know, when escaping from ship- 
wreck, suspended in the votive temple the gar- 
ments in which they had struggled through the 
wave. Jackeymo looked on those relics of the 
past with a kindred superstition. ‘This coat 
the Padrone wore on such an occasion. I re- 
member the very evening the Padrone last put 
on those pantaloons!’’ And coat and panta- 
loons were tenderly dusted, and carefully re- 
stored to their sacred rest. 

But now, after all, what was to be done? 
Jackeymo was much too proud to exhibit his 
person, to the eyes of the Squire’s bu‘ter, in 
habiliments discreditable to himself and the Pa- 
drone. In the midst of his perplexity, the bell 
rang, and he went down into the parlor. 

Riecabocca was standing on the hearth under 
his symbolical representation of the “ Patrie 
Exul.” 

“Giacomo,” quoth he, ‘I have been thinking 
that thou hast never done what I told thee, and 
fitted thyself out from my supesfluities. But we 
are going now into the great world: visiting 
once begun, Heaven knows where it may stop! 
Go to the nearest town and get thyself clothes. 
Things are dear in England. Will this suffice ?” 
And Riccabocca extended a £5 note. 

Jackeymo, we have seen, was miore familiar 
with his master than we formal English permit 
our domestics to be with us. But ia his famili- 
arity he was usually respectful. This time, 
however, respect deserted him. 

“The Padrone is mad!” he exclaimed; “he 
would fling away his whole fortune if I would 
let him. Five pounds English, or a hundred and 
twenty-six pounds Milanese!* Santa Maria! 
Unnatural Father! And what is to become of 
the poor Signorina? Is this the way you are to 
marry her in the foreign land ?”’ 

“Giacomo,” said Riecabocca, bowing his head 
to the storm; “the Signorina to-morrow; to-day, 
the honor of the house. Thy small clothes, Gi- 
acomo. Miserable man, thy small-clothes !” 

“It is just,’ said Jackeymo, recovering him- 





* By the pounds Milanese, Giacomo means the Milan- 
eso lira. 





self, and with hamility ; “and the Padfone , does 

right to blame me, bat not in so cruel a way 
It i is just—the Padrone ‘odges and boards me. 
and gives me handsome wages, and he has 4 
right to expect that I should not go in this fig. 
ure.’ 

“For the board and the lodgment, good,” said 
Riccabocea. “ For the handsome wages, they 
are the visions of thy fancy !”’ 

“They are no such thing,” said Jackeymo, 
“they are only in arrear. As if the Padrone 
could not pay them some day or other—as jf | 
was demeaning myself by serving a master who 
did not intend to-pay his servants! And can’t 
I wait? Have I not my savings too? But be 
cheered, be cheered ; you shall be contented with 
me. I have two beautiful suits still. 
ranging them when you rang for me. 
see, you shall see.” 

And Jaekeymo hurried from the room, hurried 
back into his own chamber, unlocked a little 
trunk which he kept at his bed head, tossed out 
a variety of small articles, and from the deepest 
depth extracted a leathern purse. He emptied 
the contents on the hed. They were chiefly 
Italian coins, some five-franc pieces, a silver 
medallion inclosing a little image of his patron 
saint—San Giacomo—one solid English guinea, 
and two or three pounds’ worth in English sil- 
ver. Jackeymo put back the foreign coins, say- 
ing prudently, “ One will lose on them here ;” 
he seized the English coins and counted them 
out. “But are you enough, you rascals?” quoth 
he angrily, giving them a good shake. His 
eye caught sight of the medallion—he paused; 
and after eying the tiny representation of the 
saint with great deliberation, he added, in a sen- 
tence which he must have picked up from the 
proverbial aphorisms of his master— 

“What’s the difference between the enemy 
who does not hurt me, and the friend who does 
not serve me? Monsignore San Giacomo, my 
patron saint, you are of very little use to me in 
the leathern bag. But if you help me to get 
into a new pair of small-clothes on this import- 
ant occasion, you will be a friend indeed. Alla 
bisogna, Monsignore.”’ ‘Then gravely kissing 
the medallion, he thrust it into one pocket, the 
coins into the other, made up a bundle of the 
two defunct suits, and, muttering to himself, 
“ Beast, miser that I am, to disgrace the Pa- 
drone, with all these savings in his service !” 
ran down stairs into his pantry, caught up his 
hat and stick, and in a few moments more was 
seen trudging off to the neighboring town of 
L——. 

Apparently the poor Italian suceeeded, for he 
came back that evening in time to prepare the 
thin gruel which made his master’s supper, with 
a suit of black—a little threadbare, but still 
highly respectable—two shirt fronts, and two 
white cravats. But, out of all this finery, Jack- 
eymo held the small-clothes in especial vener- 
ation; for as they had cost exactly what the 
medallion had sold for, so it seemed to him that 
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San Giacomo had heard his prayer in that quarter 
to which he had more exclusively directed the 
saint’s attention. The ovher habiliments came 
to him in the merely human process of sale and 
barter; the small-clothes were the personal gra- 
tuity of San Giacomo ! 

Ge 


CHAPTER VIIL 

Lire has been subjected to many ingenious 
comparisons ; and if we do not understand it any 
better, it is not for want of what is called rea- 
soning by illustration.” Among other resem- 
blances, there are moments when, to a quiet 
contemplator, it suggests the image of one of 
those rotatory entertainments commonly seen in 
fairs, and known by the name of “ whirligigs or 
roundabouts,” in which each participator of the 
pastime, seated on-his hobby, is always appa- 
rently in the act of pursuing some one before 
him, while he is pursued by some one behind. 
Man, and woman too, are naturally animals of 
chase; the greatest still finds something to fol- 
low, and there is no one too humble not to be an 
object of prey to another. Thus, confining our 
view to the village of Hazeldean, we behold in 
this whirligig Dr. Riecabocea spurring his hobby 
after Lenay Fairfield; and Miss Jemima, on her 
decorous side-saddie, whipping after Dr. Ricca- 
bocca. Why, with so long and intimate a con- 
viction of the villainy of our sex, Miss Jemima 
should resolve upon giving the male animal one 
more ch of red g itself in her eyes, I 
leave to the explanation of those gentlemen who 
profess to find “their only books in woman’s 
looks.”’ Perhaps it might be from the over-ten- 
derness and clemency of Miss Jemima’s nature ; 
perhaps it might be that, as yet, she had only 
experienced the villainy of man born and reared 
in these cold northern climates; and in the land 
of Petrarch and Romeo, of the citron and myrtle, 
there was reason to expect that the native mon- 
ster would be more amenable to gentle influ- 
ences, less obstinately hardened in his iniquities. 
Without entering farther into these hypotheses, 
it is sufficient to say, that on Signor Riccabocea’s 
appearance in the drawing-room, at Hazeldean, 
Miss Jemima felt more than ever rejoiced that 
she had relaxed in his favor her general hostil- 
ity to man. In truth, though Frank saw some- 





thing quizzical in the old-fashioned and outland- | 


ish cut of the Italian’s sober dress; in his long 
hair, and the chapeau bras, over which he bowed 
so gracefully, and then pressed it, as if to his 
heart, before tucking it under his arm, after the 
fashion in which the gizzard reposes under the 
wing of a roasted pullet; yet it was impossible 
that even Frank could deny to Riccabocea that 
praise which is due to the air and manner of an 
unmistakable gentleman. And certainly as, 
after dinner, conversation grew more familiar, 
and the Parson and Mrs. Dale, who had been 
invited to meet their friend, did their best to 
draw him out, his talk, though sometimes a lit- 
Ue too wise for his listeners, became eminently 
Vou. IIl—No. 8.—R 


animated and agreeable. It was the conversa- 
tion of a man who, besides the knowledge which 
is acquired from books and life, had studied the 
art which becomes a gentleman—that of pleas- 
ing in polite society. Riceabocca, however, had 
more than this art—he had one which is often 
less innocent—the art of penetrating into the 
weak side of his associates, and of saying the 
exact thing which hits it plump in the middle, 
with the careless air of a random shot. 

The result was, that all were charmed with 
him ; and that even Captain Barnabas postponed 
the whist-table for a full hour after the usual 
time. The Doctor did not play—he thus be- 
came the property of the two ladies, Miss Jemi- 
ma and Mrs. Dale. 

Seated between the two, in the place right- 
fully appertaining to Flimsey, who this time was 
fairly dislodged, to her great wonder and discon- 
tent, the Doctor was the emblem of true Do- 
mestic Felicity, placed between Friendship and 
Love. 

Friendship, as became her, worked quietly at 
the embroidered pocket-handkerchief, and left 
Love to its more animated operations. “ You 
must be very lonely at the Casino,” said Love, 
in a sympathizing tone. 

“ Madam,” replied Riccabocca, gallantly, ‘1 
shall think so when I leave you.” 

Friendship cast a sly glance at Love—Love 
blushed or looked down on the carpet, which 
comes to the same thing. “ Yet,” began Love 
again—“ yet solitude, to a feeling heart—” 

Riccabocca thought of the note of invitation, 
and involuntarily buttoned his coat, as if to pro- 
tect the individual organ thus alarmingly refer- 
red to. 

“Solitude, to a feeling heart, has its charms: 
It is so hard even for us, poor ignorant women, 
to find a congenial companion—but for you /”” 
Love stopped short, as if it had said too much, 
and smelt confusedly at its bouquet. 

Dr. Riccaboceca cautiously lowered his spec- 
tacles, and darted one glance, which with the 
rapidity and comprehensiveness of lightning, 
seemed to envelop and take in it, as it were, the 
whole inventory of Miss Jemima’s personal at- 
tractions. Now, Miss Jemima, as I have before 
observed, had a mild and pensive expression of 
countenance, and she would have been positive- 
ly pretty had the mildness looked a little more 
| alert, and the pensiveness somewhat less lacka- 
daisical. In fact, though Miss Jemima was 
constitutionally mild, she was not de natura 
pensive; she had too much of the Hazeldean 
blood in her veins for that sullen and viscid 
humor called melancholy, and therefore this as- 
sumption of pensiveness really spoiled her char- 
acter of features, which only wanted to be light- 
ed up by a cheerful smile to be extremely pre- 
possessing. The same remark might apply to 
the figure, which—thanks to the same pensive- 
ness—lost ell the undulating grace which move- 
ment and animation bestow on the fluent curves 
of the feminine form. The figure was a good 
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figure, examined in detail—a little thin, perhaps, 
but by no means emaciated—with just and ele- 
gant proportions, and naturally light and flex- 
‘ble. But that same unfortunate pensiveness 
gave the whole a character of inertness and 
languor ; and when Miss Jemima reclined on 
the sofa, so complete seemed the relaxation of 
nerve and muscle, that you would have thought 
she had lost the use of her limbs. Over her 
face and form, thus defrauded of the charms 
Providence had bestowed on them, Dr. Rieca- 
bocea’s eye glanced rapidly ; and. then moving 
nearer to Mrs. Dale—‘s Defend me’’ (he stop- 
ped a moment, and added), “from the charge 
of not being able to appreciate congenial com- 
panionship.” 

“ Oh, I did not say that !”’ cried Miss Jemima. 

“Pardon me,” said the Italian, “if I am so 
dull as to misunderstand you. One may well 
lose one’s head, at least, in such a neighborhood 
ag this.’’ He rose as he spoke, and bent over 
Frank’s shoulder to examine some views. of 
Italy, which Miss Jemima (with what, if wholly 
unselfish, would have been an attention truly 
delicate) had extracted from the library in or- 
der to gratify the guest. 

* Most interesting creature, indeed,” sighed 
Miss Jemima, ‘‘ but too—too flattering !”’ 

“Tell me,” said Mrs. Dale gravely, “do you 
think, love, that you could put off the end of the 
world a little longer, or must we make haste in 
order to be in time ?” 

“How wicked you are!” said Miss Jemima, 
turning aside. 

Some few minutes afterward, Mrs. Dale con- 
trived it so that Dr. Riccabocea and herself 
were in a farther corner of the room, looking at 
@ picture said to be by Wouvermans. 

Mrs. Date.—“ She is very amiable, Jemima, 
is.she not ?” 

Riccazoccta,—“ Exceedingly so. Very. fine 
battle-piece !”’ 

Mrs. Datz.—“ So kind-hearted.” 

Riccasocca.—“ All ladies are. How nat- 
urally that warrior makes his desperate cut 
at the runaway !”’ 

Mrs. Date.—‘She is not what is called 
regularly handsome, but she has something very 
winning.” 

Riccazocca, with a smile.—‘So winning, 
that it is strange she is not won. That gray 
mare in the fore-ground stands out very boldly !”” 

Mes. Dax, distrusting the smile of Ricca, 
bocea, and throwing in a more affective grape 
charge.—“ Not won yet; and it is strange !— 
she will have a very pretty fortune.” 

Riccagocca.—* Ah!” 

Mars. Date.—‘‘ Six thousand pounds, I dare- 
sgy—certainly four.” 

ccaBocca, suppressing a sigh, and with his 
wonted address.—“ If Mrs, Dale were still sin- 
gle, she would never need a friend to say what 
her portion might be; but Miss Jemima is so 

that I am quite sure it is not Miss Jemi- 
ma’s fault that she is still—Miss Jemima!” 





The foreigner slipped away as he spoke, and 
sate himself down beside the whist-players. 

Mrs. Dale was disappointed, but certainly 
not offended.—‘‘ It would be such a good thing 
for both,” muttered she, almost inaudibly. 

“Giacomo,” said Riccabocea, as he was un- 
dressing, that night, in the large, comfortable, 
well-carpeted English bedroom, with that great 
English four-posted bed in the recess. which 
seems made-to shame folks out of single-bless- 
edness—‘ Giacomo, I have had this evening the 
offer of probably six thousand pounds—certainly 
of four thousand.” 

“Cosa meravigliosa!”’ exclaimed Jackeymo 
—‘“* miraculous thing !’’ and he crossed himself 
with great fervor. ‘ Six thousand pounds En. 
glish! why, that must be a hundred thousand— 
blockhead that I am !—more than a hundred and 
fifty thousand pounds Milanese!’ And Jackey. 
mo, who was considerably enlivened by the 
Squire’s ale, commenced a series of gesticula 
tions and capers, in the midst of which he 
stopped and cried, ‘ but not for nothing ?” 

‘“* Nothing! no!” 

“These mercenary English !—the Governa- 
ment wants to bribe you.” 

“* That's not it.”’ 

“The priests want vou to turn heretic.” 

‘Worse than that,” said the philosopher. 

“* Worse than that! O Padrene ! for shame !” 

“Don’t be a fool, but pull off my pantaloons 
—they want me never to wear these again !” 

“Never to wear what?” exclaimed Jackoy- 
mo, staring outright at his master’s long legs 
in their linen drawers—* never to wear—”’ 

“The breeches,” said Riceaboeca lacon- 
eally. 

“The barbarians!’’ faltered Jackeymo. 

“* My nighteap!—and never to have any com- 
fort in this,” said Riccabocca, drawing on the 
cotton head-gear ; “‘and never to have any sound 
sleep in that,” pointing to the four-posted bed. 
“‘ And to be a bondsman and a slave,”’ continued 
Riceabocea, waxing wroth; “and to be whee- 
died and purred at, and pawed, and clawed, and 
scolded, and fondled, and blinded, and deafened, 
and bridled, and saddled—bedeviled and—mar- 
ried.” 

‘Married !”’ said Jackeymo, more dispassion- 
ately—‘‘ that’s very bad, certainly ; but more 
than a hundred and fifty thousand /ire, and per- 
haps a pretty young lady, and—” 

“Pretty young lady!’ growled Riccabocca, 
jamping into bed and drawing the clothes fierce- 
ly over him. “Put ont the candle, and get 
along with you—do, you villainous old incea- 
diary!” 


———_>———. 


CHAPTER Ix, 

Ir was not many days since the resurrection 
of those ill-omened stocks, and it was evident 
already to an ordinary observer, that something 
wrong had got into the village. The peasants 
wore a sullen expression of countenance ; whea 
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the Squire passed, they took off their hats with 
more than ordinary formality, but they did not 
return the same broad smile to his quick, hearty 
“Good-day, my man.”’ The women peered at 
him from the threshold or the casement, but did 
not, as was their wont (at least the wont of the 
prettiest), take occasion to come out to catch 
his passing compliment on their own good looks, 
or their tidy cottages. And the children, who 
used to play after work on the site of the old 
stocks, now shunned the place, and, indeed, seem- 
ed to cease play altogether. 

On the other hand, no man likes to build, or 
rebuild, a great public work for nothing. Now 
that the Squire had resuscitated the stocks, and 
made them so exceedingly handsome, it was 
natural that he should wish to put somebody 
into them. Moreover, his pride and self-esteem 
had been wounded by the Parson’s opposition ; 
and it would be a justification to his own fore- 
thought, and a triumph over the Parson’s under- 
standing, if he could satisfactorily and practical- 
ly establish a proof that the stocks hed not been 
repaired before they were wanted. 

Therefore, unconsciously to himself, there 
was something about the Squire more barly, 
and authoritative, and menacing than hereto- 
fore. Old Gaffer Solomons observed, “that they 
had better moind well what they were about, 
for that, the Squire had a wicked look in the 
tail of his eye—just as the dun bull had afore it 
tossed neighbor Barnes's little boy.” 

For two or three days these mute signs of 
something brewing in the atmosphere had been 
rather noticeable than noticed, without any pos- 
itive overt act of tyranny on the one hand, or 
rebellion onthe other. But on the very Satur- 
day night in which Dr. Riceabocca was instal]- 
ed in the four-posted bed in the chintz chamber, 
the threatened revolution commenced. In the 
dead of that night, personal outrage was com- 
mitted on the stocks. And on the Sunday morn- 
ing, Mr. Stirn, who was the earliest riser in 
the parish, perceived, in going to the farm- 
yard, that the knob of the column that flanked 
the board had been feloniously broken off; that 
the four holes were bunged up with mud; and 
that some jaevbinical villain had carved, on the 
very centre of the flourished or scroll work, 
“Dam the stoks!” Mr. Stirn was much too 
vigilant a right-hand man, much too zealous a 
friend of law and order, not to regard such pro- 
ceedings with horror and alarm. And when the 
Squire came into his dressing-room at half-past 
seven, his butler (who fulfilled also the duties 
of valet) informed him with a mysterious air, 
that Mr. Stirn had something ‘very particular 
to communicate, about a most howdacious mid. 
night ‘spiracy and ’sault.” 

The Squire stared, and bade Mr. Stirn be 
admitted. 

“Well?” cried the Squire, suspending the 
operation of stropping his.razor. 

Mr. Stirn groaited. 

* Well, man, what now!” 





“TI never knowed such a thing in this here 
parish afore,” began Mr. Stirn, “and I can 
only ‘count for it by s’posing that them foreign 
Papishers have been semmina*ing’’— 

* Been what ?” 

* Semminating—” 

“ Disseminating, you biockhead—dissemina- 
ting what ?” 

“Damn the stoeks,”’ began Mr. Stirn, plung- 
ing right in medias res, and by a fine use of oae 
of the noblest figures in rhetoric. 

“Mr. Stirn!” cried the Squire, reddening, 
“did you say ‘Damn the stocks ?”—damn my 
new handsome pair of stocks !”’ 

“Lord forbid, sir; that’s what they say: that’s: 
what they have digged on it with knives and 
daggers, and they have stuffed mud in its four 
holes, and broken the capital of the elewa- 
tion.” 

The Squire took the napkin off his shoulder, 
laid down strop and razor; he seated himself in 
his arm-chair majestically, crossed his legs, and 
in a voice that affected tranquillity, said: 

“Compose yourself, Stirn; you have a depo. 
sition to make, touching an assault upon—can 
I trust my senses ?—upon my new stocks. Com- 
pose yourself—be calm. NOW! Whiat the 
devil is come to the parish ?” 

“ Ah, sir, what indeed ?” replied Mr. Stirn: 
and then, laying the fore-finger of the right 
hand on the palm of the left, he narrated tho 


* And whom do you suspect? Be calm now, 
don’t speak in a passion. You are a witness, sit 
—a dispassionate, unprejudiced witness. Zounds 
and fury! this is the mos? insolent, unprovok- 
ed, diabolical—but whom do you suspect, I 
say ¢ 

Stirn twirled his hat, elevated his eyebrows, 
jerked hi® thumb over his shoulder, and whis- 
pered, ‘I hear as how the two Papishers slept 
at your honor’s last night.” 

“ What, dolt! do you suppose Dr. Rickey- 
bockey got out of his warm bed to bung up the 
holes in my new stocks ?”’ 

“ Noa; he’s too cunning to do it himself, but 
he may have been semminating. He's mighty 
thick with Parson Dale, and your honor knows 
as how the Parson set his face agin the stocks. 
Wait a bit, sir—don’t fly at me yet. There be 
a boy in this here parish—” 

“A boy !—ah, fool, now you are nearer the 
mark. The Parson. write ‘Damn the stocks,’ 
indeed! What boy do you mean?” 

“ And that boy be cockered up mach by Mis- 
ter Dale; and the Papisher went and sat with 
him and his mother a whole hour t’other day; 
and that boy is as deep as a well; and I seed 
him lurking about the place, and hiding hisself 
under the tree the day the stocks was put up— 
and that ere boy is Leany Fairfield.” 

“ Whew,” said the Squire, whistling, “you 
have not your usual senses about you to-day, 
man. Lenny Fairfield—pattern boy of the vil- 
lage. Hold your tongue. I dare say it is not 
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done by any one in the parish, after all; some 
good-for-nothing vagrant—that cursed tinker, 
who goes about with a very vicious donkey— 
whom, by the way, I caught picking thistles out 
of the very eyes of the old stocks! Shows how 
the tinker brings up his donkeys! Well, keep 
a sharp look-out. To-day is Sunday: worst day 
of the week, I am sorry and ashamed to say, 
for rows and depredations. Between the ser- 
viees, and after evening church, there are al- 
ways idle fellows from all the neighboring coun- 
try about, as you know too well. Depend on it, 
the real-culprits will be found gathering round 
the stocks, and will betray themselves: have 
your eyes, ears, and wits about you, and I’ve 
no doubt we shall come to the rights of the mat- 
ter before the day’s out. And if we do,”’ added 
the Squire, “we'll make an example of the 
ruffian !”’ 


“Tn course,” 


said Stirn; “and if we don’t 


find him, we must make an example all the | 


same. That’s where it is, sir. That's why the 
stock’s ben’t respected; they has not had an 
example yet—we wants an example.” 

“On my word, I believe that’s very true; 
and the first idle fellow you catch in any thing 
wrong we’ll clap in, and keep him there for two 
hours at least.” 

“With the biggest pleasure, your honor— 
that’s what it is.” 

And Mr. Stirn, having now got what he con- 
sidered a complete and unconditional authority 
over all the legs and wrists of Hazeldean par- 
ish, guoad the stocks, took his departure. 


——_———- 
CHAPTER X. 


“Ranpat,” said Mrs. Leslie, on this mem- | 


orable Sunday—‘ Randal, do you think of going 
to Mr. Hazeldean’s ?” 

Yes, ma’am,” answered Randal. “ Mr, 
Egerton does not object to it; and as I do not 
return to Eaton, 1 may have no other opportu- 
nity of seeing Frank for some time. I ought not 
to fail in respect to Mr. Egerton’s natural heir !”’ 

“Gracious me!’’ cried Mrs. Leslie, who, like 
many women of her cast and kind, had a sort 
of worldliness in her notions, which she never 
evinced in her conduct—“ gracious me !—nat- 
ural heir to the old Leslie property !” 

“He is Mr. Egerton’s nephew, and,” added 
Randal, ingenuously letting out his thoughts, 
“T am no relation to Mr. Egerton at all.” 

“But,” said poor Mrs. Leslie, with tears in 
her eyes, “it would be a shame in the man, 
after paying your schooling and sending you to 
Oxford, and having you to stay with him in the 
holidays, if he did not mean any thing by it.” 

“ Any thing, mother—yes—but not the thing 
you suppose. No matter. It is enough that 
he has armed me for life, and I shall use the 

ns as seems to me best.” 

Here the dialogue was suspended, by the en- 
trance of the other members of the family, 
dressed for church. 





“Tt can’t be time for charch! No! it can’t!” 
exclaimed Mrs. Leslie. She was never in time 
for any thing. 

“Last bell ringing,” said Mr. Leslie, who, 
though a slow man, was methodical and pune- 
tual. Mrs. Leslie made a frantic rush at the 
door, the Montfydget blood being now in a 
blaze—whirled up the stairs—gained her room, 
tore her best bonnet from the peg, snatched her 
newest shawl from the drawers, crushed the 
bonnet on her head, flung the shaw! on her 
shoulders, thrust a desperate pin into its folds, 
in order to conceal a buttonless yawn in the 
body of her gown, and then flew back like a 
whirlwind. Meanwhile the family were already 
out of doors, in waiting; and just as the bell 
ceased, the procession moved from the shabby 
house to the dilapidated church. ‘ 

The church was a large one, but the con- 
gregation was small, and so was the income of 
the Parson. It was a lay rectory, and the great 
tithes had belonged to the Leslies, but they had 
been long since sold. The vicarage, still in 
their gift, might be worth a little more than 
£100. year. . The present incumbent had noth- 
ing else to live upon. He was a good man, and 
not originally a stupid one; but penury and the 
anxious cares for wife and family, combined 
with what may be called solitary confinement 
for the cultivated mind, when, amidst the two- 
legged creatures round, it sees no other culti- 
vated mind with which it ean exchange an 
extra-parochial thought—had lulled him into a 
lazy mournfulness, which at times was very 
like imbecility. His income allowed him to do 
no good to the parish, whether in work, trade, 
or charity; and thus he had no moral weight 
with the parishioners beyond the example of his 
sinless life, and such negative effect as might 
be produced by his slumberous exhortations. 
Therefore his parishioners troubled him very 
little ; and but for the influence which in hours 
of Montfydget activity, Mrs. Leslie exercised 
over the most tractable—that is, the children 
and the aged—not half-a-dozen persons would 
have known or cared whether he shut up his 
church or not. 

But our family were seated in state in their 
old seignorial pew, and Mr. Dumdrum, with a 
nasal twang, went lugubriously through the 
prayers; and the old people who could sin no 
more, and the children who had not yet learned 
to sin, croaked forth responses that might have 
come from the choral frogs in Aristophanes. 
And there was a long sermon apropos to nothing 
which could possibly interest the congregation, 
being, in fact, some controversial homily, which 
Mr. Damdrum had composed and preached 
years before. And when this discourse was 
over, there was a loud universal grunt, as if of 
release and thanksgiving, and a great clatter of 
shoes—and the old hobbled, and the young seram- 
bled to the church door. 

Immediately after church, the Leslie family 
dined ; and, as soon as dinner was over, Ran- 
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da) set out on his foot journey to Hazeldean 
all. 

"Deloane and even feeble though his frame, 
he had the energy and quickness of movement 
which belongs to nervous temperaments; and 
he tasked the slow stride of a peasant, whom 
he took to serve him as a guide for the first 
two or three miles. Though Randal had not 
the gracious, open manner with the poor which 
Frank inherited from his father, he was still 
(despite many a secret, hypocritical vice, at war 
with the character of a gentleman) gentleman 
enough to have no churlish pride to his inferiors. 
He talked little, but he suffered his guide to 
talk; and the boor, who was the same whom 
Frank had accosted, indulged in eulogistic com- 
ments on that young gentleman’s pony, from 
which he diverged into some compliments on 
the young gentleman himself. Randal drew 
his hat over his brows. There is a wonderful 
tact and fine breeding in your agricultural peas- 
ant; and though Tom Stowell was but a brutish 
specimen of the class, he suddenly perceived 
that he was giving pain. He paused, scratched 
his head, and glancing affectionately toward his 
companion, exclaimed, 

“ But I shall live to see you on a handsomer 
beastis than that little pony, Master Randal ; 
and sure I ought, for you be as good a gentle- 
man as any in the land.” 

“Thank you,” said Randal. “But I like 
walking better than riding—I am more used to 
a.” 

“Well, and you walk bra’ly—there ben’t a 
better walker in the county. And very pleasant 
it is walking; and ‘tis a pretty country afore 
you, all the way to the Hall.” 

Randal strode on, as if impatient of these at- 
tempts to flatter or to soothe; and, coming at 
length into a broader lane, said, ‘I think I can 
find my way now. Many thanks to you, Tom ;” 
and he forced a shilling into Tom’s horny palm. 
The man took it reluctantly, and a tear started 
to his eye. He felt more grateful for that shil- 
ling than he had for Frank’s liberal half-crown; 
and he thought of the poor fallen family, and 
forgot his own dire wrestle with the wolf at his 
door. 


He staid lingering in the lane till the figure 
of Randal was out of sight, and then returned 
slowly. Young Leslie continued to walk on at 
aquick pace. With all his intellectual culture, 
and his restless aspirations, his breast afforded 
him no thought so generous, no sentiment so 
poetic. as those with which the unlettered clown 
crept slouchingly homeward. 

As Randal gained a point where several lanes 
met on a broad piece of waste land, he began 
to feel tired, and his step slackened. Just then 
a gig emerged from one of these by-roads, and 
took the same direction as the pedestrian. The 
road was rough and hilly, and the driver pro- 
ceeded at a foot’s-pace; so that the gig and 
the pedestrian went pretty well abreast. 

“ You seem tired, sir,” said the driver, a stout 





young farmer of the higher class of tenants, and 
he looked down compassionately on the boy’s 
pale countenance and weary stride. “ Perhaps 
we are going the same way, and I can give you 
a lift?” 

It was Randal’s habitual policy to make use 
of every advantag\ proffered to him, and he ac- 
cepted the proposal frankly enough to please 
the honest farmer. 

“A nice day, sir,” said the Jatter, as Randal 
sat by his side.. ‘‘Have you come far?” 

“From Rood Hall.” 

“Oh, you be young Squire Leslie,” said the 
farmer, more respectfully, and lifting his hat. 

“Yes, my name is Leslie. You know Rood, 
then ?” 

“I was brought up on your father's land, sir. 
You may have heard of Farmer Bruce ?”’ 

Ranpvat.—“ I remember, when I was a little 
boy, a Mr. Bruce, who rented, I believe, the 
best part of our land, and who used to bring us 
cakes when he called to see my father. He is 
a relation of yours?” 

Farmer Bruce.—“ He was my uncle. He 
is dead now, poor man.” 

Ranpat.— Dead! I am grieved to hear it. 
He was very kind to us children. But it is long 
since he left my father’s farm. 

Farmer Bruce, apologetically.—“ I am sure 
he was very sorry to go. But, you see, he had 
an unexpected legacy—” 

Ranpa.—* And retired from business ?”’ 

Farmer Bruce.—“ No. But having capital, 
he could afford to pay a good rent for a real 
good farm.” 

Ranpat, bitterly.—“ All capital seems to fly 
from the lands of Rood. And whose farm did 
he take ?” 

Farmer Bruce.—“ He took Hawleigh, under 
Squire Hazeldean. I rent it now. We've laid 
out a power o’ money on it. But I don’t com- 
plain. It pays well.” 

Ranpat.—“* Would the money have paid as 
well, sunk on my father’s land ?” 

Farmer Bruce.—“ Perhaps it might, in the 
long run. But then, sir, we wanted new prem- 
ises—barns, and cattle-sheds, and a deal more 
—which the landlord should do; but it is not 
every landlord as can afford that. Squire Ha- 
zeldean’s a rich man.” 

Ranpat.—“ Ay!” 

The road now became pretty good, and the 
farmer put his horse into a brisk trot. 

“ But which way be you going, sir? I don’t 
care for a few miles more or less, if I can be of 
service.” 

“T am going to Hazeldean,”’ said Randal, 
rousing himself from a reverie. “ Don’t let me 
take you out of your way.” 

“Oh, Hawleigh Farm is on the other side of 
the village, so it be quite my way, sir.” 

The farmer then, who was really a smart 
young fellow—one of that race which the appli- 
eation of capital to land has produced, and which 
in point of education and refinement, are at least 
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on a par with the squires of a former generation 
—began to talk about his handsome horse, about 
‘horses in general, about hunting and coursing : 
he handled all these subjects with spirit, yet 
with modesty. Randal pulled his hat still lower 
down over his brows, and did not interrupt him 
till past the Casino, when, struck by the classic 
air of the place, and catching a scent from the 
orange-trees, the boy asked, abruptly, “‘ Whose 
house is that?” 

“Oh, it belongs to Squire Hazeldean, but it 
is let or lent to a foreign Mounseer. They say 
he is quite the gentleman, but uncommonly 

r.? 

“ Poor,” said Randal, turning back to gaze on 
the trim garden, the neat terrace, the pretty 
belvidere, and (the door of the house being 
open) catching a glimpse of the. painted hall 
within—‘“ poor, the place seems well kept. 
What do you call poor, Mr. Brace ?” 

The farmer laughed. ‘ Well, that’s a home 
question, sir. But I believe the Mounseer is as 
poor as a man can be who makes no debts and 
does not actually starve.” 

‘* As poor as my father ?’’ asked Randal open- 
ly and abruptly. 

“ Lord, sir! your father be a very rich man 
compared to him.” 

Randal continued to gaze, and his mind’s eye 
conjured up the contrast of his slovenly, shabby 
home, with all its negleeted appurtenances! No 
trim garden at Rood Hall, no scent from odor- 
ous orange blossoms. Here poverty, at least, 
was elegant—there, how squalid! He did not 
comprehend at how cheap a rate the luxury of 
the Beautiful can be effected. They now ap- 
proached the extremity of the Squire’s park 
pales; and, Randal, seeing a little gate, bade 
the farmer stop his gig, and descended. The 
boy plunged amidst the thwk oak groves; the 
farmer went his way blithely, and his mel- 
low, merry whistle came to Randal’s moody 
ear, as he glided quick under the shadow of the 
trees. 

He arrived at the Hall, to find that all the 
family were at church; and, according to the 
patriarchal custom, the church-going family em- 
braced nearly all the servants. It was therefore 
an old invalid housemaid who opened the door 
to him. She was rather deaf, and seemed so 
stupid, that Randal did not ask leave to enter 
and wait for Frank’s return. He therefore said 
briefly that he would just stroll on the lawn, and 
eall again when church was over. 

The old woman stared, and strove to hear 
him; meanwhile Randal turned round abruptly, 
and sauntered toward the garden side of the 
handsome old house. . 

There was enough to attract any eye in the 
smooth greensward of the spacious lawn—in the 
numerous parterres of varying flowers—in the 
venerable grandeur of the two mighty cedars, 
which threw their still shadows over the grass 
and in the picturesque building, with its pro- 
jecting mullions and heavy gables; yet I fear 











that it was with no poet’s nor painter's eye that 
this young old man gazed on the scene before 
him. 

He beheld the evidence of wealth—and the 
envy of wealth jaundiced his soul. 

Folding bis arms on his breast, he stood awhile, 
looking all around him with closed lips and low- 
ering brow ; then he walked slowly on, his eyes 
fixed on the ground, and muttered to him. 
self— 

“ The heir to this property is little better thana 
dunce ; and they tell me I have talents and learn- 
ing, and I have taken to my heart the maxim, 
‘Knowledge is power.’ And yet, with all my 
struggles, will knowledge ever place me on the 
same level as that on which this dunce is born? 
I don’t wonder that the poor should hate the 
rich. But of all the poor, who should hate the 
rich Jike the pauper gentleman? I suppose 
Audley Egerton means me to come into Parlia. 
ment, and be a Tory like himself. What! keep 
things 1s they are! No; for me not even 
Democracy, unless there first come Revolu- 
tion. I understand the ery of a Marat—‘ More 
blood!’ Marat had lived as a poor man, and 
cultivated science—in the sight of a prince's 
palace.” 

He turned sharply round, and glared vindic- 
tively on the poor old Hall, which, though a very 
comfortable habitation, was certainly no palace; 
and, with his arms still folded on his breast, he 
walked backward, as if not to lose the view, 
nor the chain of ideas it conjured up. 

‘* But,”’ he continued to soliloquize—“ but of 
revolution there is no chance. Yet the seme 
wit and will that would thrive in revolutions 
should thrive in this commonplace life. Knowl. 
edge is power. Well, then shall I have no 
power to oust this blockhead? Oust him— 
what from? His father’s halls? Well—but if 
he were dead, who would be the heir of Hazel- 
dean? Have I not heard my mother say that I 
am as near in blood to this Squire as any one, 
if he had no children? Oh, but the boy’s life is 
worth ten of mine! Oust him from what? At 
least from the thoughts of his uncle Egerton— 
an uncle who has never even seen him! That, 
at least, is more feasible. ‘Make my way in 
life,’ sayest thon, Audley Egerton. Ay, and to 
the fortune thou hast robbed from my ancestors 
Simulation —simulation. Lord Bacon allows 
simulation. Lord Bacon practiced it—and—” 

Here the soliloquy came to a sudden end; for 
as, rapt in his thoughts, the boy had continued 
to walk backward; he had come to the verge 
where the lawn slided off into the ditch of the 
ha-ha—and, just as he was fortifying himself 
by the precept and practice of my Lord Bacon, 
the ground went from under him, and slap into 
the ditch went Randal Leslie! 

It so happened that the Squire, whose active 
genius was always at some repair or improve- 
ment, had been but a few days before widening 
and sloping off the ditch just in that part, so that 
the earth was fresh and damp, and not yet either 
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turfed or flattened down. Thus when Randal, 
recovering his first surprise and shoek, rose to 
his feet, he found his clothes covered with mud ; 
while the rudeness of the fall was evinced by 
the fantastic and extraordinary appearance of 
his hat, which, hollowed here, bulging there, and 
crushed out of all recognition generally, was as 
little like the hat of a decorous, hard-reading 
young geatleman—protégé of the dignified Mr. 
‘Audley Egerton—as any hat picked outvof a 
kennel after some drunken brawl possibly could 


Randal was dizzy, and stunned, and bruised, 
and it was some moments before he took heed 
of his raiment. When he did so, his spleen was 
greatly aggravated. He was still boy enough 
not to like the idea of presenting himself to the 
unknown Squire, and the dandy Frank, in such a 
trim: he résolved at once to regain the lane and 
return home, without accomplishing the object 
of his journey; and seeing the footpath right 
before him, which led to a gate that he conceived 
would admit tim into the highway sooner than the 
path by which he had come, he took it at once. 

It is surprising how little we human creatures 
heed the warnings of our good genius. I have 


no doubt that some benignant Power had precip- 
itated Randal Leslie into the ditch, as a signifi- 
cant hint of the fate of all who choose what is, 
nowadays, by no means an uncommon step in 
the march of intellect—viz., the walking back- 
ward, in order to gratify a vindictive view of 
one’s neighbor’s property ! 


I suspect that, be- 
fore this century is out, many a fine fellow will 
thus have found his ha-ha, and scrambled out 
of the ditch with a much shabbier coat than he 
had on when he fell into it. But Randal did 
not thank his good genius for giving him a pre- 
monitory tumble; and I never yet knew a man 
who did! 


——<@—___ 


CHAPTER XI. 


Tur Squire was greatly ruffled at breakfast 
that morning. He was too much of an En- 
glishman to bear insult patiently, and he consid- 
ered that he had been personally insulted in the 
outrage offered to his recent donation to the 
parish. His feelings, too, were hurt as well as 
his pride. There was something so ungrateful 
in the whole thing, just after he had taken so 
much pains, not only in the resuscitation, but 
the embellishment of the stocks. It was not, 
however, so raré an occurrence for the Squire 
to be ruffled, as to create any remark. Ricca- 
bocea, indeed, as a stranger, and Mrs. Hazel- 
dean, as a wife, had the quick tact to perceive 
that the host was glum and the husband snap- 
pish; but the one was too discreet and the other 
too sensible, to chafe the new sore, whatever it 
might be; and shortly after breakfast the Squire 
tetired into his study, and absented himself from 
morning service. 

In his delightful Life of Oliver Goldsmith, 
Mr. Forster takes cate to touch our hearts by 





introducing his hero's excuse for not entering 
the priesthood. He did not feel himself good 
enough. Thy Vicar of Wakefield, poor Gold- 
smith, was an excellent substitute for thee ; and 
Dr. Primrose, at least, will be good enough for 
the world until Miss Jemima’s fears are real- 
ized. Now, Squire Hazeldean had a tenderness 
of conscience much less reasonable than Gold- 
smith’s. There were occasionally days in which 
he did not fee, good enough—I don’t say for ® 
priest, but even for one of the congregation— 
“days in which (said the Squire in his own 
blunt way), as I have never in my life met a 
worse devil than a devil of a temper, I’! not 
earry mine into the family pew. He shan’t 
be growling out hypocritical responses from 
my poor grandmother’s prayer-book.” So the 
Squire and his demon staid at home. But the 
demon was generally cast out before the day 
was over; and, on this occasion, when the bell 
rang for afternoon service, it may be presumed 
that the Squire had reasoned or fretted himself 
into a proper state of mind; for he was then 
seen sallying forth from the porch of his Hall, 
arm-in-arm with his wife, and at the head of his 
household. The second service was (as is com- 
monly the case, in rural districts) more numer- 
ously attended than the first one; and it was 
our Parson’s wont to devote to this service his 
most effective discourse. 

Parson Dale, though a very fair scholar, had 
neither the deep theology nor the archwological 
learning that distinguish the rising generation 
of the clergy. {I much doubt if he could have 
passed what would now be called a creditable 
examination in the Fathers; and, as for all the 
nice formalities in the rubric, he would never 
have been the man to divide a congregation, or 
puzzle a bishop. Neither was Parson Dale very 
erudite in ecclesiastical architecture. He did 
not much care whether all the details in the 
ehurch were purely gothic or not: crockets and 
finials, round arch and pointed arch were matters, 
I fear, on which he had never troubled his head. 
But one secret Parson Dale did possess, which 
is, perhaps, of equal importance with those sub- 
tler mysteries—he knew how to fill his ehugch ! 
Even at morning service no pews were empty, 
and at evening service the church overflowed. 

Parson Dale, too, may be considered, nowa- 
days, to hold but a mean idea of the spiritual 
authority of the Church. He had never been 
known to dispute on its exact bearing with the 
State—whether it was incorporated with the 
State, or above the State—whether it was ante- 
cedent to the Papacy, or formed from the Papa- 
ey, &c., &e. According to his favorite maxim, 
Quieta non movere (not to disturb things that 
are quiet), I have no doubt that he would have 
thought that the less discussion is provoked 
upon sach matters, the better for both church 
and laity. Nor had he ever been known to re- 
gret the disuse of the ancient custom of excom- 
munication, nor any other diminution of the 
powers of the priesthood, whether minatory or 
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militant; yet for all this, Parson Dale had a 
great notion of the sacred privilege of a min- 
ister of the gospel—to advise—to deter—to per- 
suade—to reprove. And it was for the evening 
service that he prepared those sermons, which 
may be called “sermons that preach at you.” 
He preferred the evening for that salutary dis- 
cipline, not only because the congregation was 
more numerous, but also because, being a 
shrewd man in his own innocent way, he knew 
that people bear better to be preached at after 
dinner than before ; that you arrive more insin- 
uatingly at the heart when the stomach is at 
peace. There was a genial kindness in Parson 
Dale’s way of preaching at you. It was done 
in so imperceptible, fatherly a manner, that you 
never felt offended. He did it, too, with so 
much art that nobody but your own guilty self 
knew that you were the sinner be was exhort- 
ing. Yet he did not spare rich nor poor: he 
preached at the Squire, and that great fat farm- 
er, Mr. Bullock the churchwarden, as boldly as 
at Hodge the plowman, and Serub the hedger. 
As for Mr. Stirn, he had preached at Aim more 
often than at any one in the parish ; but Stirn, 
though he had the sense to know it, never had 
the grace to reform. There was, too, in Parson 
Dale’s sermons, something of that boldness of 
illustration which would have been scholarly if 
he had not made it familiar, and which is found 
in the discourses of our elder divines. Like 


them, he did not scruple, now and then, to in- 
troduce an anecdote from history, or borrow an 


allusion from some non-scriptural author, in 
order to enliven the attention of his audience, 
or reuder an argument more plain. And the 
good man had an object in this, a little distinct 
from, though wholly subordinate to the main 
purpose of his discourse. He was a friend to 
knowledge—but to knowledge accompanied by 
religion; and, sometimes, his references to 
sources not within the ordinary reading of his 
congregation, would spirit up some farmer’s 
son, with an evening’s leisure on his hands, to 
ask the Parson for farther explanation, and so 
be lured on to a little solid or graceful instruc- 
“are a safe guide. 

ow, on the present occasion, the Parson, 
who had always his eye and heart on his flock, 
and who had seen with great grief the realiza- 
tion of his fears at the revival of the stocks; 
seen that a spirit of discontent was already at 
work among the peasants, and that magisterial 
and inquisitorial designs were darkening the 
natural benevolence of the Squire; seen, in 
short, the signs of a breach between classes, 
and the precursors of the ever inflammable feud 
between the rich and the poor, meditated noth- 
ing less than a great Political Sermon—a ser- 
mon that should extract from the roots of social 
truths a healing virtue for the wound that lay 
sore, but latent, in the breast of his parish of 
Hazeldean : 

And thus ran— 
The Political Sermon of Parson Dale. 





ee 
CHAPTER XII, 
“ For every man shall bear his own burden.” 
Galatians vi. 5. 

“ Beeruren, every man has his burden. If 
God designed our lives to end at the grave, may 
we not believe that he would have freed ay 
existence so brief, from the cares and sorrows 
to which, since the beginning of the world, man- 
kind have been subjected? Suppose that I am 
a kind father, and have a child whom I dearly 
love, but I know by a Divine revelation that 
he will die at the age of eight years, surely I 
should not vex jis infancy by needless prepara- 
tions for the duties of life. If I am a rich man, 
I should not send him from the caresses of his 
mother to the stern diseipline of school. If I 
am a poor man, I should not take him with me 
to hedge and dig, to scorch in the sun, to freeze 
in the winter’s cold: why inflict hardships on 
his childhood, for the purpose of fitting him for 
manhood, when I know that he is doomed not to 
grow into man? But if, on the other hand, | 
believe my child is reserved for a more durable 
existence, then should I not, out of the very love 
I bear to him, prepare his childhood for the 
struggle of life, according to that station in 
which he is bora, giving many a toil, many a 
pain to the infant, in order to rear and strength- 
en him for his duties as a man? So is it with 
our Father that is in Heaven. Viewing this 
life as our infancy, and the next as our spiritual 
maturity, where ‘in the ages to come, he may 
show the exceeding riches of his grace,’ it is in 
his tenderness, as in his wisdom, to permit the 
toil and the pain which, in tasking the powers 
and developing the virtues of the soul, prepare 
it for the earnest of our inheritance, the ‘re- 
demption of the purchased possession.’ Hence 
it is that every man has his burden. Brethren, 
if you believe that God is good, yea, but as ten- 
der as a human father, you will know that your 
troubles in life are a proof that you are reared 
for an eternity. But eaeh man thinks his own 
burden the hardest to bear: the poor man 
groans under his poverty, the rich man under 
the cares that multiply with wealth. For, so 
far from wealth freeing us from trouble, all the 
wise men who have written in all ages, have 
repeated with one voice the words of the wisest, 
‘When goods increase, they are increased that 
eat them ; and what gaod is there to the owners 
thereof, saving the beholding of them with their 
eyes?’ And this is literally true, my brethren; 
for, let a man be as rich as was the great King 
Solomon himself, unless he lock up all his gold 
in a chest, it must go abroad to be divided 
among others; yea, though, like Solomon, he 
make him great werks—though he build houses 
and plant vineyards, and make him gardens and 
orchards—still the gold that he spends feeds but 
the mouths he employs; and Solomon himself 
could not eat with a better relish than the poor- 
est mason who builded the house, or the hum- 
blest laborer who planted the vineyard. There- 
fore, ‘when goods increase, they are increased 
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that eat them.’ And this, my brethren, may 
teach us toleration and compassion for the rich. 
We share their riches whether they will or not; 
we do not share their cares. The profane his- 
tory of our Own country tells us that a princess, 
destined to be the greatest queen that ever sat 
on this throne, envied the milk-maid singing ; 
and a profane poet, whose wisdom was only |gss 
than that of the inspired writers, represents the 
man who by force and wit had risen to be a 
king, sighing for the sleep vouchsafed to the 
meanest of his subjects—all bearing out the 
words of the son of David—‘ The sleep of the 
laboring man is sweet, whether he eat little or 
much; but the abundance of the rich will not 
suffer him to sleep.’ 

“ Among my brethren now present, there is, 
doubtless, some one who has been poor, and by 
honest industry has made himself comparatively 
rich. Let his heart answer me while I speak : 
are not the chief cares that now disturb him to 
be found in the goods he hath acquired ?—has 
he not both vexations to his spirit and trials to 
his virtue, which he knew not when he went 
forth to his labor, and took no heed of the mor- 
row? But it is right, my brethren, that to 
every station there should be its care—to every 
man his burden ; for if thé’ poor did not some- 
times so far feel poverty to be a burden as to 
desire to better their condition, and (to use the 
language of the world) ‘seek to rise in life,’ 
their most valuable energies would never be 
aroused; and we should not witness that spec- 
tacle, which is so common in the land we live 
in—namely, the successful struggle of manly 
labor against adverse fortune—a struggle in 
which the triumph of one gives hope to thou- 
sands. It is said that necessity is the mother of 
invention; and the social blessings which are 
now as common to us as air and sunshine, have 
come from that law of our nature which makes 
us aspire toward indefinite improvement, en- 
riches each successive generation by the labors 
of the last, and, in free countries, often lifts the 
child of the laborer to a place among the rulers 
of the land. Nay, if necessity is the mother of 
invention, poverty is the creator of the arts. If 
there had been no poverty, and no sense of pov- 
erty, where would have been that which we call 
the wealth of a country? Subtract from civil- 
ization all that has been produced by the poor, 
and what remains?—the state of the savage. 
Where you now see laborer and prince, you 
would see equality indeed—the equality of wild 
men. No; not even equality there! for there, 
brute foree becomes lordship, and woe to the 
weak! Where you now see some in frieze, 
some in purple, you would see nakedness in all. 
Where stand the palace and the cot, you would 
behold but mud huts and caves. As far as the 
peasant excels the king among savages, so far 
does the society exalted and enriched by the 
struggles of labor excel the state in which Pov- | 
erty feels no disparity, and Toil sighs for no | 
ease. On the other hand, if the rich were per- | 





fectly contented with their wealth, their hearts 
would become hardened in the sensual enjoy- 
ments it procures. It is that feeling, by Divine 
Wisdom ifpplanted in the soul, that there is 
vanity and vexation of spirit in the things of 
Mammon, which still leaves the rich man sens- 
itive to the instincts of heaven, and teaches him 
to seek for happiness in those elevated virtues to 
whick wealth invites him-—namely, protection 
to the lowly, and beneficence to the distressed. 

“ And this, my brethren, leads me to another 
view of the vast subject opened to us by the 
words of the apostle—‘Every man shall bear 
his own burden.’ The worldly conditions of life 
are unequal. Why are they unequal? O my 
brethren, do you not perceive? Think you 
that, if it had been better for our spiritual pro- 
bation that there should be neither great nor 
lowly, rich nor poor, Providence would not so 
have ordered the dispensations of the world, and 
so, by its mysterious but merciful agencies, have 
influenced the framework and foundations of 
society? But if, from the remotest period of 
human annals, and in all the numberless experi- 
ments of government which the wit of man has 
devised, still this inequality is ever found to 
exist, may we not suspect that there is some- 
thing in the very principles of our nature to 
which that inequality is necessary and essential ? 
Ask why this inequality! Why? as well ask 
why life is the sphere of duty and the nursery 
of virtues. For if all men were equal, if there 
were no suffering and no ease, no poverty and 
no wealth, would you not sweep with one blow 
the half at least of human virtues from the 
world? If there were no penury and no pain, 
what would become of fortitude? what of pa- 
tience? what of resignation? If there were no 
greatness and no wealth, what would become 
of benevolence, of charity, of the blessed human 
pity, of temperance in the midst of luxury, of 
justice in the exercise of power? Carry the 
question further; grant all conditions the same 
—no reverse, no rise and no fall—nothing to 
hope for, nothing to fear—what a mora! death 
you would at once inflict upon all the energies 
of the soul, and what a link between the heart 
of man and the Providence of God would be 
snapped asunder! If we could annihilate evil, 
we should annihilate hope; and hope, my 
brethren, is the avenue to faith. If there be ‘a 
time to weep, and a time to laugh,’ it is that he 
who mourns may turn to eternity for comfort, 
and he who rejoices may bless God for the hap- 
py hour. Ah! my brethren, were it possible to 
annihilate the inequalities of human life, it would 
be the banishment of our worthiest virtues, the 
torpor of our spiritdal nature, the palsy of our 
mental faculties. The moral world, like the 
world without us, derives its health and its 
beauty from diversity and contrast. - 

“*Every man shall bear his own burden.’ 
True: but now turn to an earlier verse in the 


same chapter— 


‘Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfill 
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the law of Christ.’ Yes; while Heaven ordains 
to each his peculiar suffering, it connects the 
family of man into one household, by that feeling 
which, more perhaps than any Ber, distin- 
guishes us from the brute creation—I mean the 
feeling to which we give the name of sympathy 
—the feeling foreach other! The herd of deer 
shuns the stag that is marked by the gunner ; 
the flock heedeth not the sheep that creeps into 
the shade to die; but man has sorrow and joy 
not in himself alone, but in the joy and sorrow 
of those around him. He who feels only for 
himself abjures his very nature as man; for do 
we not say of one who has no tenderness for 
mankind that he is inhwman? and do we not 
eall him who sorrows with the sorrowful, hu- 
mane ? 

“ Now, brethren, that which especially mark- 
ed the divine mission of our Lord, is the direct 
appeal to this sympathy which distinguishes us 
from the brute. ile seizes not upon some fac- 
ulty of genius given but to few, but upon that 
ready impulse of heart which is given to us all ; 
and in saying, ‘ Love one another,’ ‘ Bear ye one 
another’s burdens,’ he elevates the most de- 
lightfal of our emotions into the most sacred 
of his laws. The lawyer asks our Lord, “who 
is my neighbor?” Our Lord replies by the 
parable of the good Samaritan. The priest 
and the Levite saw the wounded man that fell 
among the thieves, and passed by on the other 
side. That priest might have been austere in 
his doctrine, that Levite might have been learn- 


ed in the law; but neither to the learning of the 
Levite, nor to the doctrine of the priest, does 


our Saviour even deign to allude. He cites but 
the action of the Samaritan, and saith to the 
lawyer, ‘Which now of these three, thinkest 


thou was neighbor unto him that fell among the | 


thieves? And he said, He that showed mercy 
unto him. ‘Then said Jesus unto him, ‘Go, 
and do thou likewise.’ 

*“O shallowness of human judgments! It 
‘was enough to be born a Samaritan in order to 
be rejected by the priest, and despised by the 
Levite. Yet now, what to us the priest and 
the Levite, of God’s chosen race though they 
were? They passed from the hearts of men 
when they passed the sufferer by the wayside ; 
while this loathed Samaritan, half thrust from 
the pale of the Hei “ew, becomes of our family, 
of our kindred; a brother among the brother- 
hood of Love, so long as Mercy and Affliction 
shall meet in the common thoroughfare of 
Life! 

“© Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfill 
the law of Christ!’ Think not, O my brethren, 
that this applies only to almsgiving—to that 
relief of distress which is commonly called 
charity—to the obvious duty of devoting, from 
our superfluities, something that we scareely 
miss, to the wants of a starving brother. No. 
I appeal to the poorest among ye, if the worst 
burdens are those of the body—if the kind word 
and the tender thought have not often lightened 








your hearts more than bread bestowed with a 
grudge, and charity that humbles you bya 
frown. Sympathy is a beneficence at the com. 
mand of us all—yea, of the pauper as of the 
king ; and sympathy is Christ's wealth. Sym. 
pathy is brotherhood. The rich are told to have 
charity for the poor, and the poor are enjoined 

respect their superiors. Good: I say not to 
the contrary. But I say also to the poor, ‘J; 
your turn have charity for the rich ;’ and | say to 
the rich, ‘ In your turn respect the poor.’ 

“* Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfil] 
the law of Christ.’ Thou, O poor man, envy 
not nor grudge thy brother his larger portion of 
worldly goods. Believe that he hath his sorrows 
and crosses like thyself, and perhaps, as more 
delicately nurtured, he feels them more; nay, 
hath he not temptations so great that our Lord 
hath exclaimed, ‘ How hardly shall they that have 
riches enter ifito the kingdom of heaven?’ And 
what are temptations but trials? what are trials 
but perils and sorrows? Think not that you can 
not bestow your charity on the rich man, even 
while you take your sustenance from his hands 
A heathen writer, often cited by the earliest 
preachers of the gospel, hath truly said, ‘ Where- 
ever there is room for @ man, there is place for 
a benefit.’ 

“And 1 ask any rich brother among you, 
when he hath gone forth to survey his barns and 
his granaries, his gardens and orchards, if sud- 
denly, in the vain pride of his heart, he sees the 
scowl] on the brow of the laborer—if he deems 
himself hated in the midst of his wealth—if he 
feels that his least faults are treasured up against 
him with the hardness of malice, and his plainest 
benefits received with the ingratitude of envy— 
T ask, I say, any rich man, whether straightway 
all pleasure in his worldly possessions does not 
fade from his heart, and whether he does not 
feel what a wealth of gladness it is in the power 
of the poor man to bestow! For all these things 
of Mammon pass away; but there is in the 
smile of him whom we have served, a something 
that we may take with us into heaven. If, then, 
ye bear one another’s burdens, they who are 
poor will have mercy on the errors, and com- 
passion for the griefs, of the rich. To all men 
it was said—yes, to the Lazarus as to the Dives 
—‘Judge not that ye be not judged.’ But think 


| not, Orich man, that we preach only to the 
poor. 


If it be their daty not to gradge thee thy 
substance, it is thine to do all that may sweeten 
their labor. Remember, that when our Lord 
said, ‘How hardly shall they that have riches 
enter into the kingdom of heaven,’ he replied 
also to them who asked, ‘Who then sball be 
saved?’ 'The things which are impossible 
with men are possible with God :’ that is, man 
left to his own temptations would fail; but 
strengthened by God, he shall be saved. If thy 
riches are the tests of thy trial, so may they also 
be the instruments of thy virtues. Prove by thy 
riches that thou art compassionate and tender, 
temperate and beniga; and thy riches them- 
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Ives become the evid 
faith aod of thy works. 
« We have constantly on our lips the simple 
pt, ‘Do unto others as ye would be done 
by. Why do we fail so often in the practice? 
Becaase we neglect to cultivate that srymratuy 
which nature implants as an instinct, and the 
Saviour exalts as a command. If thor woulds 
do unto thy neighbor as thou wonldst be done 
by, ponder well how thy neighbor will regard 
the action thou att about to do to him. Put 
thyself into his place. If thou art strong, and 
he is weak, descend from thy strength, and enter 
into his weakness; lay aside thy burden for the 
while, and buckle on his own; let thy sight see 
as through his eyes—thy heart beat as in his 
bosom. Do this, and thou wilt often confess 
that what had seemed just to thy power will 
seem harsh to his weakness. For ‘as a zealous 
man hath not done his duty, when he calls his 
brother drunkard and beast,’* even so an ad- 
ministrator of the law mistakes his object if he 
writes on the grand column of society, only 
warnings that irritate the bold, and terrify the 
timid: and a man will be no more in love with 
jaw than with virtue, ‘ if he be forced to it with 
rudeness and incivilities.’t If, then, ye would 
bear the burden of the lowly, O ye great—feel 
not only for them, but with/ Watch that your 





at once of thy 





* Jeremy TavYiton—Of Christian Prudence. Part Il. 
t Ibid. 





pride does not chafe them—your power does not 
wantonly gall. Your worldly inferior is of the 
class from which the apostles were chosen— 
amidst which the Lord of Creation descended 
from a throne above the seraphs.”’ 

The Parson here paused a moment, and his 
eye glanced toward the pew near the pulpit, 
where sat the magnate of Hazeldean. The 
Squire was leaning his chin thoughtfully on his 
hand, his brow inclined downward, and the 
natural glow of his complexion much heightened. 

“But,” resumed the Parson softly, without 
turning to his book, and rather as if prompted 
by the suggestion of the moment—‘ But he who 
has cultivated sympathy commits not these 
errors, or, if committing them, hastens to re- 
tract. So natural is sympathy to the good man, 
that he obeys it mechanically when he suffers 
his heart to be the monitor of his conscience. 
In this sympathy behold the bond between rich 
and poor! By this sympathy, whatever our 
varying worldly lots, they become what they 
were meant to be—exercises for the virtues 
more peculiar to each ; and thus, if in the body 
each man bear his own burden, yet in the fellow- 
ship of the soul all have common relief in bear- 
ing the burdens of each other. 

“This is the law of Christ—fulfill it, O my 
flock |” 

Here the Parson closed his sermon, and the 
congregation bowed their heads. 

(To be continued.) 





Manthly Record of Current Enents. 


POLITICAL AND GENERAL NEWS. 
THE UNITED STATES. 


HE principal event of the month has been the 
pening of the d ion of the Thirty-first 
Congress, which occurred on the second of Decem- 
ber. Each House was called to order by its pre- 
siding officer. Hon. Wriitam R. Kine of Alabama 
in the Senate, and Hon. Howe.t Coss of Georgia 
in the Howse. The Message of President Fitt- 
NORE was transmitted to Congress on the same 
day. The state of public feeling upon topics con- 
nected with slavery, and the fact that President 
FILLMoRE’s views upon the subject bad never be- 
fore been officially communicated to the country, 
gave to the Message even more than an ordinary 
degree of interest. 

After alluding to the death of General Tartor, 
the Message briefly sets forth the President’s po- 
litical principles and his views as to the proper 
policy of the government. In its foreign relations 
he would have the country regard the independent 
tights of all nations without interference, take no 
part in their internal strifes, and sympathize with, 
though it can not aid, the oppressed who are strug- 





of our obligations and powers. 

in regard to our domestic policy, the President 
says he bas no guide bat the Constitution as inter- 
by the courts, and by usage and general 





acquiescence. All its parts are equally binding, 
and no necessity can justify the assumption of 
powers not granted. The powers granted are as 
clearly expressed as the imperfections of homan 
language will allow, and he deems it his daty not 
to question its wisdom, add to its provisions, evade 
its requirements, or multiply its commands. He 
promises to express his views frankly upon the 
leading subjects of legislation, and if any act should 
pass Congress, which shall appear to him “ unconsti- 
tutional, or an encroachment on the just powers of 
other departments, or with provisions hastily adopt- 
ed, and likely to prod quences injurious 
and unforeseen,”’ he would not hesitate to send it 
back for further consideration. Beyond this he will 
not attempt to control or inflaence the proceedings 
of Congress. The government of the United States 
is limited, and every citizen who truly loves the 
Constitution, will resist its interference in those 
domestic affairs which the Constitution has clearly 
and onequivocally left to the exclusive aathority 
of the States: and every such citizen will also dep- 
recate useless irritation among the several mem- 
bers of the Union, and all reproach and crimination 
tending to alienate one portion of the country from 
another. The Constitation has made it the duty of 





- | the President to take care that the laws be faith- 


fully executed. Mr. Fittmore says that Cof- 
gress and the country may rest assured that, td 
the utmost of his ability, and to the extent of 
the powers vested in him, he will, at all times ‘and 
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in all places, take care that the laws be faithfully 
executed. 

The President says he shall endeavor to exercise 
the appointing power so as to elevate the standard 
of official employment and advance the prosperity 
and happiness of the people. 

No unfavorable change has taken place in our 
foreign relations. A convention has recently been 
negotiated with Great Britain to facilitate and p 
tect .the construction of a ship canal between the 
Atlantic and Pacific oceans: further provisions are 
required which shall designate and establish a free 
port at each end of the canal, and fix the distance 
from the shore within which belligerent maritime 
operations shall not be carried on. Upon these 
points there is said to be little doubt that the two 
nations will come to an understanding. The com- 
pany of American citizens who have acquired from 
the state of Nicaragua the right of constructing a 
ship canal between the two oceans, through the 
territory of that state, have made progress in their 
preliminary arrangements. It is hoped that the 
guarantees of the treaty between the United States 
and Great Britain will be sufficient to secure the 
early completion of the work. Citizens of the 
United States have undertaken the construction of 
a railroad across the Isthmus of Tehuantepec, un- 
der grants of the Mexican government to a citizen 
of that republic. Some further stipulations from 
Mexico are still needed, however, to impart a feel- 
ing of security to those who may embark in the 
enterprise. Negotiations to secure them are now 
in progress. A proposition made by the govern- 
ment of Portagal to adjust and settle the claims of 
the United States against that government, bas 
been accepted by the United States; and it is ex- 
pected that a regular convention will be immedi- 
ately negotiated for carrying the agreement into 
The commissioner appointed under an act 


effect. 
of Congress to carry into effect the Convention with 


27, 


Brazil, of January 1849, has entered upon the 
performance of his duties: an extension of time, 
however, will be required, in consequence of the 
failure to receive documents which the government 
of Brazil is to furnish. The collection in ports of 
the United States, of discriminating duties on the 
vessels of Chili has been suspended. 

The total receipts into the Treasury for the year 
ending June 30, 1850, were $47,421,748: expend- 
itures during the same period $43,002,168. The 
public debt has been reduced $495,276. Part of 
the public debt amounting to $8,075,986 must be 
provided for within the next two years. A modifi- 
cation of the tariff is strongly recommended; so as 
to impose specific duties suflicient to raise the 
requisite revenue, and making such discrimination 
in favor of the industrial pursuits of our own coun- 
try as to encourage home production without ex- 
cluding foreign competition. Under the preseut ad 
valorem system extensive frauds have been prac- 
ticed which sbow that it is impossible, under any 
system of ad valorem duties levied upon the foreign 
cost or value of the article, to secure an honest ob- 
servance and an effectual administration of the law. 
The establishment of a mint in California is recom- 
mended, and also of an agricultural bureau at 
Washington. The attention of Congress is called 
to the importance of opening a line of communica- 
tion between the Valley of the Mississippi and the 
Pacific. The necessity of a Commissioner to ex- 
amine the validity of land titles in California is 
also urged, as well as the propricty of extending, 
at an early day, our system of land laws, with such 
modifications as may be necessary, over California, 





New Mexico, and Utah. Further provision js te. 
quired to protect our frontiers from hostile Indians 
The navy continues in a high state of efficienc, 
The report of the Postmaster General is referred to 
for the condition of that department. The President 
says he bas no doubt of the power of Congress to 
make appropriations for works of internal improve 
ment, and he therefore recommends that appropri 

ations be made for completing such works as havo 
been already begun, and for commencing such 
others as may seem to the wisdom of Congress tp 
be of public and general importance. The Prog 

dent also recommends that provision be made by 
law for the appointment of a commission to settle 
all private claims against the United States: and 
the appointment of a solicitor whose duty it shall be 
to represent the Government before such commis 

sion, and protect it against all illegal, fraudulent, 
or unjust claims, which may be presented for their 
adjudication. 

The Message closes by expressing the Prosi 
dent’s views in regard to the Compromise measures 
of the last session. He believes those measures to 
have been required by the circumstances and con. 
dition of the country. He regards them as a set. 
tlement, in principle and substance a final settle. 
ment, of the dangerous and exciting subjects which 
they embrace. Most of these subjects, indeed, are 
placed by them beyond the reach of legislation 
The President reec nds an adherence to the 
adjustment established by those measures, until 
time and experience shall demonstrate the neces 
sity of further legislation to guard against evasion 
or abuse. By that adjustment, he adds, “we have 
been rescued from the wide and boundless acgita 
tion that surrounded us, and have a firm, distinct, 
and legal ground to rest upon. And the occasion, 
I trust, will justify me in exhorting my countrymen 
to rally upon and maintain that ground as the best, 
if not the only means, of restoring peace and quiet 
to the country, and maintain inviolate the integrity 
of the Union.” ; 

The annual Reports from the several depart 
ments were transmitted to Congress with the Mes 
sage. They state in detail, as usual, the condition 
of the public service in each department of the 
government. We can only make room, of course, 
for a condensed summary of their contents. 

The Report of Mr. Conran, Secretary of war, is 
brief and clearly written. The whole namber of 
men at present enrolled in the U.S. Army is 12,326, 
including officers. Of these, 7796 are under orders 
for Texas, New Mexico, California, and Oregon, 
thus leaving bat 4530 in all the rest of the States 
and Territories. The Secretary, in view of the 
recent alarming incarsions of the Indians, on the 
borders of Texas and New Mexico, urges an addi- 
tion to the military establishment of the country. 
A history is given of the operations of infantry in 
New Mexico since last August. Mr. Conrad ex- 
presses the opinion, that the only description of 
troops to put an end to these savage forays, is cav- 
alry. He says the Indians in that part of the coun- 
try are excellent horsemen, and well skilled in the 
artof war. To extirpate them, he calls upon Con- 
gress to raise one or more regiments of mounted 
men. In this connection, moreover, he thinks that 
if the inhabitants of New Mexico were organized 
into a kind of protective militia of their own, mach 
would be done to preserve the lives and property 
of those Territories, independently of Government 
relief. At all events the experiment, he says, is 
worth trying. The uperatious of that portion of the 
army employed in Oregon are next recapitulated, 
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as are also those engaged in the recent troubles 
with the Indians in Florida. The Secretary enter- 
tains no apprehension of any further disturbance 
there. A large portion of the troops are withd.awn 
from the State, but suilicient are left to meet any 
emergency which may possibly arise. The namber 
of the Indians there, we are told, is very small, 
robably not more than one hundred, who, however, 
vecasion annoyance to the whites; and these the 
most efficient measures will be taken to remove. 
Iris recommended that a small force be sent against 
the Sioux tribe of Indians, in order to compel obedi- 
ence to the Chippewa treaty, which they have 
broken, and which the United States is bound to 
see respected. He also refers to the reports of the 
officers appointed to examine the Pacific Coasts of 
the United States, in order to select suitable sites 
for fortifications and naval dépéts there. Captain 
Stansbury’s Expedition to the Great Salt Lake, the 
Secretary says, is understood to be completed, and 
a report of his operations is supposed to be now on 
its way home. Other Expeditions, similar to this, 
are also referred to. The Secretary renews the 
recommendation of his predecessor for the formation 
ofa retired list of officers of the Army. An asylum 
for disabled and destitute soldiers is also urged 
apon the attention of Congress. The financial es- 
timates for this Department, for the ensuing year, 
do not appear quite so favorable as could be wished. 
The sum required for the next fiscal year will con- 
siderably exceed the aggregate for the current year 
—an increase caused, among other things, by the 
act of last Congress increasing the rank and file of 
all the companies serving on the Western frontier 
—paying nearly double all the officers and men in 
California and Oregon—and by increased expend- 
itares in the Quartermaster’s department. The 
Secretary points out several departments of the 
service where principles of y may be intro- 
daced to advantage, and to them he calls the earn- 
est and immediate attention of Congress. 

The Report of Mr. Grauam, Secretary of the 
Navy, is also brief, and gives an account of the six 
different squadrons into which the naval force in 
commission is divided. The Secretary remarks 
that oceasional instances of British interference 
with vessels bearing our flag on the African coast 
have occurred, but that in each case explanations 
and apologies have been made to our officers on 
that station, and the reports thereof transmitted to 
the Government. The existing personnel of the 
Navy embraces 68 captains, 97 commanders, 327 
lieutenants, 111 sergeons, 43 assistant surgeons, 64 
pursers, 24 chaplains, 12 professors of mathematics, 
11 masters in the line of promotion, 464 p d and 
other midshipmen, and 7500 petty officers, seamen, 
landsmen, boys, ete. The Secretary says that this 
system of officers is unshapely and disproportioned, 
there being great disparity between the head and 
the subordinate parts, and he recommends a great 
redaction in the three highest grades. The report 
discusses other questions respecting the organiza- 
tion and distribution of the service. The Secretary 
notices the improvements going on in the Navy 
Yards in New York and other places; states that 
he has invited proposals for the construction of a 
Dry Dock in the Pacific; says that the stores on 
hand in the various yards amount to $6,500,000. A 
reduction of the number of yards is discussed. The 
Secretary says that our flag has been respected on 
every sea, and that the interests of commerce have 
been secure under its jon. The Navy con- 
sists of 7 ships of the line, 1 razee, 12 frigates, 21 
sloops of war, 4 brigs, 2 schooners, 6 steam frigates, 











3 steamers of the first class, 6 steamers of less than 
first class, and 5 store ships. The ships in com- 
mission are one razee, 6 frigates, 15 sloops of war, 
4 brigs, 2 schooners (coast survey), 2 steam frigates, 
1 steamer of the first class, 3 less than first clasu, 3 
ships of tke line as receiving ships, 1 steamer do., 
and one sloop do. Four ships of the line and two 
frigates are on the stocks in process of construc- 
tion, but the work suspended. Besides these, there 
are the mail steamships on the New York ahd 
Liverpool and New York and Chagrés lines, liable 
to naval duty in case of necessity. 

The Report of Mr. Hatt, the Postmaster Gen- 
eral, gives a gratifying picture of the operatiors of 
the Post Office Department. The number of mail 
routes within the United States at the close of the 
fiscal year in June last, not including California and 
Oregon, was 5590: the aggregate length of such 
routes was 178,672 miles, and the number of con- 
tractors employed thereon, 4,760. The annual trans- 
portation of the mails on these routes was 46,541,423 
miles, at an annual cost of $2,724,426, making the 
average cost about five cents and eight and a half 
mills per mile. The increase in the number of in- 
land mail routes during the year was 649; the in- 
crease in the length of mail routes was 10,969 miles; 
and the annual transportation of the year exceeded 
that of the previous year by 3,997,354 miles, at an 
increased cost of $342,440. There were, on the 
30th of June last, five foreign mail routes, of the 
aggregate length of 15,079 miles, and the annual 
price of the transportation thereon, payable by this 
Department, was $264,506 ; being an increase of 
$8814 on the cost of the preceding year. The in- 
crease of our mail service for the last fiscal year, 
over the year preceding, was about 9-4 per cent., 
and the increase in the total cost was about 12-7 
per cent. The number of Postmasters appointed 
daring the year ending June 30, 1850, was 6518. 
Of that number 2600 were appointed to fill vacancies 
occasioned by resignations; 233 to fill vacancies 
occasioned by the decease of the previous incum- 
bents; 562 on a change of the sites of the offices 
for which they were appointed; 1444 on the re- 
moval of their predecessors, and 1979 were appoint- 
ed on the establishment of new offices. The whole 
number of post offices in the United States at the 
end of that year was 18,417. There were 1679 post 
offices established, and 309 discontinued during the 
year. 

The gross revenue of the Department for the year 
was as follows : 


From letter postage, including foreign post- 
age, and stamps sold 


From newspapers and pamphiets 


From this eum should be deducted the 
amount received during the year for 
British postages, which are payable to 
that Government, under the postal con- 
vention of December, 1848 


Leaving for the gross revenue of the year. $5,552,971 48 
Total expenditures 


The expenditures of the current year are estimated 
at $6,019,809, the increase consisting in the addi- 
tional service provided for, and in the increased 
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rates sometimes paid on the new contracts. No 
reliable estimate of receipts from postage for the 
yearcan be made. The increase for the year end- 
ing Jane 30, 1847, was 11°27 per cent. ; that for the 
year ending Jane 30, 1848, only 7-43 per cent. ; and 
that for the year ending June 30, 1849, 14:20 per 
cent. ; being an average, for the three years, of 
1096 per cent.; and the increase for the year 
ending June 30, 1850, excluding the bal in 
favor of Great Britain was 14-62 per cent. It is 
believed that the increase for the current year will 
be at least 11 per cent. over the receipts of last 
year: and this will give an aggregate revenue of 
$6,166,616, an excess of $146,807 over the estimated 
expenditures. The conveyance of foreign corre- 

pond has b an important. branch of the 
service. The means provided are 16 large steam- 
ships in actual service, with four more to be added 
under existing contracts. Efforts are in progress 
to arrange with foreign countries for the interchange 
of mails and for the uninterrupted transit of our 
correspondence in the mails of those countries to 
the countries beyond. The mail service in Califor- 
nia and Oregon is stil] in an unsettled state: some 
suggestions are made for improving its details. 
The Postmaster General recommends a considerable 
reduction in the rates of postage: he advises that 
the inland letter postage be reduced to three cents, 
the single letter, when pre-paid, and be fixed at the 
uniform rate of five cents when not pre-paid; and 
also, that the Postmaster General be required to 
reduce this pre-paid rate to two cents the single 
letter, whenever it shall be ascertaiued that the 
revenues of the Department, after the reductions 
now recommended, shall bave exceeded its ex- 
penditures by more than five per cent. for two con- 
secutive fiscal years. He also recommends that 
twenty cents the single letter, be charged on all 
correspondence to and from the Pacific coast, South 
America, the Eastern Continent and its islands, 
and points beyond either, and ten cents the single 
letter on all other sca-geing letters, without the 
superaddition of inland postage; and that the pro- 
vision which imposes an additional half cent postage 
upon newspapers, sent more than one hundred 
miles, and out of the State where they are mailed, 
he repealed, so as to leave the uniform inland post- 
age on newspapers, sent to subscribers, from the 
office of publication, at one cent each. The postage 
upon pamphlets, periodicals, and other printed mat- 
ter (except newspapers), Mr. Hai thinks, may be 
simplified and somewhat reduced, with advantage 
to the Department. Two cents for the pamphlet 
or periodical of the weight of two ounces. or less, 
and one cent for every additional ounce or fraction 
of an ounce, is recommended as the inland rate 
upon all pamphlets, periodicals, and other printed 
matter; instead of the present rate of two and a 
half cents for the first ounce, and one cent for every 
additional ounce, or fraction of an ounce. For the 
sea-going charge on such matters, and on news- 
papers, twice the inland rate to and from the points 
to which it is proposed that the letter postage shall 
be ten cents, and four times the inland rate where 
the letter rate is twenty cents, is deemed a just 
and proper rate. The reductions recommended on 
printed matter are considerably less than those 
upon letters: and the reason of this is found in the 
fact that the rates of postage upon printed matter 
are now exceedingly low, when compared with the 








i letter rates. The average postage on letters is 


estimated at about three dollars and sixteen cents 
per pound, and on newspapers or pamphlets at 
about sixteen cents per pound. Aiter the reduc- 





* eee A ee ee 
tions proposed, the average inland postage on let 
ters will be alhout $2 50 per pound when not pro. 
paid, and $1 50 per pound when pte-paid. 

The reduction recommended will probably reduce 
the revenue of the Department for the first three or 
four years; but at the end of that period its revenues 
under the reduced rates will probably again equal 
its expenditures. To meet the temporary deficien. 
cy, additional appropriations from the Treasury wil] 
probably be required unless Congress should abolish 
the franking privilege, which is held to be the priv. 
vilege of the constituent rather than of the repre. 
sentative. It is recommended, however, that if the 
franking privilege, and the privilege now accorded 
to newspaper proprietors of receiving exchange 
newspapers free of postage, be continued, the ex. 
pense be paid out of the public Treasury. The 
present laws provide for a semi-monthly mail from 
New York and New Orleans to Chagres, and for 
only a monthly mail from that point to San Fran. 
ciseo. The defect has been partially supplied by 
an arrangement with the mail contractors, but the 
action of Congress on the subject is still required. 

The report of Mr. Stuart, Secretary of the De. 
partment of the Interior, presents a variety of in. 
teresting information concerning thevarious subjects 
which come under his supervision The expenses 
of the department for the year have been $5,403,372. 
those for the next year are estimated at $7,132,043, 
The report enters at some length into an explana 
tion of the various items of this increase. The whole 
number of persons on the pension rolls of the United 
States is 19,758; the whole number who have drawn 
pensions during the first two quarters of the present 
year is 13,079. The whole amount expended for 
pensions during the year is estimated at $1,400,000. 
The number of land warrants issued for Revolution. 
ary service is 12,588 ; and for the war of 1812, 28,978. 
The number of claims presented for service in the 
Mexican war is 81,373, and for scrip in lieu of land, 
3332, making a total of 84,705. The nomber of 
claimants under the general Bounty Land Law of 
the last session of Congress is estimated at 250,000. 
The sales of Public Lands daring the first three 
quarters of 1850 have amounted to 869,082 acres; 
the amount sold in 1849 was 1,329,902. The amount 
located by Mexican bounty land warrants during 
three quarters of the present year was 1,520,120, 
against 3,405,520, during the whole of last year. 
The aggregate amount disposed of in three quarters 
of 1850 was 2,815,366—in 1849 it was 5,184,410. The 
revenue derived from the sale of public lands has 
averaged about a million and a quarter of dollars 
per annum, for the last fifty years, above all ex- 
penses. The extension of our Land System over 
our possessions on the Pacific is strongly urged; 
and a commission is suggested to adjudicate on all 
questions of disputed titles to land in California. 
Mr. Stuart recommends the sale of the mineral 
lands, in fee simple to the highest bidder at public 
auction—in. lots small enough to afford persons in 
moderate cireumstances the opportunity of being 
bidders. The annexation of Texas and our treaty 
with Mexico, have added about 124,000 Indians to 
our population; many of them are fierce in their 
disposition and predatory ia their habits. Further 
legislation-for the protection of our people from them 
has become necessary. The Secretary urges the ne- 
cessity of a highway to the Pacific; whether a rail- 
way, a plank road, or a turnpike would be most expe- 
dient, he says, can only be determined after a careful 
survey of the country and its resources shall have 
been made. He suggests the propriety of authoriz- 
ing an immediate survey. The establishment o/ av 
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Acricultaral Burean is urged, and statements are 
made of the steps taken in securing the census re- 


py ee of the State Legislatures are now in ses- 
sion, or have been daring the past month. In several 
of them action has been taken upon the general 
question of Slavery. In VeRMonNT a bill was passed 
for the protection of persons who may be claimed 
within that state as fagitive slaves. This bill pro- 
vides (1.) That it shall be the duty of the State's 
attorneys within the several counties “to use all 
lawful means to protect, defend, and cause to be 
discharged” every person arrested or claimed as a 
fagitive slave; (2.) The application of any State's 
attorney in due form shall be sufficient authority for 
any one of the Judges of the Supreme Coart, or any 
Circuit Judge, to authorize the issuing a writ of 
habeas corpus, which shall be made returnable to 
the supreme or county court when in session, and 
in vacation before any of the judges aforesaid; 
(3.) That it shall be the daty of all judicial and ex- 
ecative officers in the State, whenever they shall 
have reason to believe that any inhabitant of the 
State is abont to be arrested as a fugitive slave, to 
give notice thereof to. the State’s attorneys in their 
respective counties; (4.) That whenever the writ 
of habeas corpus is granted in vacation, if upon the 
hearing of the same before any of the judges, the 
person arrested and claimed as a fugitive slave 
shall not be discharged, he shall be entitled to an 
appeal to the next stated term of the county court, 
on furnishing such bail and within sach time as the 
jndge granting the writ shall deem reasonable and 
proper; (5.) That the court to which such appeal is 
taken, or any other court to which a writ of habeas 
corpus in behalf of any such alleged fugitive slave 
is made returnable, shall, on application, allow and 
direct a trial by jury on all questions of fact in issue 
between the parties, and the costs thereof shall 
be chargeable to the State. The bill passed both 
branches of the Legislature with very little discus- 
sion, and was approved by the Governer, Nov. 13, 
1850, 

The Vireinta Legislatare assembled on the 2d 
of December. The Message of Governor FLorp 
closes with some emphatic comments on the Com- 
promise measures of Congress. The action of the 
last session on the subject, the Governor says, has 
placed the Union in the most momentous and diffi- 
cult crisis through which it has ever passed. Some 
of its enactments have produced a feeling of deep 
and bitter dissatisfaction at the South; while the 
law for the recovery of fugitive slaves has been met 
with a reception at the North little, if at all, short 
of open rebellion and utter defiance. This state of 
things, the Governor says, has grown out of an 
“anwarrantable interference on the part of Congress 
with the subject of slavery, and is another proof of 
the great danger which must ever follow any at- 
tempt on the part of that body to transcend the 
clear, well-defined limits set by the Constitution to 
govern and control their action.” The action of 
Congress, it is held, has been gressly injurious to 
the South, for of the whole domain acquired from 
Mexico, not a foot is left, worth having, for the oc- 
eupation of the slaveholder. Nothing ought to re- 
coucile the South to this action, but the hope that it 
may settle forever all agitation of the question of 
slavery. But if peace and quiet can be thereby 
restored, if the Constitution can be respected and 
the Union maintained, these sacrifices, great as they 
are, may well be regarded as light in comparison 
With the objects attained. But should this expecta- 
tion prove fallacious, and the slavery agitation be 











renewed, it will furnish, the Governor says, “ proof, 
convincing and conclusive, of that fixed and settled 
hostility to slavery on the part of the North which 
should and will satisfy every reasonable man that 
peace between us is impossible ; and then a neces- 
sity stronger than all law, the necessity of self-pres- 
ervation, will demand at our hands a separation 
from those who use the relationship of brotherhood 
only for the purpose of inflicting upon us the worst 
acts of malignant hostility.” The supineness of the 
South upon this subject is very warmly censured, 
and the hostility evinced in the Northern States 
toward the fugitive slave law is referred to as among 
the indications that peace and harmony bave not 
been restored. Virginia, and all the slaveholding 
states, he thinks, “can and ought, calmly and ex- 
plicitly to declare that the repeal of the fugitive slave 
law, or any essential modification of it, is a virtual 
repeal of the Union. The faithful execution of the 
law is the only means now left by which the Union 
can be preserved with honor to ourselves and peace 
to the country. Such a declaration on the part of 
the South will give strength and great moral weight 
to the conservative patriots at the North, now strug- 
gling for the Constitution and the supremacy of the 
laws, who are, in trath, fighting the battle of the 
Union, in the bosom of the non-slaveholding States, 
If, however, no ideration of prud or patriot, 
ism can restrain the majority from the non-slave- 
holding States in their headlong career of usarpation 
and wrong, and should they repeal or essentially 
modify the fugitive slave law, the most prompt and 
decisive action will be required at your hands. In 
either event, I would earnestly recommend that a 
Convention of the people be called at once to take 
into consideration the mode and measure of redress, 
as well as the means of providing for our future 
security and peace.” 

The Governor of ARKANSAS, in bis Message to 
the Legislature of that State, objects to the admis- 
sion of California, but contends that the evil can 
not be cured, and must be endured. He asks, 
“what could the South gain by resistance?” He 
also objects to President Fillmore’s Message con- 
cerning Texas. But, with regard to the fugitive 
slave law, he contends, if the North touch it, the 
“South can no longer, with honor to herself, maine 
tain her present relations with the North.” 

In MississipPi the Legislature convened in ex 
tra session on the 18th. November, under a procla, 
mation issued by Governor QUITMAN, to take into 
consideration the coarse to be pursued by the State 
in view of the recent measures of Congress. On 
the first day of the session the Governor sent in 
Message giving a history of the aggressions. of the 
North, and recommending secession from the Union, 
He says, “let the propositions be distinctly put to 
the non-slaveholding States that the wrongs of the 
South must be redressed, so far as it is in the power 
of Congress to do so, by obtaining from California a 
concession of territory south of 36° 30’; otherwise 
that they (the non-slaveholding States) must con- 
sent to séch amendments of the Constitution as 
shall hereafter secure the rights of the slavebold. 
ing States from further aggressien. Bat, in the 
event of continued refusal to do so, I hesitate not 
to express my decided opinion that the only effect- 
ual remedy for the evil, which must continue to 
grow from year to year, is to be found in prompt 
and peaceable secession from the aggressive 
States.” 

In Grorcta, the State Convention, summoned 
to consider the best means of securing Southern 
rights and interests, assembled at Milledgeville, on 
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the 11th of December. At the election of delegates 
to this Conveution, the issue made was between 
those in favor of disunion, and those opposed to it. 
The result showed a popular majority of about 
30,000 in favor of the Union; in seven counties 
only of the whole State, had the disunionists pop- 
ular majorities. 

The Legislature of Texas met at Austin, Nov- 
ember 18th, and Governor Bett immediately sent 
in his Message. He states that he anticipated the 
passage of the boundary bill by Congress, but re- 
grets that Congress was no more specific in defin- 
ing the mode of ascertaining and making known at 
the Federal treasury the amount of debt for which 
the five millions of stock are to be retained. He 
considers that the creditors of Texas must look to 
her alone, and not to the United States, for the 
settlement of her claims. In regard to the bonds 
issued by the late republic for double the amount 
of the original contracts, he thinks that between 
private individuals sach would be void on account 
of asury. He, however, recommends that govern- 
ment should certainly pay to its creditors the full 
amount of benefits received, and interest on the 
amount from the time when it should have been 
paid. He also recommends that a law be passed, 
requiring all creditors holding claims against the 
late Republic of Texas, and for which revenues 
arising from import duties were specially pledged, 
to file releases in favor of the United States in re- 
spect to said claims, with the Comptroller of the 
State within a specified time; and in default there- 
of, their claims against the United States for the 
liability of the said debts, growing out of transfer 
of revenue, under the articles of annexation, shail 
be considered as waived from Mexico. On the 





22d, a bill to accept the propositions of the boun- 
dary bill, was passed in both Houses, there being 


in the Senate but one, and in the House but five 
votes against it——The party engaged in the sur- 
vey of the Upper Rio Grande have reported that 
forty miles above Laredo is, and will continue to 
be, the head of steamboat navigation. 

The Legislature of Sour CaRoLina met in spe- 
cial session on the 3d of December, and the Mes- 
sage of Governor SEABROOK was received on the 
same day. The Governor says that during the 
year he has purchased largely of muskets and ri- 
fles, and caused several thousand musket accoutre- 
ments to be manafactured at Columbia. He wish- 
es the Legislature to authorize him to purchase 
eighteen brass field-pieces, to establish foundries 
for cannon and small-arms. He complains of the 
North on account of the incendiary resolutions of 
State Legislatures; the sweeping denunciations 
emanating from abolition associations ; the bitter 
and vindictive feelings of the press, the bar, and 
the pulpit : the inflammatory harangues to popular 
meetings; the encouragement and aid given to 
runaway slaves, &c., which unwarrantable pro- 

dings have d South Carolina, for about 
one-third of her political existence, to present an 
almost uninterrupted scene of disquietude and ex- 
citement. He says that “the time has arrived to 
resume the exercise of the powers of self-protec- 
tion, which, in the hour of unsuspecting confidence, 
we surrendered to foreign hands. We must re- 
organize our political system on some surer and 
safer basis. There is no power, moral or physical, 
that can prevent it. The event is indissolubly 
linked with its cause, and fixed as destiny.” Res- 
olutions bad been introduced into the Legislature 
upon these subjects, but no action has been had 
upon them. 








The Legislature of FLonrpa met on the 25th of 
November, and the Governor's Message was at 
once delivered. .Guv. Brown, though a strong 
friend of the Union, expresses serious concern for 
the perpetuity of the Union, in consequence of 
the manifestations of Northern sentiment on their 
obligations ander the Federal compact. He asks 
from the Legislature authority to call a convention 
of the people of the State, in the event of the repeal 
of the fugitive slave bill, or the consummation of 
any other aggressive measure. 

The Nashville Convention adjourned on the 18th 
of November. Resolutions were passed expressing 
attachment to a constitutional Union, bat deciar 
ing the right of any State to secede ; expressing 
also the conviction that “the evils anticipated by 
the South, in forming this Convention had beea 
realized, in the passage of the recent compromise 
acts of Congress. They further recommended to 
the South, not to go into any National Convention 
for the nomination of President and Vice-President 
of the United States, until the constitutional rights 
of the South were secured. They also recommend. 
ed to the slaveholding States to go into conven. 
tion, with a view to the restraint-of further agegres 
sion, and if possible, to the restoration of the rights 
of the South. The Tennessee delegation protested 
agaiust the adoption of the resolutions, declaring 
the proceeding to be “unhallowed and unworthy 
of Southern men.” 

Large public meetings have been held in various 
sections of the country in favor of the Union and of 
the Compromise measures of the last session of Con- 
gress. One wes held at Philadelphia on the 2ist 
of November, attended by six or seven thousand 
people, and numbering among its officers some of 
the most respectable citizens of Philadelphia. Hon. 
Jobn Sargeant presided, and speeches were made 
by Messrs. Dallas, J. R. Ingersoll, Rash, Randall, 
and others. Letters were received from the Hon. 
Messrs. Clay, Webster, Cass, and other gentlemen 
of distinction, who were unable to be present. Mr. 
Randall, in his remarks, said, that the general im- 
pression, that the clause in the Constitution re- 
quiring the retarn of fugitive slaves was the result 
of a compromise, was erroneous: the records of 
the Convention would show that it was adopted 
unanimously, and without amendment. Resolutions 
expressive of strong attachment to the Constitution, 
of obligation to abide by its provisions, of determ 
ination to maintain the supremacy of the laws, 
of disapprobation of anti-slavery agitation, and of 
approval of the Compromise measures, were adopt- 
ed with much appplause. 

A very large meeting of a similar character was 
held at Boston, on the 26th, in Faneuil Hall. Dr. 
J.C. Warren, a descendant of General Warren, 
who fell at Bunker's Hill, presided, and on taking 
the chair made an eloquent and patriotic speech 
Resolutions were adopted, asserting that the pres- 
ervation of the Constitution and Union is the pare- 
mount daty of all classes; that the blessings flow- 
ing from the Constitution vastly transcend in im- 
portance all other political considerations ; that the 
laws of the land are equally binding on every State, 
and upon all citizens, and no one can refuse, or 
seem to refuse to obey them ; that the measures of 
compromise passed by the last Congress ought to 
be carried out by the people; that resistance to 
law is mischievous, and that all who advise those 
who may be the subject of any law, to resist, de- 
serve the opprobrium of the commanity, and the 
severe penalty of the law; that at all times, and 
in all places, the citizens of Boston will sustain the 








PRPS ssaes FF sat sgsgy 


MONTHLY RECORD OF CURRENT EVENTS. 269 





ion, uphold the Constitution, and enforce obedi- 
vere the law. Speeches were made by B. R. 
Curtis, Esq, Hon. B. F. Hallett, and Hon. Rufus 
Choate, which were received with enthusiastic 
applause. . ; 

A Union meeting was held at Nashville, Ten- 
nessee, on the 23d, which was characterized by 
unanimity and great enthusiasm. The speakers 
were, Hon. Andrew Ewing, and Hon. A. J. Donald- 
son. Resolutions were passed declaring that no 
State has the constitutional right to secede, and 
that any such attempt would be revolutionary, 
and its consequences entail civil strife and blood- 
shed; that the continual agitation of the slavery 
issue, will, if persisted in, lead to the total aliena- 
tion of one section of the Union from the other; 
that the people of the States have the right, when- 
ever palpably, intolerably, and unconstitutiorally 
oppressed, to throw off the chains that oppress 
them, bat there is no present necessity for the 
exercise of this right that an attempt to repeal, 
or failure to enforee the fugitive slave law, will 
unite all the South, and most probably end in a 
total separation of the States; and that the Com- 
promise measures of Congress meet their approba- 
tion, as the best that, under the circumstances, could 
be adopted, and they pledge themselves to give 
them hearty support. 

A Union meeting was held at Staunton, Virginia, 
on the 25th of November, over which Col. Jamrs 
CrawrorD presided. Resolutions were adopted 
declaring the readiness of those assembled to meet 
all good citizens of every section, and of every 
party, on the platform of the Constitution, the 
Compromise, and the Union; and also expressing 
the belief that the maintenance of the Compromise 
in all its parts, without modification or amendment, 
jis essential to the preservation of the Union. Let- 
ters were read from a number of distinguished gen- 
tlemen who had been invited, but were unable to 
be present. 

A large meeting was held at Manchester, N.H., 
on the 20th of November, at which resolutions were 
passed expressing devotion to the Union, and a 
determination to stand by the Compromise meas- 
ures, and to resist all further agitation of the sub- 
ject. 
A large Union meeting was held in Cincinnati, 
on the 14th of November, at which resolutions were 
adopted declaring their approval of, and determin- 
ation to support, the measures of peace and com- 
promise relative to the admission of California as a 
State; the establishment of the Territorial Govern- 
ments of New Mexico and Utah; the settlement 
of the boundary question of Texas ; the abolition of 
the slave trade in the district of Columbia; and the 
provision the more effectually to secure the observ- 
ance of the constitutional duty to deliver up fugitives 
owing service or labor. They also declared that 
they condemned, and would oppose all forcible re- 
sistance to the execution of the law of the General 
Government for the re-capture of fugitives owing 
service or labor; that they regard such law as 
constitutional—in accordance with the compromise 
whieh formed the Union, and that they would sus- 
tain and enforce it by all proper and legal means, 
as a matter of constitutional compromise and obli- 
gation. And furthermore they declared that any 
effort to re-open the delicate and distracting ques- 
tions settled and compromised by the Compromise 
and Peace measures passed during the late session 
of Congress are factious, and should be disapproved 
and opposed. 

During the past month letters and speeches, upon 
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the engrossing topic of the day, from some of 
the most eminent men in the country, have been 
given to the public, and have attracted a good dea! 
of attention. They have been mainly on the side 
of the Compromise measures of the last session of 
Congress; as the agitation upon the other side, in 
the Northern States at least, has for the present 
almost wholly ceased. A speech of very marked 
and characteristic ability was made by the Hon. 
Rurvus Cuoate, at the Faneuil Hali Union meet- 
ing in Boston. Mr. C. thought that the union of 

these States was in manifest peril, mainly from u 
public opinion created by restless and unprincipled 
men. He traced, with great skill and in very gra 

phic and eloquent language, the manner in whicl: 
public opinion is moulded by the unceasing efforts 
of the press and the orator, and that it is only by a 
prolonged and voluntary educational process that 
the fine and strong spirit of nationality is made to 
penetrate the great mass of the people, and the full 
tide of American feeling to fill the mighty heart. 
He then depicted the in which hostility of 
sentiment and sympathy between different sections 
of the country has been created and is kept alive. 
Coming, then, to the means by which danger to the 
Union can be best averted, he said’ the first and 
foremost thing to be done was to accept that whole 
body of measures of Compromise, by which the 
Government has sought to compose the country, 
and then for every man to set himself to suppress 
the further political agitation of this whole subject. 
These measures were then referred to, one after 
the other, and the essential justice and expediency 
of each were declared. The two great political 
parties of the North, he said, ought at once to strike 
this whole subject from their respective issues. He 
was not for any amalgamation of parties, or for the 
formation of any new one: the two great parties 
had united for the settlement of this great question, 
and they could now revive the old creeds, return to 
their old positions, and so spare America that last 
calamity, the formation of parties according to geo- 
graphical lines. The conscience of the community, 
moreover, is bound to discourage and modify the 
further agitation of the subject of slavery, in the 
spirit in which, thus far, that agitation has been 
carried on. It is a great error to suppose that con- 
science or philanthropy requires the constant agi- 
tation of thistopic. We of the North have nothing 
whatever to do with slavery in the Southern States, 
for we have solemnly covenanted with them that 
we will not interfere with it, and that we wil! per- 
form certain duties growing out of it. Those duties 
are obligatory upon us, and no pretense of a higher 
law can absolve us from them. These positions 
were presented by Mr. Choate with all his accus- 
tomed strength, and with even more thaa the 
warmth of feeling and profusion of illustration which 
distinguish all his efforts. 

Mr. WessteR wrote a letter in reply to an invi- 
tation to attend the great Union meeting at Staunton, 
Va., approving most heartily of the objects of the 
proposed meeting, and assuring them of his hearty 
sympathy and his unchangeable purpose to co-oper- 
ate with them and other good men in upholding the 
honor of the States, and the Constitution of the 
Government. Political martyrdom, he declares, 
would be preferable to beholding the voluntary 
dismemberment of this glorious Republic. “It is 
better to die while the honor of the country is un- 
tarnished, and the flag of the Union still flying over 
our heads, than to live to behold that honor gone 
forever, and that flag prostrate in the dust.” He 
assures them, from personal observation at the 
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North, that through the masses of the Northern | maintain it. He justly appreciates his obligations 


people the general feeling and the great cry is, for 
the Union, and for its preservation: and, “ while 
there prevails a general purpose to maintain the 
Union as it is, that purpose embraces, as its just 
and necessary means, a firm resolution of sapport- 
ing the rights of all the States, precisely as they 
stand guaranteed and secured by the Constitution. 
And you may deperd upon it,” ne adds, “that 
every provision in that instrament in favor of the 
rights of Virginia and the other Southern States, 
and every constitutional act of Congress, passed to 
uphold and enforce those rights, will be upheld and 
maintained not only by the power of the law, but 
also by the prevailing influence of public opinion. 
Accidents may occur to defeat the execution of a 
law in a particular instance; misguided men may, 
it is possible, sometimes enable others to elude the 
claims of justice and the rights founded in solemn 
constitutional compact, but, on the whole, and in 
the end, the law will be executed and obeyed; the 
South will see that there is principle and patriotism, 
good sense and honesty, in the general minds of 
the North; and that among the great mass of in- 
telligent citizens in that quarter, the general dispo- 
sition to ask for justice is not stronger than the dis- 
position to grant it to others.” Mr. WeEssTER closes 
his letter by urging the people of Virginia to teach 
their young men to study the early history of the 
country, the feebleness of the Confederation—and to 
trace the steps, the votes, the efforts, and the labor 
by which the present Constitution was formed. He 
exhorts them to stand by their country, to stand by 
the work of their fathers, to stand by the Union of 
the States, “and may Almighty God prosper all 
our efforts in the cause of liberty, and in the cause 
of that United Government which renders this peo- 
ple the happiest people upon which the sun ever 
shone!” 

Hon. A. H. H. Stuart, Secretary of the Interior, 
wrote a letter also on the same occasion in reply 
to a similar invitation. He expresses great satis- 
faction that meetings in behalf of the Union are 
held throughout the country. He says he believes 
that the integrity of the Union, and the peace of 
the country, will mainly depend on the course 
which the people of Virginia may adopt in the 
present crisis. There has been a melancholy 
change in the feelings of the people toward the 
Union, he thinks, within a few years past. Then, 
nothing but his advanced age, the respect felt for 
his character, and the strongest professions of at- 
tachment to the Union, prevented John Quincy 
Adams from public censure or expulsion for sim- 
ply presenting a petition to Congress for a dissolu- 
tion of the Union. Now, dissolution is openly ad- 
vocated in speeches, pamphlets, and the newspaper 
press. Let the idea go abroad that Virginia sanc- 
tions such sentiments as these, and our Union is 
but a rope of sand. The only safe reliance, Mr. 
Stuart thinks, is for Virginia to assume her old 
positien of mediator and pacificator. “Let her 
speak in language that can not be misunderstood. 
Let her blend kindness with firmness. But let no 
texgzering doubt remain as to her loyaliy to the 
Union.” Twenty years ago, when the Union was 
in danger, General Jackson declared that it must 
be preserved. General Jackson slambers in his 
grave, and there are men plotting disunion over 
his very ashes. But Mr. Stuart assures those to 
whom he writes, that we have a man at the head 
of the Government “ not less devoted to the Union 
than Jackson, and not less determined to use all 
the powers vested in him by the Constitetion to 





to maintain the integrity of the Constitution, ang 
to see that the laws are faithfully executed. He 
will know no distinction between the North and 
the South, bat will enforce obedience to the laws 
every where.” 

Hon. H.W. Hitiiarp, Memberof Congress from 
Alabama, has written a letter declining a re-nomina- 
tion, and discussing at some length the present 
condition of public affairs. The events of the past 
year, instead of impairing the strength of our politi- 
eal system, have, in his judgment, really served to 
demonstrate it. There is a growing conviction in 
the mind of the whole nation that the Constitution 
must be adhered to in its pristine spirit, and that, 
while it is adhered to, the republic will endore. 
He had no fear that the extension of our limits 
would enfeeble us. Our progress is the spread of 
a great family, all bearing with them the law, the 
traditions, the sympathies, and the religion of those 
from whom they sprung. The true way of perpet. 
uating our Union is by multiplying the means of 
intercommunication, by making taxes as light as 
possible, by reducing postage, multiplying railroads, 
and bringing the Pacific coast nearer to us by the 
early construction of one of those great highways 
The scheme of retaliation, lately projected, of dis. 
criminating against the products of other States 
must be abandoned, and our whole legislation, State 
and National, must be guided by a comprehensive, 
national, and patriotic spirit. “These States must 
regard each other as kindred States; the Constitu 
tion must be recognized in all of them as the su 
preme law; and the acts of Congress, passed in 
accordance with its provisions, must be obeyed: 
and we must fix in our minds and in our hearts the 
idea that, as we have had a common origin, we 
must have a common destiny.”” The measures of 
the last session must be regarded as a final adjust 
ment of the disturbing questions growing out of 
slavery. Mr. H. exhorts to a conciliatory and a 
patriotic spirit. “Let us forbear,” he says, “any 
hostile acts on our own part. I certainly desire to 
see in the midst of the great agricultural regions 
of the South a varied industry, which shall rival 
that of the North, and which shall spread over our 
fertile plains all the embellishments which wealth 
and a high civilization can bestow. I desire, too, 
to see a direct trade with foreign countries carried 
on through Southern ports. But I desire to see all 
this brought about by the enterprise and the energy 
of our people, entering into a bold and generous com- 
petition with those of the other States. We should 
seek to make Alabama a great and wealthy State ; 
and we can do this by the vigorous development of 
our resources. Our fertile soil, our noble streams, 
our great cotton crop, our exhaustless mineral 
wealth, our population intelligent, industrious, en- 
terprising, and religious—these will enable us to 
advance with a steady and rapid march in civiliza 
tion, without resorting to legislative expedients to 
tax the products of other States. associated with 
us in a common Government, one of the great 
objects of which is, to keep open the channels of 
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Hon. Levi Woopsvury wrote a letter expressing 
regret that he could not attend the Union Meeting 
held at Manchester, N. H., on the 2¢th of November. 
He says that without more forbearance as to agita- 
tion of the subject of slavery, it is his solemn con- 
viction, the Union will be placed in fearfal jeopardy. 
He mentions 28 an alarming sign of the times the 
fact that any portion of our law-abiding community 
should either recommend forcible resistance to the 
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laws, or actually participate in measures designed 
to overawe the constituted authorities, and defeat 
the execution of legal precepts issued by those 
guthorities.. This, he says, is in direct hostility to 
the injunctions of Washington in his Farewell Ad- 
dress to his grateful countrymen ; and seems no less 
hostile and derogatory to every sound principle for 
sustaining public order and obedience to what the 
legislative agents of the people and the States have 
enacted. 

A letter from Mr. W eBsTER, written on the same 
occasion, also alludes to the disposition which is 
abroad to evade the laws, and to resist them so far 
as it can be done consistently with personal safety. 
A “still more extravagant notion,” he says, “is 
sometimes entertained, which is, that individuals 
may judge of their rights and duties, under the Con- 
stitution and the laws, by some rule which, accord- 
ing to their idea, is above both the Constitution and 
the laws.” Both these positions are denounced as 
at war with all government and with all morality. 
‘It is time,” Mr. Webster adds, “ that di 1 and 


intricate and perplexing question of the session. Va- 
rious opinions were held in regard to it by various 
interests, and the matter seemed to him eminently 
one for compromise and amicable adjustment. We 
gave what seems a large sum (ten millions of dol- 
lars), to Texas for relinquishing her claim, but haif 
this amount we owed ber creditors for having taken 
the revenues to which they looked for payment of 
their debts. Mr. Clay said he voted the money 
very cheerfully, because be believed it would be 
applied to the payment of her public debt; and he 
wished that we bad some legitimate ground for 
giving to every debtor State in tle Union money 
enough to pay all its debts, and restore its credit 
wherever it has been tarnished. Of the fugitive 
slave bill Mr. Clay said simply that its object was 
simply to give fair, full, and etlicacious effect to the 
constitutional provision for the surrender of fugitives. 
The act abolishing the slave trade in the District 
of Colambia, was of little practical importance to 
southern interests, while it was demanded by every 





* animosity should cease. It is time that a better 
understanding and more friendly sentiments were 
revived between the North and the South. And I 
am sure that all wise and good men will see the 
propriety of forbearing from renewing agitation by 
attempts to repeal the late measures, or any of them. 
I do not see that they contain unconstitutional or 
alarming principles, or that they forebode the in- 
fiction of wrong or injury. When real and actual 
evil arises, if it shall arise, the laws ought to be 

Jed or repealed; but in the absence of immi- 
nent danger I see no reason at present for renewed 
controversy or contention.” 

Mr. Ciay, upon formal invitation of that body, 
visited the Legislature of Kentucky on the 15th of 
November. He was welcomed by the Speaker of 





the House in some brief and appropriate remarks 
to which he responded at considerable length. He 
spoke mainly of the measures of the session in which 
he had borne so conspicuous a part. The session, 
he said, opened under peculiarly unfavorable au- 
spices. The sentiment of disunion was openly 
avowed, and a sectional convention of delegates 





had been bled, the tendency of which was to 
break up the confederacy. In common with others, 
Mr. Clay said he had foreseen the coming storm, 
and it was the hope that he might assist in allaying 
it that led him to return te the Senate. The Tatyeet 
had long engaged his most anxious thoughts, and 
the result of his reflections was the series of propo- 
sitions which he presented to Congress soon after 
the opening of the i A committee of thirteen 
was afterward appointed to which the whole matter 
was referred and they reported substantially the 
same measures which he had proposed. At that 
time he was decidedly in favor of the immediate 
admission of California into the Union as a separate 
and distinct e; but subsequent observation 
of the hostility which it encountered led him to 
modify his opinions, and unite it with kindred 
measures in one common bill. In exclading the 
Wilmot Proviso, which had previously been the 
great aim and object of the South, they obtained a 
complete triumph—and obtained it, too, by the lib- 
eral, magnanimous and patriotic aid o/ the northern 
members. It is true they may never be able to 
establish slavery in any of this newly acquired ter- 
ritory; but that.is not the fault of Congress, which 
has adhered strictly to the policy of non-interven- 
tion, but of the people of the territory themselves 
to whom the whole subject has been committed. 
The boundary of Texas gave rise to by far the most 











nsideration of humanity and of national self-re- 
spect. In looking at the result of the whole, Mr. 
Clay thought that neither party, so far as California 
is concerned, could be said to have Jost or gained 
any thing, while in regard to the territorial bills 
and the fugitive slave law the South had gained ali 
it could reasonably claim. The effect of these 
measures, Mr. Clay thought, would be to allay 
agitation and pacify and harmonize the country. 
At all events it will greatly circumscribe the field 
of agitation: for none of these measures can be 
opened for renewed action except the fugitive 
slave bill; and when the dispute is narrowed down 
to that single ground the slaveholding States have 
decidedly the advantage. The Constitution is with 
them, the right is with them, and the State which 
shall oppose the execution of the law will place it- 
self manifestly in the wrong. It was not to be ex- 
pected that these measures would lead to imme- 
diate and general acquiescence on the part of the 
ultras of either section; but Mr. Clay did confident- 
ly anticipate that all their mad efforts would be pat 
down by the intelligence, the patriotism, and the 
love of union of the people of the various States. 
Mr. Clay went on to draw a picture of the condition 
of the country, and especially of the slaveholding 
States, in the event of a dissolution of the Union. 
Under the present law the South will not probably 
recover all their fugitive slaves; but they will 
recover some of them. But in the event of dis- 
union not one could be demanded. Mr. Clay said 
he had often been asked when he would consent to 
a dissolution of the Union. He answered Never, 
because he could conceive of no possible contingen- 
cy that would make it for the interest and happi- 
ness of the people to break up this glorious confed- 
eracy. He would yield to it, if Congress were to 
usurp a power, which he was sure, it never would, 
of abolishing slavery within the States, for in the 
contingency of such a usurpation we should be in a 
better condition as to slavery out of the Union than 
in it. He believed that the time would come, at 
some very distant day, when the density of the 
population of the United States would be so great 
that free labor would be cheaper than slave l»bor, 
and that then the slaves would be set free; and 
that Africa would be competent to receive, by 
colonization from America, all the descendants of 
its own race. If the agitation of this subject should 
be continued, it must lead to the formation of two 
parties—one for the Union and the other against it. 
If such a division should become necessary, he an- 
nounced himself a member of the Union party wkat- 
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ever might be its elements. He would go farther. | inhabitants might see fit to frame, Gen. TAYLor 
“I have had,” said he, “great hopes and confidence | only followed the recommendations which had been 


in the principles of the Whig party, as being most 
likely to conduce to the honor, to the prosperity, and 
the glory of my country. Bat if it is to be merged 
into a contemptible abolition party, and if abolition- 
ism is to be engrafted on the Whig creed, from that 
moment I renounce the party, and cease to be a 
Whig. I go yet a step further: if I am alive, I 
will give my humble support for the Presidency to 
that man, to whatever party he may belong, who 
is uncontaminated by fanaticism, rather than to one 
who, crying out all the time and aloud that he is a 
Whig, maintains doctrines utterly subversive of the 
Constitution and the Union.” Mr. Clay said that the 
events of the last few months had thrown together 
men of opposite parties, and he could say with 
truth and pleasure that during the late session he 
was in conference quite as often, if not oftener, with 
Democrats than Whigs; and he “found in the Dem- 
ocratic party quite as much patriotism, devotion 
to the Union, honor, and probity as in the other 
party.” 

Gen. James Hamitton has recently addressed a 
somewhat remarkable letter to the people of South 
Carolina upon the state of public affairs and the 
course which he desires his own State to pursue. 
Gen. H. was the Governor of South Carolina during 
the nullification crisis, and is fully imbued with the 
spirit of resistance to the Union. But he is also a 
man of great practical sagacity, and after carefully 
surveying the whole field, he is convinced that ac- 
tion now on the part of South Carolina would be 
ruinous to her cause. He has been all through the 
Southern States, and says he is satisfied that, in the 
event of such action, there is not another Southern 
State that would join her in it. He sketches the 
state of feeling in each of the States he has visited, 


and represents the Union party as decidedly in the 


ascendant in every one of them. He proceeds to 
say that although some of the recent measures of 
Congress, and particularly the admission of Califor- 
nia, were exceedingly unjust to the South. yet they 
afford no justification for a disruption of the con- 
federacy. Many, he says, believe that in the event 
of secession a collision will arise with the Federal 
Government, and South Carolina would have the 
sympathy and the aid of the other Southern States. 
But he does not believe the Federal Government 
would bring on any such collision ; he thinks they 
would only prevent goods from entering their ports, 
carry the mail directly past them, and transfer all 
the commerce which they now enjoy to Savannah. 
He thinks South Carolina should await the result 
of the great battle in the North, between those who 
stand up for the rights of the South and their oppo- 
nents. Ifthe latter prevail and elect their President 
two years hence, the fugitive slave law will be re- 
pealed, slavery will be abolished in the District of 
Columbia, and a crisis will then occur which will 
inevitably unite the South. He urges them to await 
this event. The letter is written with great energy 
and eloquence, and will have a wide and marked 
influence upon public sentiment. 

Acomplimentary public dinner was given to Hon. 
Joun M. Crayton at Wilmington, on the 16th of 
November, by his political friends. Mr. CLaytox, 
in reply to a complimentary toast, made an extended 
and eloquent speech, mainly in vindication of the 
administration of Gen. TayLor from the reproach 
which political opponents had thrown upon it. He 
showed that in proposing to admit California as a 
State, and to orgenize the territories’ of New Mexico 
and Utah as States, with sach consyitations as their 





| made by President Potk in 1848, which had beep 
approved by Mr. CaLHoun in 1847, and which had 


then received the support of the great body of the 
political friends of both those statesmen. And yet 


| his course was most bitterly opposed by the Very 


persons who had previously approved the same 
principles. Mr. CLayton said he did not believe, 
and he never had believed, that there was an, 
danger of disunion from the adoption of Genera) 
Taylor's recommendations, and he ridiculed the 
clamor and the apprehension, that had been aroused 
upon the subject. The greatest obstruction both to 
the President and the country, arose out of the at 
tempt to embody all the measures on the subject 
in a single bill; and yet the effort had been made 
to throw the blame of its failure upon the President 
and his Cabinet. His death showed the ground 
lessness of the charge, for the omnibus immediately 
failed. Mr. CLaYton went on at considerable length 
to review the policy, both foreign and domestic, ¢f 
the late administration, and to vindicate it from al!" 
the slanders and obloquy heaped upon it. He after 
ward, in response to a remark nominating General’ 
Scotr as the next candidate for the Presidency, 
gave a glowing and eloquent sketch of the life and * 
military career of that eminent soldier. 

Hon. Joget R. Porxsett has written a letter to his 
fellow-citizens of South Carolina, remonstrating 
earnestly against the scheme of secession which 
they seem inclined to adopt. He vindicates each 
of the Compromise measures from the objections 
urged against it, and insists that there is no such 
thing under the Constitution as a right of secession. 
Such a step could only result in the injury and ruia 
of South Carolina, and he therefore earnestly ex 
horts them not. to venture upon it. 

A letter from Hon. Ricnarp Rwsz, formerly 
U. 8. Minister in France, has also been published 
condemning very severely the anti-slavery agita 
tion of the day, and urging the necessity of conces 
sion and harmony in order to the preservation of the 
Union. 

Hon. GeorGe THompson, a member of the British 
Parliament somewhat celebrated for his oratorica! 
efforts in England and the United States in behal{ 
of Abolition, is now in this country. Arrangements 
had been made by the Anti-Slavery men in Boston 
to give him a public reception at Faneuil Hall on 
his arrival. The meeting on the occasion was very 
large. Edmund Quincy presided. W. L. Garrison 
read an address detailing Mr. Thompson's exertions 
on behalf of abolition, and mentioning the facts at- 
tending his expulsion from this country fifteen years 
ago. The latter part of the address was interrupted 
by considerable noise, and several speakers who 
afterward attempted to address the meeting wero 
not permitted to do so. No violence was attempted, 
but the meeting was compelled to disperse. Mr 
Thompson has since been lecturing in Boston and 
other towns of Massachusetts on various topics not 
connected with slavery. His audiences have been 
good and he has been undisturbed. 

We have received intelligence from CALIFORNIA, 
by the arrival of the regular mail steamers, to the 
ist of November. The cholera had made its ap 
pearance at Sacramento City, but had not been 
very virulent or destructive. The steamer Sage- 
more burst her boilers on the 29th of October, while 
lying at her wharf at San Francisco, killing ten or 
fifteen persons and seriously injuring a namber o! 
others. 

The admission of California into the Union was 
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celebrated on the 29th of October with great éclat 
at San Francisco. An address was delivered by 
Hon. Nathaniel Bennett, and a splendid ball was 
given in the evening. 

An official statement shows that from Nov. 12, 
1849, to Sept. 30, 1850, the total amount of bullion 
eared from San Francisco was $17,822,877, and 
the amount received was $2,134,000. Business in 
California was very good. 

The mines continued to yield satisfactory returns. 
The gold deposits on the Upper Sacramento are 
worked with increased indastry and success. Those 
on the Klamath and its tributaries, which have 
been discovered during the past year, prove to be 
exceedingly productive. Not less than a thousand 
persons have been engaged in working them with- 
in twenty miles of the mouth of the river, and their 
returns are said to average fully an ounce per day. 
The Klamath river is about a mile wide at its 
mouth, which is easy of access, and for forty miles 
up the stream there is no interruption to steamboat 
navigation. The junction of the Salmon river is 
ainety miles above. Midway between these points 
the river travel is impeded by rocks, so that boats 
can not pass; but, after leaving these, there is no 
obstacle up to the Falls at the mouth of Salmon 
river. Both here and at the rocks, town sites 
have been selected. Twenty miles above the Sal- 
mon, the Trinity river comes into the Klamath. 
The land around these rivers 1s, with little excep- 
tion, favorable to agricultural purposes. 

From OREGON we have intelligence to the 25th 
of October. The rainy season had set in, but not 
with much severity. The Oregon Spectator states 
that emigrants from the Cascade Mountains were 
arriving every day, though quite a number were 
still on the way. It is feared that they will suffer 
severely, especially from falling snow, though the 
government was doing all in its power for their re- 
lief. Quite a number of them intend to winter on 
the Columbia, between the Cascades and Dalles, as 
they find excellent food for their cattle in that sec- 
tion. The amount of wheat grown in the territory 
during the past season is estimated at 800,000 
bushels. 


MEXICO. 


We have intelligence from the City of Mexico to 
November 13th. The question of the Presidency, 
it isyconceded, is definitely settled in favor of 
Arista. The financial condition of the Republic 
still engages the attention of Congress, which body 
is yet occupied in arranging the interior and foreign 
debt. General Thomas Reguena died on the 13th 
ultimo, at Guadalajara, and General Manuel Romero 
on the 31st, at San Louis Potosi. General Joaquin 
Rea, living at a village called Minerva, was, about 
the same time, murdered by one Felipe Delgado, 
and a band of scoundrels under his command. The 
Siglo announces positively that the Mexic#) Gov- 
ernment has concluded two contracts with Colonel 
Ramsey, for the transportation of foreign mails 
throagh the Republic. The Mexican Government 
will receive $20 for every 100 pounds of corre- 
spondence and 20 cents for every 100 pounds of 
newspapers. By another contract there is to be 
communication between New Grleans and Vera 
Craz twice a month, between New York and Vera 
Craz, by the way of Havana, twice a month, and 
between a Mexican port and San Francisco, once 
amonth. It appears that at its session of the 18th 
of July last, the Mexican Geographical and Sta- 
tistical Society elected Daniel Webster a corre- 
sponding member. The Monitor Republicane learns 





by letters from New Grenada, that the Jesuits have 
been expelled from that country. The Congress of 
that Republic confirmed the decree of the Govern- 
ment with great unanimity. 


GREAT BRITAIN. 


Public attention in England continues to be ab- 
sorbed by the bitter controversies excited by the 
Pope's bull extending his jurisdiction over that 
kingd I public meetings have been 
held in several of the principal cities of the king- 
dom, at which the Roman Catholic system has 
been unsparingly denounced. The newspaper 
press, daily and weekly, teems with articles upon 
the subject, and pamphlets have been issued by 
several of the most eminent dignitaries of both the 
Catholic and the Established Churches. The Gov- 
ernment bas been driven to take part in the war 
of words, and a letter from the Premier, Lord Joun 
Rwvssktt, to the Bishop of Darham, has been pub- 
lished, in which the proceedings of the Pope are 
severely censured, and contemptuous expressions 
are used concerning the ceremonials of the Roman 
Catholic worship. The newly appointed Cardinal 
Wiseman, has issued an able, elaborate, and tem- 
perate “ Appeal to the Reason and Good Feeling 
of the English People,” against the violent clamor 
by which he and his church have been assailed. 
This paper seeks to vindicate the proceeding of 
the Pope from censure, by showing that there is 
nothing in it inconsistent, in any way, with loyalty 
to the English government, as the only authority 
sought to be exercised is spiritual and voluntary. 
The letter of the Premier is very closely analyzed, 
and sharp reference is made to the complaints 
made by the Chapter of Westminster, of his assam- 
ing the Archiepiscopal title. He proposes a “ fair 
division” of the two different parts embraced in 
Westminster proper. One comprises the stately 
Abbey, with its adjacent palaces and royal parks : 
this he does not covet: to it “the duties of the 
Dean and Chapter are mainly confined, and they 
shall range there undisturbed.” He looks for his 
field of labor to another quarter. “Close under the 
Abbey of Westminster,” he says, “there lie con- 
cealed labyrinths of lanes and courts, and alleys 
and slums, nests of ignorance, vice, depravity, and 
crime, as well as of squalor, wretchedness, and dis- 
ease ; whose atmosphere is typhus, whose veutila- 
tion is cholera; in which swarms a huge and almost 
countless population, in great measure, nominally 
at least, Catholic; haunts of filth, which no sewer- 
age committee can reach—dark corners, which no 
lighting board can brighten. This is the part of 
Westminster which alone I covet, and which I 
shall be glad to claim and visit, as a blessed pas- 
ture in which sheep of holy Church are to be tend- 
ed, in which a bishop's godly work has to be done, 
of consoling, converting, and preserving ;” and if 
the wealth of the Abbey is to remain stagnant and 
not diffusive, he trusts there will be no jealousy of 
one who, by whatever name, is willing to make 
the latter his care without interfering with the 
former. The letter is written with great ability, 
and is well calculated to make a deep impression. 
The dignitaries of the English church have also 
written various letters upon the subject, all in the 
same tone, modified only by the individual temper 
of the several writers. Large and influential pub- 
lic meetings have been held at Liverpool, Bristol, 
and other cities. 

The friends of Law Reform in England took ad- 
vantage of the recent visit of D. D. Frevp, Esq., 
of New York, one of the Commissioners for revis- 
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ing the Code of that State, to revive the general in- 
terest felt in the same subject in England. Mr. 
Fiecp addressed the Law Amendment Society 
upon the subject, at its request: his statements 
were heard with marked attention, and excited a 
good deal of interest. 

The Chamber of Commerce at Manchester has 
taken up the promotion of the growth of cotton in 
India with much earnestness. The British Gov- 
ernment could not be induced, last session of Parlia- 
ment, to respond to the wishes of the Chamber, and 
appoint a commissioner to proceed to India to in- 
quire into the obstacles which prevented an in- 
creased growth of cotton in that country. The 
Chamber now entertains the idea of sending a pri- 
vate commission to India. The gentleman to whom 
this important and responsible service will be en- 
trusted is Mr. Alexander Mackay, the author of 
“The Western World,” who is well known in the 
United States, and whose eminent fitness for so re- 
sponsible a mission is universally conceded. 

The preparations for the great Exhibition of 1851 
are advancing very rapidly. The building is ra- 
pidly going up, some twelve hundred workmen 
being constantly engaged upon it, and it every day 
exhibits some new features. As the commission- 
ers anticipated, the demand for space from ‘the 
various English local committees far exceeds all 
possible accommodation that can be provided in 
the building for the English exhibitors. The com- 
missioners have not yet been able to digest the 
returns, so as to decide upon the necessary reduc- 
tion of space to be made in each case, or to determ- 
ine upon any principle by which that reduction is 
to be regulated. All parties will be accommodated 
so far as possible. Messrs. Clowes and Spicer, the 
celebrated printers, have obtained the contract for 
printing the Catalogue of the Exhibition. They 
give a premium of three thousand pounds for the 
privilege, and are to pay twopence for every cata- 
logue sold, for the benefit of the Exhibition. The 
catalogue wili be sold for one shilling. Another 
catalogue will be priuted in several languages, and 
sold at an increased price. 

A terrible storm swept the coast of Ireland dur- 
ing the month of November. Great damage was 
done to shipping, and an emigrant ship, named the 
Edmond, from Limerick to New York, was lost, 
with about a hundred of her passengers. 


GERMANY. 


The chief centre of political interest at the pres- 
ent moment is GERMANY ;—and as the points out 
ef which the controversy between Prussia and 
Austria has grown, are somewhat complicated, a 
general view of the political character and relations 
of the German States may be of interest. After the 
fall of Napoleon, the States formerly composing the 
Germap empire, entered into aconfederation. The 
parties were Austria and Prussia for their German 
territories, Denmark for Holstein, the Netherlands 
for Luxembourg, and 33 independent States and 
Free Cities, comprising a territory of 244,375 square 
miles, and containing at present 42,000,000 inhab- 
itants. -The principal points agreed to in this Con- 
federation were as follows: That all the members 
possess equal rights; they bind themselves for the 
security of each and all from all foreign attacks ; 
they guarantee to each the possession of its German 
territories; any member to be at liberty to enter 
into any league or treaty, not endangering the 
security of the Confederation, or any of its mem- 
bers, except in case of war declared by the Con- 
federation, when no member can enter into any 
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separate negotiation or treaty; the members act tp 
make war upon each other, but to submit all differ 
ences to the decision of the Diet, whose final ac 
tion shall be conclusive. The affairs of the Cop 
federation to be managed by a Diet, meeting at 
Frankfort on the Maine, at which Austria presides, 
and in which the larger States have respectively 
two, three, and four votes, and the smaller one 
each, the whole number of votes being 70; jn 
ordinary matters the Diet to be represented by 
committee of 17 plenipotentaries, each of the larger 
States having one. and several of the smaller beiug 
united in the choice of one. The army of the Cop. 
federation was fixed, in 1830, at 303,484 men, to be 
furnished by the States in a fixed proportion. The 
inconveniences of this cumbrous organization are 
apparent. One member might be at war with any 
power, while the others were at peace: thus the 
Confederation took no part in the Italian and Hun. 
garian warfare against Austria, for it guaranteed ty 
her only the possession of her German possessions. 
and in Schleswig-Holstein, Bavarian troops were 
in the service of Denmark, and Prussian soldiers jy 
that of the Duchies. Then, each State being abso 
lutely independent, could and did establish custom 
houses, and levy tolls and duties upon its own 
frontier, to the great disadvantage of commerce 
This at last became so intolerable, that a genera! 
Customs-anion (Zollverein) was formed, under the 
auspices of Prussia, by which duties are levied 
only upon the common frontier, and the proceeds 
distributed among the States, in the ratio of their 
population. The Customs-union embraces more 
than four-fifths of Germany, with the exception of 
Austria. A strong desire has always prevailed 
throughout Germany for the construction of a united 
government, which should take the place of the 
petty principalities into whieh the country is divid 
ed. Thus alone can the German people, having a 
common origin, speaking a common language, and 
possessing common interests, assume that rank in 
the political world to which their numbers, position, 
and civilization entitle them. But this desire on 
the part of the people, has of course, been strenu 
ously opposed by the princes, although circum 
stances have at times induced the Prussian govern 
ment to favor the movement, in the expectation oi 
becoming the leading power in the new State, or 
rather of Prussianizing all Germany. This ques- 
tion is the true origin of the difficulties in Schles 
wig-Holstein, and the present threatening aspect 
of affairs, growing out of the disputes in Hesse 
Cassel. The Duchy of Holstein is the northern 
most State of Germany, lying upon the Baltic, on 
which it possesses one or two good seaports. The 
sovereign is the King of Denmark—not, however, 
as such, but as Duke of Holstein. The pres 
ent King of Denmark is without male heirs, and 
upon his demise the crown will pass to the female 
line. But it is contended that the principle of the 
Salic law, excluding females from the right of suc 
cession applies to Holstein, in which case the heir 
of the Duchy is the Grand-duke of Oldenburg, a 
German prince. In order to avoid the separation 
of Holstein from Denmark, the king issued a pateut 
conforming the succession in Holstein to that of 
Denmark. The inhabitants of the Duchy, whose 
sympathies are with Germany rather than Den 
mark, resisted; appointed a provisional Govern 
ment, and appealed for protection toGermany. At 
that time it seemed that one of the many endeavors 
to establish a strict German Confederation hai 
succeeded; and it became an object to attach 
Holstein to this Confederation, in order to gain 
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the command of the Baltic. Prussia supported the 
Dachy; Austria and Bavaria opposed it, as favor- 
ing the designs of Prussia. The other states of 
Europe were opposed to the separation of Holstein 
from Denmark, upon the general conservative prin- 
ciple of maintaining things upon their old footing, 
as well as from an unwillingness to allow the 
commerce of the Baltic to fall wholly under the 
control of the Zcliverein. Meanwhile “the year 
of revolations,” 1848, had passed, and, by com- 
mon consent of all parties, the old Frankfort Diet 
was held to be virtually abolished, and delegates 
were called together to endeavor to construct a new 
Constitution. The Hungarian revolt was shaking 
Austria to its centre, and Prussia, true to her an- 
cient instinct of aggrandizement, which has raised 
her from a petty principality to the rank of one of 
the Great Powers, took advantage of the com- 
pulsory concessions of Austria to her non-German 
subjects, to arouse the jealousy of the German 
states, and almost succeeded in forming a confed- 
eration, with herself at the head. But Russia hav- 
ing thrown her sword into the scale, and decided 
the balance against Hungary, Austria had leisure 
to attend to her German affairs. She soon suc- 
ceeded in detaching state after state from the Prus- 
sian alliance, and began to insist upon the recogni- 
tion of the old Frankfort Diet, which was supposed 
to be dead and buried under the ruins of the two 
last eventful years. At this juncture, occurred the 
difficulties in the Electorate of Hesse-Cassel. The 
Elector, résisted in his attempt to levy taxes con- 
trary to the constitution he had himself sanctioned, 
fled, and demanded the protection of the Diet, 
which was granted, for that body was composed 
of the representatives of the sovereigns, and knew 
nothing of constitations. The Diet ordered the 
Austrian and Bavarian contingents of the Federal 
troops to march into the Electorate and reinstate 
the Elector. But Prussia, being nearer to the 
seene of action threw her own troops into the 
Electorate; not, however, avowing an intention 
of supporting the inhabitants in their opposition, 
but under the mere pretense of making use of the 
right of way from one portion of her territory to the 
other, between which Hesse-Cassel intervenes. 
Austria, in the name of the Diet, demanded that 
these Prussian troops should be withdrawn from 
the Electorate, upon which Prassia at once placed 
her whole army upon the war-footing. Thus, at 
the latest advices, the bodies of troops ready for 
hostilities, occupy the Electorate, and it is a matter 
of absolute uncertainty whether peace or war will 
ensue. In the mean while a conference had been 
held at Warsaw, between Austria, Prussia, and 
Russia, in which an attempt was made to settle 
the affairs of Germany. The decision made by this 
conference was so decidedly adverse to Prussia, that 
Count Brandenburg, the Prussian minister, was so 
chagrined at the disgrace of his country, that he fell 
into a delirious fever, from which he died. Austria 
alone is at the present time altogether unequal to 
a war with Prussia; bat it is supposed that Russia 
will support Austria in the event of a war. Her 
reasons for so doing are obvious: if Prussia sue- 
ceeds in forming a strong German Confederation, a 
power will be constituted capable of interposing an 
effectual barrier to her designs ; whereas Austria is 
80 far subservient to Russia, that her supremacy in 
Germany is almost equivalent to Bussian control 
over the west of Europe. 
The attitude of Austria and Prussia during the 
past month has been exceedingly belligerent and 


would be the result of the existing contentions. 
lt seems, however, to be conceded that Austria is 
desirous of peace and that the King of Prussia really 
shares these pacific inclinations ; but fears are en- 
tertained that the spirit of the people may have been 
so thoroughly aroused as to render nugatory eny 
negotiations for peace which their rulers may cou 
clade. Austriademands the right of passage through 
Branswick of her army, ordered to interfere ia the 
affairs of the Duchies; this Prussia has positively 
refused except with guarantees which will not be 
granted. 

The Prussian Chamber met at Berlin on the 2ist 
of November. The speech from the throne was 
pronounced by the king in person. He alluded to 
the commencement and vigorous prosecution of a 
railway system, to the extension of postal accom. 
modations, and to the flourishing condition of com. 
merce and navigation In reference to his relations 
with Germany, the king declared his firm purpose 
to maintain the position he had taken, and said that 
he should soon stand more strongly armed, in its 
support, than he had been in ancient or modern 
times. The tone of the speech was considered 
warlike, and it had a corresponding effect upon the 
money market. But the public mind recovered 
from this feeling im the course of a day or two. 

The public feeling throughout Prussia is described 
by correspondents as being highly excited. All 
classes are said to be desirous of war, and it is even 
feared that, if the king should consent to peace, he 
will not be sustained by his people, but will be 
driven to abdication and exile. 

It is understood, meantime, that the Rassian, 
English, and French Cabinets are using all their 
legitimate influence to prevent an appeal to arms. 
Some of the minor powers that sought the protection 
of Prassia in the Union are by no means satisfied with 
the turn affairs have taken. Baden bas separated 
itself entirely from the connection, and declares 
“that, since Prussia has abandoned the Union, a 
mere alliance for protection and mutual representa: 
tion in the Free Conference does not answer its ex- 
pectations. It returns to the full possession of its 
independence.” The Prussian troops are also en- 
tirely recalled from the principality. The Prassian 
armament is pressed forward vigorously. The for- 
tresses are being placed in a state of defense ; the 
works begun at Erfurth last summer are continved, 
and the inhabitants have begun to lay in stocks of 
provisions as if a siege were to be immediately 
expected. The town contains a strong garrison; 
the citadel is stored with provisions for two months, 
besides a number of live cattle. 


FRANCE. 


The opening of the Assembly and the Message 
of the President, have been the principal events of 
political interest in France during the past month. 

The Message was an able and elaborate presenta- 
tion of the affairs of France; the President pledges 
himself in it, to abide by the requirements of the 
Constitution, and says that the great necessity for 
France is repose and order. The message was 
received with general favor by the Assembly and 
people. Its frankness and its firmness restored 
confidence and strengthened the government. 

A decree bas been issued for increasing the troops 
on the Rhine frontier by calling into activity 40,000 
men of the 78,500 still to be disposed of out of the 
contingent of 1849. The Minister of War declares 
the political movements in Germany to be the cause 
of this increase. 
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Cavaignac had declared that, in the event of Louis 
Napoleon being re-elected as President of the 
Republic, he (General Cavaignac), “ would submit 
with respect to the will of the nation, and place his 
affections and his sword at the disposal of the coun- 
try and its executive representative,” General Ca- 
vaignac has published a letter in the journals, in 
which he denies having ever ased language from 
which it could be inferred “ that he had said, either 
directly or indirectly, that he was ever disposed to 
place his affections and his sword at the service of 
the person who, after having sworn the observation 
of the Constitation of the country, would accept a 
candidature and an election which are forbidden by 
that Constitution.” 

A letter written by the Duke de Nemours to M. 


Gaizot has excited a good deal of remark, though | 
it has not been made public. It is said to be a most | 


laminous exposé of the present state of affairs in 
France, and that it is calculated to do away in some 
measure with the favorable effect produced by the 
Message. M. Guizot has read it to several of his 
friends. 

TURKEY. 

We have intelligence of serious collisions between 
the Turks and Christians in both Asiatic and Euro- 
pean Turkey. In the former, the religious zeal of 
the Tarks prompts them to fanatical excesses against 
the Christian population; in the latter, an obstinate 
struggle for political supremacy has already com- 
menced between the respective followers of Christ 
and Mchammed. The sultan seems fated soon to 
be no more than the protector of European Turkey, 
for Bulgaria has been already made a principality 


as little dependent on the Porte as Servia and Bos- | 


nia; the Herzegovina and Albania are evidently 
aiming at the same privilege. Indeed the present 


position of Turkey appears any thing but satisfac- 
tory. 
The persecution of the Christians in Asiatic Tar- | 


key is terrible. On the 18th of October an attack 


was to have been made on the Christians at Liwno, | 


and one actually did take place on the 16th at 


them in the defiles near Maloulah, six hours’ distance 
from Damascus. The insurgents were obliged to 
give battle, and were completely defeated, with a 
loss of 1000 men; the two Emirs were captured 
The loss of the troops was only thirty men. The 
village of Maloulah is inhabited principally by Christ. 
ians, and the Turkish soldiers, exasperated at the 
resistance they made, pillaged some houses, carried 
off women, killed a Catholic monk, wounded another 
and so seriously wounded a schismatic Greek bishop 
thathedied afterward. They also completely sacked 
two convents, pretending that they contained gun. 
powder, and that insurgents had taken refuge in 
them. M.de Valbezene, the French consul at Da. 
mascus, exerted himself on behalf of the Christians, 
and, through his intervention, the seraskier of the 
army of Arabia promised assistance to the villages, 
and ordered the troops forthwith to give up all the 
articles taken from the churches and convents. The 
day after the battle, the Emirs were made to walk 
through the streets of Damuscus in their shirts, wit}; 
irons on their feet, and street-brooms on their shou). 
ders. They were to have been subjected to the same 
punishmentduring five days, but suddenly they were 
sent off to Beyrout, from whence they were for. 
warded to Constantinople. This measure was taken 
in consequence of the breaking out of the revolt at 
| Aleppo. 


LITERATURE, SCIENCE, ART, PER- 
SONAL MOVEMENTS, Evc. 
UNITED STATES. 

The past month has been more fruitful of events 
of interest in the world of Art than its predecessor. 
This was to be expected; for the opening of what 
is calied “The season,” and the approach of the 
| Christmas holidays rarely pass without the pro- 
duction of novelties in most of the various walks 
of Art. Booksellers, Print-publishers, Jewelers, 
and Managers of places of Public Amusement, all, 
in fact, who minister to taste and luxury, reserve 
for December their finest and most elaborate pro- 
ductions; and an examination of their advertise- 
ments, even, will afford the means of jadging the 








Aleppo. <A body of Turks and Arabs fell upon the | 
Christians during the night, and a fearful massacre ; point of refinement attained by the public mind, 
took place. The Greek bishop was among those | whose demands they at once create and supply. 
murdered. The pacha locked himself up in the} A decided improvement, year by year, is to be 
fortress, and the troops did not attempt to interfere. | noticed in the style of books and other articles in- 
At Monasta, a fanatical dervish, who professed to | tended for Christmas and New-year gifts. The 
be inspired, killed a Christian boy of fourteen years | Annuals which, some five or six years ago, began 
of age, and a certain Guiseppe Thomaso, an Italian | to droop, are now dead, utterly extinct. Their 
emigrant, in the open street. exaggerated romantic Prose, their diluted Della 
Accounts from Beyrout of the 4th of November Cruscan Poetry, their great-eyed, smooth-cheeked, 
state that for some years past the Turkish govern- | straight-nosed, little-mouthed, smail-waisted beau- 
ment has been desirous of subjecting the Syrian | ties, have passed from their former world into the 
population to the recruitment system, but so great | happy and congenial state of the Ladies’ Maga- 
was the dissatisfaction the idea caused among the | zines, where they will again have their day, and 
people that it refrained from doing so. At last, in | again disappear before advancing taste and supe- 
September, it determined to execute the design, rior education. The place of the Annuals is occu- 
and it began operations. The people murmured; | pied, we will not say supplied, by editions of the 
and bands of armed men, commanded by the Emirs | great poets and writers of prose fiction, illustrated 
Mohamet and Hassan, of the family of Harfourch, | in the highest style of the steel and wood engraver. 
commonly known ‘as the Emirs of Baalbeck, ad-| Some of the first artists of the day are now em- 
vanced toward Damascus, but were dispersed by | ployed by publishers to furnish designs for such 


the Turkish troops. It was believed that, after this, | 


the recruiting would take place quietly, but the two 
Emirs reappeared at the beginning of October in 
the environs of Damascus at the head of between 
3000 and 4000 men. A corps of the regular army, 
consisting of two battalions of regular infantry, two 
squadrons of cavalry, four gans, and 400 irregulars, 
under Mustapha Pacha, marched to meet them, and 
succeeded on the 16th of October in surrounding 


publications, and the eagerness with which they 
are bought, and the discriminating admiration 
which they, on the whole, receive, when regarded 
in connection with the generous support given to 
Art Journals, Art Unions, and Public Galleries, 
show in the public mind an increasing healthiness 
and soundness of taste, as weil as a greater inter- 
est in matters of Art. 

Prominent among events of moment in this de- 
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partment, is the opening to the public, at the Dis- 
seldorf Gallery, of Lessine’s Great Picture, The 
Martyrdom of Huss. The Disseldorf Gallery had 
contained some of the finest modern paintings in 
the country, and had done much to keep alive the 
aroused interest of the public in the Arts of Design 
before the arrival of this, the greatest work of the 
acknowledged head of the Dusseldorf School; but 
now it is without doubt the centre of attraction 
to all lovers of Art on this side the water, for the 
great picture, whether regarded as to its intrinsic 
interest or its academic merits, has no rival here, 
and some enlightened enthusiasts say, none among 
modern paintings in the world. The picture ap- 
peals at once to popular sympathy, by the interest 
of its subject, the simplicity of its treatment, and 
by the striking reality and strong individual char- 
acter of its figures. We gave, in the December 
number of this Magazine, a notice of this great pic- 
ture, from a German paper, which renders any fur- 
ther description of it here unnecessary. 

A very interesting series of etchings from the 
pencil of Mr. J. W. EHNINGER, a young New York 
artist, has just appeared. They illustrate Invina’s 
Dolph Heyliger, and are full of the humor of that 
charming Dutch story. Mr. EXNiNGeER is a pupil of 
the Disseldorf school, and has but just left its severe 
training. His style shows the conscientious faith- 
falness which is inculcated there, as one of the first 
requisites of a true artist ; he has very happy con- 
ceptions of character, and seems to be thordughly 
imbued with the spirit of the Knickerbocker times. 
In illustrating them he can not but achieve desirable 
reputation, 

An informal meeting of a large number of the 
members and associates of the Academy of Design 
took place early in the last month. Its object was 
to devise measures to make the Academy a more 
efficient means of advancing the Art. It was de- 
termined, among other things, that lectares should 
be delivered upon Painting, and the various sub- 
jects connected with it. We have heard the Rev. 
Dr. BetHune named as likely to be the first lec- 
turer. He could hardly fail to interest and instruct 
both the Members of the Academy, and the public 
generally, upon the subjects naturally falling within 
the scope of the first of such a series of lectures. 
It is gratifying to see that the members of the 
Academy are at last beginning to awake to the 
consciousness of its inefficiency, and we trust that 
some benefit may accrue to Art from their action. 

Levutze’s great picture of Washington Crossing 
the Delaware, a grand subject on which he had been 
engaged nearly three years, has been destroyed by 
fire, or rather in consequence of fire, as we learn by 
a letter from the artist himself, dated Disseldorf, 
Nov. 10th. It is gratifying, for the artist’s sake, to 
know that the picture was fully insured; but Insar- 
ance Companies, although very good tectors 





through the country, delighting the world and doing 
good. Each place which she visits gets up an excite- 
ment, which if it be not equal to that at New York, 
is at least the result of a conscientious endeavor te 
accomplish the most which can be achieved with 
the means at command. Her four concerts in 
Baltimore are said to have produced forty th d 
dollars, which is even mora in proportion to the 
wealth and size of the place than the average 
receipts at her concerts in New York. 

It is stated that the existence of a third ring 
around the planet Saturn was discovered on the 
night of Nov. 15th, by the astronomers at the 
Cambridge Observatory. It is within the two 
others, and therefore its distance from the body of 
Saturn must be small. It will be remembered that 
the eighth satellite of this planet was also discov- 
ered at Cambridge, by Mr. Bond, about two years 
since. 

Mr. Junius Smiru, who has been for some years 
very zealously engaged in introducing the culture 
of the tea plant into the United States, gives it as 
the result of his experiments that the heat of sum- 
mer is far more to be feared for the tea plant, than 
the cold of winter, and requires more watchful care. 
Tn his field at Greenville, 8.C., he has shaded every 
young plant put out the first week in June, and so 
lung as he continued to do so, did not lose a single 
plant by the heat of the sun. The young tea-plants 
from nuts planted on the 5th of June last, and those 
from China set out about the same time, and most 
of them still very small, do not appear to have sas- 
tained the slightest injury, but are as fresh and 
green without any covering or protection, as they 
were in September. He thinks it not at all un- 
likely that the cultivation_of the plant will become 
general in New England before it does in the 
Southern States. 

Mr. Darvey, whose outlines of Rip Van Winkle, 
and Sleepy Hollow, published by the Art Union, 
won him so much reputation in Europe as well as 
here, is about to publish a series of outline illus- 
trations of Margaret, an American novel, said to 
be of great interest. We had some time since the 
pleasure of seeing the drawings for these illustra- 
tions, and will venture to say that in truthfulness 
of expression and accuracy of outline they are be- 
yond any American works of their kind, and sur- 
passed by none we know of which have appear- 
ed in Europe, we will not even except those of 
Rertzscu. 

The Art-Union Bulletin is our authority for stat- 
ing that Mr. Darley has also engaged to furnish, 
to a print publisher in this city, twelve designs of 
large size, representing prominent scenes in Amer- 
ican history. They are to be sketches in chiaro- 
scuro, which will afterward be engraved in mez- 
zotint. The first of these designs represents 7'he 








against pecuniary loss, can not reproduce works of 
genius or make up for their loss. 

Mr. Hawrnorne, whose Scarlet Letter showed 
such rare ability.in the portrayal of the hidden 
workings of the heart, has a new work nearly 
finished, called The House of Seven Gables ; it will 
be eagerly sought for, and we trust may prove as 
admirable a performance as the first-named book. 

The purchase of the Greek Slave for distribution 
has brought the Western Art Union three thousand 
subscribers this year. It is an increase of nearly 
one hundred per cent. upon the subscriptions of last 
year, but is hardly enough to warrant the addition 
of many other prizes to the great one. 

Jenxy Liyp continues her triumphant progress 





M. eof Wyoming. The point of time chosen 
by the artist, is the first demonstration made by 
the savages against the settlement, on the day pre- 
ceding the general slaughter. A letter to the 7'ri- 
bune states that Mr. Healy, one of our best por- 
trait painters, is hard at work on the figures of the 
former two great rivals, Mr. Webster and Mr. Cal- 
houn. That of Mr. Calhoun is simply a full-length 
portrait, representing bim as taking his leave of 
the Senate; it is for the Charleston authorities. 
The accessories of the painting are unimportant. 
That of Mr. Webster, however, gives us a large 
section of the Senate-chamber, galleries incladed, 
and about one hundred and fifty figures or por- 
traits, all after life. It is yet im outline. Boston 
will possess this valuable work of art, and almost 
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living history of the celebrated speech on the Con- 
stitution. 





GREAT BRITAIN. 


Mr. J. Payne Contser, the annotator upon 
Shakspeare, has received a pension of £100 a year 
from the Royal Literary Pension Fund. Another 
pension, of the same amount, has been granted to 
Mr. James Batrey, the translator of Facciolati’s 
Latin Lexicon, and one of the most accomplished 
scholars of the day. So, entirely, however, had Mr. 
Bailey abstracted himself from the great literary 
world, that when the announcement was made of 
the pension conferred upon him “in consideration 


of his literary merits,” not one of the literary jour- | 
nals, not even the Atheneum, was able to tell who | 


the recipient was ; but all declared that they knew 
of no man of letters bearing that name. This fand 
amounts to £1200, and the lion’s share of it, the 
remaining £1000, is appropriated in a singular 
manner. It has been bestowed upon the wife of 
the new Lord Chancellor, Lord Traro, lately Mr. 
Solicitor Wilde. This lady is the daughter of the 
late Duke of Sussex, one of the sons of George III. 
The dake contracted a marriage with her mother, 
which was illegal by the terms of the Royal Mar- 
riage Act, and which he afterward repudiated by 
forming a similar connection with another woman, 
for whom he succeeded in procuring the title of 
Duchess of Inverness, and an allowance from the 
public treasury, to enable her to support her dig- 
nity. On the death of the duke an attempt was 
made to procure the recognition of his children by 
the former connection, as members of the royal 
family, with a pension. This being unsuccessful, 


the sum of £500 a year was first given to the 
daughter, who bore the name of D'Este, from the 
literary fund; which sam was afterward increased 


by an additional £500, from the same fund. The 
chief counsel in prosecuting these claims was Mr. 
Wilde, who, immediately on bis elevation to the 
bench, as Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, mar- 
ries this soi-disant Princess D'Este. Though the 
present chancellor is very wealthy, and receives a 


large income from his office, his wife still continues | 
to absorb five-sixths of the sum at the disposal of 


the crown as a reward to “ eminent literary merit :” 
her merit, like that celebrated in Figaro, being that 
she “ condescended to be born ;” from all of which 
it appears, that the merit of being a spurious off- 
shoot of the royal family, is just ten times as great 
as that of the most earnest and successful prosecu- 
tion of literary aud scientific pursuits. 

The English papers, and especially the Literary 
Journals, express considerable apprehension that 
the English people are likely to be outdone in the 

ing Exhibiti The Atheneum complains of 
the comparative indifference which pervades the 
English manufacturers, while every mail from the 
Continent and from America, brings intelligence 
of an increased activity in their workshops. The 
prize of victory, in this case, it says, must rest with 
the strong. A new era in indastry and commerce 
opens with 1851: and for a producer to be out of 
the Catalogue of the Exhibition will be equivalent 
to abandoning the field. 

The gardens of the Zoological Society of London 
are constantly receiving new accessions from the 
liberal efforts of the English colonial Governors, 
and others in foreign parts. Fine presents of rare 
animals have also been received from several of 
the royal families of Europe. 

A sebeme bas been proposed to convert the now 





abandoned grave-yards of London, into ornamental | 
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gardens, by throwing down useless walls, planting 
elms, mulberries, fig-trees and other plants which 
flourish in crowded thoroughfares, and laying out 
the surface with walks and flower-beds. Not to 
interfere with the sanctities of the graves, or per. 
manently to remove any historic marks from their 
present localities, it is also proposed to collect the 
grave-stones and form with them the base of q 
pyramidal or other kind of monument to be erected 
in each charch-yard. 

The ramor that government intends to impose a 
mileage tax upon the electric telegraph has elicit. 
ed very warm and emphatic r trances from 
the English press. The fact is very prominently 
brought forward that in England the telegraph is 
used much less than in the United States, be. 
cause its employment is very greatly restricted by 
high charges, while in America it is thrown open 
to the great body of the public and is accordingly 
used by them. The Athene@wm, speaking of the 
matter, says that, instead of adding to the expense 
of working the iron messengers, every effort should 
be made to reduce it so as to bring its benefits and 
consolations within the reach of smaller means. [pn 
this, as in some other respects, America sets the 
old continent a good example. 

A new public park is soon to be opened, on the 
south side of London. The shooting grounds and 
premises so well known as the Red House, nearly 
opposite to Chelsea Hospital, have been purchased 
by Government for, it is said, £11,000. Of the new 
bridge to be erected across the Thames, in connec. 
tion with this park, the works are soon to be begun 

Mr. Cuartes Locke East vakt, has been elected 
President of the Royal Academy; he has also had 
the honor of knighthood conferred upon him. 

Mr. Macrrapy has been giving readings from 
Shakspeare the proceeds of which he appropriates 
to the purchase of Shakspeare’s house for the 
country. He was one of the most liberal of the ori 
ginal subscribers to this fund, and has by this renew 
ed donation aided still more effectually the ac 
complishment of the object. 

Professor FaRapayY, at a late meeting of the 
Royal Institation, announced his discovery that 
oxygen is magnetic, that this property of the gas is 

affected by heat, and that he believes the diurnal 
variation of the magnetic needle to be due to the 
action of solar heat on this newly discovered char- 
acteristic of oxygen—the important constituent of 
| the atmosphere. It is said that Bequerel also has 
recently directed attention to a somewhat similar 
conclusion; he communicated to the Academy of 
| Sciences at Paris, that oxygen is magnetic in re- 
| lation to the other gases, as iron is to the rest of the 
metals, and inferred that it is probable or possible 
that diurnal variation may be connected with this 
| property of oxygen. 
Henry Firzmavrice Hatram, M.A., the only 
| surviving son of the eminent English historian, died 
at Sienna, after a short illness, on the 26th of Oc- 








| tober, and at the early age of twenty-seven years. 


He had visited Rome with his father and others of 
the family, and they were on their return home- 
| ward, when this affliction fell upon them. It will be 
remembered, that a few years ago his elder broth- 
er, fall of college honors and of the highest prom- 
ise, died under equally afflictive circumstances. 
A pamphlet by Sir Francis Bond Head, on the 
defenseless state of Great Britain, has excited a 
good deal of attention, and elicited some pretty 
sharp criticism from the London journals. Still, it 
is very generally conceded that there is a great 
deal of truth in his representations. 
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A correspondent of the London Atheneum, writ- 
ting from Naples, gives an account of a visit paid 
to the studio of the American sculptor, Powers. 
i figure of “America,” upon which he is now 
aged, is that of a robust young female, with a 
noble ap dignified expression of countenance, and 
the head surroanded by a diadem of thirteen stars. 
The left arm and hand are elevated, as if exhorting 
the people to trust in heaven; while the right rests 
on the fasces, which are crowned with bay leaves, 
enforcing the precept that Union is Strength and 
will be crowned with Victory. The statue, which 
is half covered with drapery, will be 14 feet high; 
and for power, beauty, and dignity combined, the 
writer says, it is one of the finest that he has ever 
seen in Italy. Powers is about to commence work- 
ing it out in marble, and calculates that in fifteen 
months it will be ready for sending off. By the 
side of it stands a half-developed statue of “ Cali- 
fornia.” 


FRANCE. 


A new method of voting, which offers incontest- 
able advantages on the score of accuracy and rapid- 
ity, has received aw appropriation from the French 
Chambers; Each member is provided with a box 
containing ten ballots; five white (ayes), and five 
blue (nays). These consist of oblong squares of 
steel, having the name of the representative en- 
graved upon each side. The urns are so arranged 
that the white and blue ballots fall into different 
compartments, uot-at random, but arrange them- 
selves against a graduated copper rod, which shows 
at a glance the number of ballots for or against. 
These rods are taken from the urns, and placed 
upon a piece of mechanism upon the tribune, so 
arranged that one side shows all the ayes, the 
other all the nays, and the secretaries have only to 
add up the sums of the rods. Then, by touching a 
lever, the sides are reversed, so that the secretaries 
who have added the ayes have the nays presented 
to them; thus mutually checking each other. The 
result is thus ascertained in a few minutes, with 
scarcely a possibility of error. Lists are prepared 
beforehand bearing numbers corresponding to those 
engraved on a corner of the baliots, by which means 
the copy for the Moniteur is speedily furnished, 
with the utmost accuracy. This which used to take 
a considerable time, and swarmed with errors, can 
now be done in ten minutes. This ingenious and 
beautifal apparatus costs 27,000 francs. 

A new aeronautic machine has been exhibited at 
Paris, which it is claimed solves the long sought 
problem, at least on a small scale, of directing the 
course of @ balloon through the air. The leading 
ideas of the machine are drawn from the structure 
of birds and fishes, the animals that possess the 
power of traversing a liquid element. The model 
with which the successful experiments were per- 
formed, consists of a balloon of gold-beaters’ skin, 
inflated with hydrogen, some three or four yards 
long, nearly round in front, and terminating in a 
horizontal rudder like the tail of a bird; a little 
before and above which is another radder placed 
vertically, like the tail of a fish. The former is to 
change the course of the vessel up and down, the 
latter to tarn it to the right or left. Toward the 
head of the balloon, in a position corresponding to 
that of the fins of a fish, are placed light wings, 
capable of a rapid motion, which constitute the 
motive power. In the model these are set in mo- 
tion by machinery; but in the working machine 
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which it is attached by cords ; this furnishes the 
fixed point to which are attached the cords whieh 
move the rudders; and from it is suspended the 
car in which the passengers are to be placed. The 
inventor promises to construct a machine capable 
of carrying up fifty persons. He acknowledges 
that the apparatus will be bulky, but consoles him: 
self by the reflection that there is no present danger 
of the air being crowded. The whole weight of the 
machine and its burden is to be so proportioned to 
the amount of hydrogen in the balloon, thit it will 
remain in equilibrium; an anchor is then to be 
thrown overboard, when the machine will of course 
rise; when a sufficient height is gained the anchor 
is to be weighed, and the equilibrium being again 
restored, the machine will be stationary; and it 
may then be propelled and guided by the wings 
and the rudders. Such, at least, is the belief of 
one of the editors of La Siécle, who was present at 
the trial of the model, and who indulges in the most 
glowing anticipations of the future success of the 
invention. 

Rossini is said to be secretly superintending, at 
Boulogne, the production of a masical work to 
which he attaches great importance. He passes 
every evening and a part of each day with the 
tenor D , in revising this work, which 
has not yet been made known to the public, and 
which, it is said, will soon be performed at Bou- 
logne. 

Armand Marrast is engaged in writing some 
very curious memoirs respecting the events of the 
years 1848 and 1849. It is'said that they will con: 
tain verbatim extracts from a report made to him 
and to General Cavaignac, by M. Carlier, on occa 
sion of the election of Louis Napoleon to the Con- 
stituant Assembly. M. Carlier goes into many 
details of the habits and customs of Louis Napoieon 
and of other members of his family. 

It is stated in the French journals that in conse- 
quence of the confusion existing between the mari- 
time calculations of different powers, and the un- 
fortunate occurrences to which it sometimes leads, 
the naval powers of the north—Russia, Sweden, 
Denmark, and Holland—have entered into an 
agreement to open conferences on the old question 
of a common meridian for all nations. Fraice, 
Spain, and Portugal, it is said, have given in their 
adhesion to the scheme; and a hope is held out 
that England will come into the arrangement, 
The most advanced opinion on the Continent seems 
to be in favor of the selection of an entirely neutral 
point of intersection—say Cape Horn—which it is 
said would have the immense advantage of being 
agreeable to the Americans. 

M. Polain, keeper of the Archives at Liege, has 
recently discovered that the famous French bisto- 
rian, Froissart, whose Chronicles are universally 
known, copied the first fifty chapters of his work 
from Jehan le Bel, an author of his own time, 
whose manuscripts have been recently disvovered 
in the Belgian libraries. This is a discovery of 
considerable interest to antiquarians. An edition 
of one hundred and twenty-five copies of Jehan le 
Bel’s book has been printed for the use of a sclect 
number of historical savans. 

A whimsical discovery is announced by M. Jules 
Allix, in the feutlleton of the Paris Presse. It 
seems too absurd to merit repetition, but it is re 
produced in some of the London literary papers; 
and is there treated as if there might be something 
real in it. It is stated that a method has been dis 








human power is proposed. A framework of hollow 
iron is placed horizontally around the balloon to 


covered of communicating instantly between any 
| two places on the earth, without regard to distance 
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or continuous lines, and through the agency of mag- 
netiged snails! The inventors of this novel telegraph 
are said to be M. Benoit, of France, and M. Biat, of 
America; and they are further said to have been 
engaged for several successive years in experi- 
menting upon the subject. They claim to have 
ascertained that certain descriptions of snails pos- 
sess peculiar properties or sympathies, which cause 
them to feel the same sensation, no matter at what 
distance they may be, when acted on in a particu- 
lar way by galvanic and magnetic influences. A 
snail placed in a box, suitably provided with the 
requisite apparatus, in France, thus responds to 
the motions of a snail, placed in a similar box, in 
America; and by providing a snail for each letter, 
& conversation may thus be carried on. The cor- 
respondent of the London Literary Gazette, says 
that he saw experi ts on the subject in Paris, 
which were attended with complete success. The 
whole thing is probably an ingenious hoax. A 
skeptical correspondent of the Literary Gazette 
proposes an easy method of testing the new tele- 
graph. He says, “If the Presse newspaper will 
every day for a few weeks give a short abstract 
of contemporary American news, or indeed men- 
tion any points of prominent interest which occur 
on the other side of the Atlantic; thus anticipat- 
ing by some weeks the ordinary mails; and if, 
when these arrive, the news given by the snail 
telegraph is confirmed, doubts will vanish, and 
snails will be at a premium.” 

Louis Napoleon, in his Message announced that 
the French government has proposed to the differ- 
ent Cabinets international relations for putting an 
end to the long tolerated abuse of literary and 
artistic piracy—that these propositions heve been 
favorably received, in principle, by most of the 
Cabinets—and that between France and Sardinia 
a treaty has already been signed for the mutual 
protection of both these species of property. The 
announcement has been hailed with great satisfac- 
tion by the literary public. 

A correspondent of the Literary Gazette says, 
that the distinguished French poet, Berancer, 
occupies himself a good deal in writing biogra- 
phies, anecdotes, criticisms, &c., of the public men 
with whom, in the course of his long career, he 
came in contact. It is now two years since he an- 
nounced his intention of giving such a work to the 
public, and he seems to think that it will possess 
great historical value. 

A clever hoax was played off by La Presse 
against the President. The day previous to the 
one when the President's Message was to have 
appeared, that journal published a document en- 
titled, “ Message of the President of the Republic 
to the General Assembly,” bearing the signature 
L. N. Bonaparte. Under the various heads which 
such a document would naturally contain, the most 
radical and sweeping propositions were laid down; 
propositions which nobody suspected the President 
of entertaining in the Elysée, whatever his opinions 
might have been when meditating in the Castle of 
Ham. Official communications were at once dis- 
patched to the evening papers, declaring the publi- 
cation a forgery ; and stating that the Procureur 
of the Republic had caused the paper in question 
to be seized at the post and in the office of publi 








was the acknowledged publication of the President. 
The fact was that it was made up of extracts from 
various publications which Bonaparte had put forth 
at different epochs; and could hardly be branded as 
a forgery. Thus far the paper seemed to have the 
advantage. But the court soon turned the scale by 
sentencing the gérant of the paper, M. Nefftzer, to 
an imprisonment of a year, and a fine of 2000 francs, 


GERMANY, Erc. 


A correspondent of the London Literary Gazette 
gives an account of an interesting quarrel between 
the directors of the Theatre Royal at Brussels and 
the Press. Disliking some of the criticisms of the 
latter, the directors posted placards announcing 
that they had withdrawn from sundry papers a 
specified number of free admissions worth a speci- 
fied sum per annum. The proprietors of the paper 
had sued them for libels, and the case was before 
the courts. 

Few of living literary men have enjoyed a wider 
reputation in the same department than the cele- 
brated German critic Heinrich Heine. The lit- 
erary world will, therefore, learn with regret that 
he is dying. An article in a late number of the 
London Leader says, that “paralysis has killed 
every part of him but the head and heart; and 
yet this diseased body—like that of the noble Au 
gustin Thierry—still owns a lordly intellect. In 
the brief intervals of suffering Heine prepares the 
second volume of his ‘Buch der Lieder; and dic- 
tates the memoirs of bis life—which he will make 
a picture gallery, where the portraits of all the 
remarkable persons he has seen and known will 
be hung up for our inspection. Those who know 
Heine’s wicked wit and playful sarcasm will feel, 
perhaps, somewhat uncomfortable at the idea of 
sitting for their portraits; but the public will be 
eager ‘for the fun.’ There is little of stirring in- 
terest in the events of his life; but he has known 
so many remarkable people, and his powers of vivid 
painting are of an excellence so rare in German 
authors, that the announcement of his memoirs will 
create a great sensation.” 

The King of Bavaria has formed the gigantic de- 
sign of causing to be executed a series of pictures 
on subjects derived from the annals of all times and 
all nations; the whole being destined to form 4 
sort of pictorial universal chronology. But the ex- 
pense and vastness of such a project warrant the 
fear that it will never be realized. 

The Emperor of Russia has resolved to have 
copies, in default of the originals, of all the great 
paintings of the old masters of all schools; and he 
is at present causing to be copied in Venice two 
great works of Titian. It is to be done by M. 
Schiavone who is quite celebrated for the skill with 
which he copies. The Ex-Emperor of Austria, it 
is said, surprised to find, in one of his visits to 
Venice, that no monument had been erected to the 
memory of Titian, ordsred, at his own expense, the 
construction of one worthy of the immortal painter. 
He left to the Ac./emy of Venice the choice of the 
form of the monument, and of the site on which it 
should be erected. The Academy, after a discus- 
sion pro forma, confided the monument to one of 
its members, M. Zandomeni, professor of sculpture. 





tion. The next day La Presse opened with an 
article stating that the paper of the day before had 
been seized for publishing sucl: and such an ar- 
ticle, copying its message of the previous day, and 
declaring it to be genuine, for that every word of it 





The t is to be placed in the church of St. 
Mary of Frari, near that of Canova. It will be in- 
augurated in about a year's time with great pomp. 
Shortly after the monument was commenced, 
Zandomeni died, but bis son has carried out his 
design. 
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The Reveries of @ Bachelor, by Ik. Manvet (pub- 
lished by Baker avd Scribner), some portions of 
which have already been presented to the public 
in the October number of our Magazine, and in the 
Southern Literary Messenger, where they origin- 
ally appeared, is one of the most remarkable and 
Jelightfal books of the present season. Under the 
artistic disguise of the reveries of a solitary bache- 
lor, yielding to the sweet and pensive fancies that 
cluster around his contemplative moments, inspired 
to strange, aerial, and solemn musings by the quiet 
murmur of his old-fashioned wood-fire, or gathering 
a swarm of quaint moralities from the fragrant em- 
bers of his cigar, the author stamps his heart on 
these living pages, and informs them with the most 
beautiful revelations that can be drawn from the 
depths of a rich experience and a singularly deli- 
cate and vivid imagination. Perhaps the most 
striking feature of this volume, is its truthfulness 
and freshness of feeling. The author has ventured 
to appropriate the most sacred emotions as the ma- 
terials for his composition. Scenes, over which 
the vail is reverently drawn in real life, and which 
are touched lightly by the great masters of passion, 
are here depicted with the most faithful minute- 
ness of coloring, and fondly dwelt on, as if the artist 
could not leave the tearful creations of his fancy. 
Nothing but an almost Shakspearian fidelity to na- 
ture could give success to such an experiment. The 
slightest tincture of affectation, or false sentiment, 
would ruin the whole. We always distrust the 
man who would play upon our emotions, and are 
glad to take refuge ir the ludicrous, to save our- 
selves from the pathetic. If a single weak spot 
can be detected in the magic chain which he would 
throw around our feelings, if every link does not 
ring with the sound of genuine metal, the charm is 
at once broken, and we laugh to scorn the writer 
who would fain have opened the fountain of tears. 
It is no mean proof of the skill of the “ Bachelor,” 
that his pathetic scenes are always true to their 
aim. He has risked more than authors can usually 
afford, by dealing with the most exquisite elements 
of feeling, but he always forces you to acknowledge 
his empire, and yield your sympathies to his bidding. 

It must not be inferred ftom these comments that 
our “ Bachelor” is always in the lachrymose vein. 
Far from it. We have alluded to his mastery in 
the pathetic, because this is one of the most unerr- 
ing tests of the sanity and truth of genius. But 
his “ Reveries” also abound in touches of light and 
graceful hamor; they show a quick perception and 
keen enjoyment of the comic; his sketches of char- 
acter are pointed with a fine and delicate raillery ; 
and his descriptions of natural beauty breathe the 
gusbing cordiality of one who is equally at home in 
field and forest. With arare facility of expression, 
obtained by dallying with every form of phrase that 
can be constructed out of the English vocabulary, 
and a beautiful freedom of spirit that makes him 
not ashamed to unfold the depths of his better na- 
ture, Mr. Ik. Marvel has opened a new vein of guld 
in the literature of his country. We rejoice that 
its early working gives such noble promise that 
its purity and refinement will not be surpassed by 


its richness. 

Richard Edney and the Governor's Family (pub- 
lished by Phillips, Sampson, and Co., Boston), is a 
new novel by the author of Margaret, the original 





and erratic New England story, which established | 
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the reputation of the writer as a shrewd delineator 
of manners, a watchful observer of nature, a satirist 
of considerable pungency, and a profound thinker 

on social and religious topics. Richard Edney ia 

of the same stamp with that unique production. It 

has all its willful perversity, but with less ability. 

It is not so fresh and lifesome, but has more method, 

more natural sequence in the details of the story, 

and will probably please a more numerous class of 

readers. We do not think this author has come 

into the full possession of his powers. He is too 

conscious to permit their spontaneous and facile 

use. While he thinks so mach of the motion of his 

wings, he can never soar into the empyrean. He 
often talks as if the burden of a prophet were on his 
heart, but he is too introspective for the fullness of in- 
spiration. Even his strange and grotesque ways are 

not redeemed by showing the fatal inevitableness 

of a natural product. ‘They do not appear to grow 

out of a tough, knotted, impracticable intellect; in 

that case we should not hesitate to forgive them; 
but they seem to be adopted with malice afore- 
thought; and used with the keenness of a native 
Yankee, as the most available capital for the ac- 
complishment of his purposes. With this writer, 
the story is subordinate to another object. He 
makes it the vehicle for sundry reflections and 
speculations, that are often ingenious, and always 
interesting. In this point of view, his book has 
considerable value. It is suggestive of more prob- 
lems than it resolves. It points out many tempting 
paths of inquiry, which it does not enter. No one 
can read it without receiving a new impulse to his 
thoughts, and one usually in the right direction. 
The author is evidently a man of heart as well as 
of intellect, and inclines toa generous view of most 
subjects. His book should be looked at rather in 
the light of an ethical treatise thanofanovel. The 
plot is less in his mind than the moral. But such 
hybrid productions are apt to fail of theirend. Ifwe 
desire to study philosophy, commend us to the reg- 
ular documents. We do not wish for trath, as she 
emerges dripping from the well, to be clothed in 
the garments of fiction. Such incongruous unions 
can hardly fail to shock a correct taste, even if the 
story is managed with tolerable skill. In this in- 
stance, we can not highly praise the conduct of the 
narrative. It is full of improbable combinations. 
Persons and scenes are brought into juxtaposition, 
in a manner to violate every principle of vraisem- 
biance. The effect is so to blunt the interest of the 
story, that we can hardly plod on to the winding-up. 

Still we find talent enough in Richard Edney to 

furnish materials for a dozen better books. It has 
a number of individual sketches that are admirably 
drawn. We might quote a variety of isolated pas- 
sages that impress us deeply with the vigor of the 
writer, and which, if wrought up with as much 
plastic skill as is usually connected with such in- 
ventive talents, would secure his rank among the 
élite of American authors. He has not yet done 
justice to his remarkable gifts, not even in the in- 
imitable Margaret—the poem Philo we regard as 
a dead failure—and if our frank, though friendly 
criticism, shall act as a provocative to his better 
genius, be is welcome to the benefit of it. 

The Issue of Modern Philosophic Thought is the 
title of an Oration by Rev. E. A. Wasusery, deliy- 
ered on the 6th of August, before the Literary Socie- 
ties of the University of Vermont, and published by 
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Phillips, Sampson, and Co., Boston. Itis an earnest, | to her portrait of Hannah More's father, the parish 


eloquent, and discriminating defense of the spiritual 


schoolmaster, “besides leading a flock of village 


views of philosophy, set forth by Coleridge in En-| urchins to nibble in the green pastures of know). 


gland and by the late President Marsh in this coun- 
try, with a vigorous protest against the abuses and 
errors which the author conceives have sprung up 
in the train of a false and counterfeit idealism. The 
Oration exhibits an intimate acquaintance with the 
development of philosophic inquiry, since the reac- 
tion against the French Sensualism of the last cent- 
ury, and the application of more profound and relig- 
ious theories to Literature, Society, and Art in 
recent times. With no effeminate yearnings for 
the return of the “inexorable Past,” and with a 
masculine faith in the designs of Providence for the 
destiny of Humanity, Mr. Washburn is alive to the 
dangers incident to a condition of progress, and 
describes them with honest boldness and fidelity. 
Without pretending to accord with all his ideas, 
we must yield the merit to his Discourse of affluent 
thought, rich learning, and a style of remarkable 
grace and elegance. 

The Memorial, edited by Mary E, Hewrrt, and 
published by G. P. Putnam, is one of the most 
beautiful gift-books for the present season, and in 
its peculiar character and design possesses an in- 
terest surpassed by none.. It is written by friends 
of the late Mrs. Osgood, and is an appropriate and 
tasteful tribute to her memory. The profits are to 
be devoted for the erection of a monument to her 
in Mount Auburn. Its literary excellence may be 
inferred from the fact, that Nathaniel Hawthorne, 
the author of “ St. Leger,” John Neal, W.G. Simms, 
N. P. Willis, Bayard Taylor, R. H. Stoddard, Bishop 
Doane, Bishop Spencer, George H. Boker, General 
Morris, George Lunt, A. B. Street, Mrs. Sigourney, 
Mrs. Oakes Smith, Mrs. Whitman, and, indeed, 
most of the celebrities of the time, in this country, 
are contributors. The volame will be welcome, as 
a choice specimen of American literary talent, and 
a graceful souvenir of the distinguished poetess in 
whose honor it bas been prepared. 

The Evening of Life, by JenemtaH CHAPLIN 
(published by Lewis Colby), is a ‘collection of de- 
votional pieces, original and seiected, intended to 
impart “light and comfort amid the shadows of 
declining years.” The selections are made with 
excellent taste, being for the most part extracted 
from the best authors in the religious literature of 
England and America. Among them we observe 
the names of Fenelon, Thomas 4 Kempis, Jeremy 
Taylor, Bunyan, Madame Guyon, Bishop Hall, 
Milton, Southey, and Wordsworth; and of Amer- 
ican writers, Bryant, Longfellow, Whittier, Willis, 
and W. R. Williams. 

A New Memoir of Hannah More, by Mrs. HELEN 
C. Ks1ent, has been published by M. W. Dodd, 
giving a condensed and interesting view of the 
history of the celebrated religious authoress. Her 
connection with the development of practical re- 
ligious literature, as well as her rare qualities of 
character, will always give an attraction to every 
authentic record of the incidents of her life. The 
present volume is evidently written by one of her 
warm admirers. It relates the principal facts in 
her brilliant career with remarkable vivacity. In- 
deed, a more chastened style would have been bet- 
ter suited to the subject of the memoir, whose own 
manner of writing, though florid and ambitious, in 
her more elaborate efforts, always displayed an 
imagination under the control of an active and dis- 
criminating judgment. As an instance of the ex- 
cessive liveliness of description in which Mrs. 
Knight not unfrequently indulges, we may allude 





edge, his five little girls follow the same friendly 
crook, and in their training he beholds the buds and 
blossoms, as he hopes to realize the fruit of his 
professional skill and parental fidelity.” 

Harper and Brothers have now ready two im. 
portant standard works on philology, A Latin-Fn. 
glish Lexicon, founded on the larger Latin-German 
Lexicon of Freunp, edited by E. A. Axnrews, 
LL.D., and A New Classical Dictionary of Greek 
and Roman Biography, Mythology, and Geography, 
by Witi1aM Samiru, edited by Professer Cuanres 
AntTHon. These works have been subjected to a 
strict, laborious, and thorough revision by the Amer. 
ican editors ; large and valuable additions have been 
made to their contents; the very latest improve. 
ments in the science of philology have been incor. 
porated with the researches of their original auth. 
ors; and in point of exactness of investigation, 
clearness of method, and precision and complete- 
ness of detail, may be warmly recommended to the 
classical students of this country, as without a rival 
in their respective departments. 

The great work of Dr. FRevunp is so well known 
to the best educated scholars, as one of the most 
consummate specimens of German intellectual en. 
terprise and persistency, that it is hardly necessary 
to make more than this passing allusion to its sig- 
nal merits. Its indefatigable author, pursuing the 
path marked out by Gesenius &nd Passow in He- 
brew and Greek lexicography, has opened a new 
era in the study of the Latin Language, reduced 
it to a far more compact and orderly system, and 
greatly facilitated the labors of those who wish to 
master the noble treasures of its literature. His 
Lexicon, published at Leipsic in four volumes, from 
1834 to 1845, comprising nearly 4500 pages, has 
been made the basis of the present work, the Edi- 
tor, meantime, making use of the best sources of 
information to be obtained in other quarters, in 
cluding the smaller School-Lexicon of Dr. Freund 
himself, and the dictionaries of Gesner, Facciolati, 
Scheller, and Georges. He has aimed to condense 
these abundant materials within the limits of a sin- 
gle volume, retaining every thing of practical import- 
ance in the works from which they are derived. 

In pursuance of this method, Professor ANDREWs 
has given all the definitions and philological remarks 
in Freund’s larger Lexicon, with his references in 
full to the origina! Latin authors, the grammarians, 
editors, and commentators, retrenching from the 
citations whatever parts seemed to be superfluous, 
and entirely omitting such as were redundant or of 
comparatively trifling consequence. At the same 
time, he has preserved the reference to the original 
Latin authorities, thus enabling the student to ex- 
amine the quotations at pleasure. 

This Lexicon, like the Dictionary of Freund, on 
which it is founded, accordingly, contains in its defi- 
nitions, in its comparison of synonyms, in its general 
philological apparatas, and in the namber and vari- 
ety of its references to the original classic authors, 
an amount of information not surpassed by any sim- 
ilar work extant, while in the luminous and philo- 

phical arrang t of its materials, it is without 
an equal among the most complete productions in 
this department of study. 

The learned Editor of this work, who has attained 
such a distinguished reputation, as one of the sound- 
est and most thorough Latin philologists in the Unit- 
ed States, has been assisted in its preparation by 
several friends and associates of great literary emi- 











pence, among whom are President Woo.sry, of 
Yale College, Professor Rospins, of Middlebury Col- 
lege, and Prof.W™.W. TuRveER, of the Union Theo- 
logical Seminary, New York. The result of their 
united labors, as exhibited in the substantial vol- 
ume before us, is a worthy monument of their high 
cultivation, their patience of intellectual toil, and 
their habits of profound, vigilant, and accurate re- 
search, and will reflect great credit on the progress 
of sound learning in this country. 

The Classical Dictionary, by Dr. WM. Sm1tH, is 
one of the excellent series of Dictionaries prepared 
under the direction of that eminent scholar, aided 
by a number of learned philologists, for the purpose 
of presenting the resu’ts of German historical and 
archeological research in an English dress. This 
series has been received with the warmest expres- 
sions of approbation by the scholars and teachers 
of Great Britain. In preparing the present work, 
Dr. Smith has had peculiar reference to the wants 
of the younger class of stadents. He has wished 
to furnish them with a Dictionary, on the same plan 
with that of Lempriere, containing in a single vol- 
ame the most important names, biographical, myth- 
ological, and geographical, occurring in the Greek 
and Roman writers usually read in the course of a 
classical education. 

His work is, accordingly, divided into three dis- 
tinct parts, Biography, Mythology, and Geography. 
The biographical portion is divided again into the 
departments of History, Literature, and Art—in- 
cluding all the important names which are men- 
tioned in the classical writers, from the earliest 
times to the extinction of the Western Empire—a 
brief account of the works which are extant by the 
Greek and Roman writers, with notices of their 
lives—and a sketch of the principal artists, whose 
names are of importance in the history of Art. 


The mythological articles have been prepared with 
great care, and are free from the indelicate allusions 
which have rendered some former works of this 
kind unfit to place in the hands of young persons. 
The geographical portion of this work is entirely 





new, and exc g The Editor has 
drawn upon the most authentic sources of informa- 
tion, comprising, besides the original authorities, the 
best modern treatises on the subject, and the copi- 
ous works of travels in Greece, Italy, and the East, 
which have appeared, within the last few years, 
both in England and Germany. 

The present American edition, which has been 
superintended by Professor ANTHON, appears near- 
ly simultaneously with the English edition, having 
been printed from sheets received in advance, and 
thoroughly revised for circulation in this country. 
The experienced Editor bas performed his task 
with the ability which might be anticipated from 
his critical learning and accuracy. He has made 
important additions from the most recent authori- 
ties, with a view of adapting the work still more 
completely to junior stadents. Many errors which 
had escaped the vigilance of the original editor 
have been corrected; several valuable tables have 
been added; and the whole work greatly improved 
both in substance and form. 

It is not intended, however, to supersede the 
Classical Dicti of the American Editor, as 
the articles are brief, and without the completeness 
of detail required by the more advanced class of 
students ; but for those who desire a smaller and 
less costly work, this volame will no doubt take 
the place of the obsolete Lempriere, whose Diction- 
ary, on account of its cheapness, still disgraces 
some of our seminaries of learning. 
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American Education, by Epwarp D. Mans- 
FIELD (published by A. 8S. Barnes and Co.)}, is an 
elaborate discussion of the theory of education, with 
special reference to its bearing on the wants and 
character of the American people. The author 
gives a forcible exposition of his views, with a 
variety of practical illustrations, of remarkable in- 
terest. Avoiding a too minute consideration of 
details, he endeavors to ascend to the region of 
eternal principles, to elucidate the harmony be- 
tween the nature of man and the influences of the 
universe, and thas to shed a clear light on the mo- 
mentous problem of the destiny of the soul. The 
tone of his volume is earnest, elevated, and often 
approaching a thoughtful solemnity, showing the 
deep religious convictions with which the subject is 
identified in the mind of the author. No one can 
peruse his impressive statements without a deeper 
sense of the importance of “the ideas connected 
with a republican and Christian education in this 
period of rapid development.” 

A. Hart, Philadelphia, has republished The Min 
istry of the Beautiful, by Henny James Stack, of 
the Middle Temple, London, consisting of a series 
of conversations on the principles of esthetic cul- 
ture. A vein of refined and pure sentiment per- 
vades the volume; the style is often of exquisite 
beauty ; but the discussion usually terminates in 
a dim, purple haze, lulling the mind to repose in a 
soft, twilight enchantment, without imparting any 
clear conceptions, or enlarging the boundaries of 
either knowledge or taste. 

D. Appleton and Co. have published a valuable 
educational work by Gro. W. Gresne of Brown 
University, entitled History and Geography of the 
Middle Ages, intended as the first of a series of 
historical studies for the American Colleges and 
High Schools. It is founded on a work in the 
French language, which describes, with clearness 
and brevity, the condition of politics, literature, and 
society during the Middle Ages. The high reputa- 
tion of the author in every thing relating to Italian 
literature, will secure attention to his work. 

A. 8. Barnes and Co. have issued a selection of 
Hymns and Tunes} entitled Christian Melodies, by 
Georce B. Cureever, and G. E. Sweerser. It 
has been prepared with great care, and will no 
doubt be found a highly valuable aid in the per- 
formance of choral service. 

Crosby and Nichois, Boston, have reprinted from 
the English Edition, A Sketch of Sir Thomas 
Fowell Buxton, by Rev. Tuomas Binney, being 
a popular lecture on the character of the great En- 
glish philanthropist, originally delivered in Exeter 
Hall, London, before the “ Young Men’s Christian 
Association.” It relates the most salient incidents 
in the life of Fowell Buxton, with a running com 
mentary remarkable for its quaintness and vivacity. 
For young men iu particular, to whom it is ex- 
pressly dedicated, it must prove an instructive and 
pleasing volume. 

J. 8. Redfield has published The Manhattuner in 
New Orleans, by A. Oaktzy HAL, a collection of 
agreeably written papers, contributed, in the first 
place, to a literary journal of this city, and contain- 
ing a variety of sketches of life in the Crescent City. 
Without any high pretensions to force of thought or 
brilliancy of composition, this little volame shows a 
lively power of observation, an active curiosity, 
and an unaffected ease of description, which can not 
fail to win for it golden opinions, among all classes 
of readers. 

The same publisher has issued the second part 
of an ingenious treatise on Physiognomy, entitled 
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The Twelve Qualities of Mind, by J. W. Rep- benignant radiance. In a word, he walked with 


FIELD, M.D., setting forth a view of the subject 
which claims to be a complete refutation of the 
principles of Materialism. The author writes 
with earnestness and ability, and presents many 
fruitful suggestions, though he does not succeed in 
elevating his favorite study to the dignity of a 
science. 

An interesting volume of travels has been pub- 
lished by William Holdredge, eatitled A Wéin- 
ter in Madeira, and a Summer in Spain and 
Florence. The author is understood to be the 
Hon. Joun A. Drx, although his name is not ap- 
pended to the volume. His description of Madeira 
will be read with interest, as an authentic account 
of a state of society, concerning which we have lit- 
tle information from modern travelers. His re- 
marks on Spain and Florence are of a less novel 
character, but are every where distinguished for 
good sense, clearness of expression, and correct- 
ness of taste. 

A neat volume adapted to the holiday season, is 
Gems by the Way Side, by Mrs. L. G. Abel (pub- 
lished by Wm. Holdredge), consisting of choice 
selections from favorite authors, with several taste- 
ful embellishments. 

An excellent service has been done to the cause 
of good learning by Georce P. PutNa, in the pub- 
lication of a handsome volume, entitled 7'he World's 
Progress, A Dictionary of Dates, edited by himself. 
The preparation of a work of this character demands 
such rare patience of labor, such habits of accurate 
research, such soundness and delicacy of judgment, 
and such devotion to the interests of knowledge, 
without the hope of great fame or profit by the en- 
terprise, that the pioneers of literature who under- 
take it, are entitled at least to the cordial gratitude 
of every student and lover of letters. In the pres- 
ent volume, Mr. Putnam has collected a large 
amount of information, from distant and various 
sources, and arranged it in a lucid order, adapted 
to aid the investigations of the student, and to pro- 
mote the facility of general reference. It consists 
of a series of tabular views of ancient and modern 
history, compiled from a previous manual by the 
Editor, and the full and accurate tables of Talboys 
—an Alphabetical Dictionary of Dates, founded on 
the well-known work of Joseph Haydn—a Chrono- 
logical List of Authors, from the Companion to the 
British Almanac, with additions—a Table of the 
Heathen Deities—and a general Biographical In- 
dex. The task of the Editor has been performed 
with diligence and fidelity, although, as he inti- 
mates in the preface, it can not be presumed that 
such a volume can be free from imperfections. We 
might direct his attention to several obvious errors 
for correction in a future edition ; but we presume 
they have already been discovered by his vigilant 
eye. 

Montaigne: The Endless Study and Other Mis- 
cellanies, is a translation from the French of ALEx- 
ANDER VINET, with an Introduction and Notes, by 
Rosert TurnBuLL (published by M. W. Dodd). 
The principal part of these Essays are addressed 
to the numerous class of cultivated minds, that with 
a profound sense of the beauty and grandeur of the 
Christian religion, have failed to receive it as a 
divine revelation, or as the authoritative guide of 
character and life. With regard to the author, we 
are informed by Dr. Turnbull, that “he was distin- 
guished as much for simplicity as dignity of charac- 
ter, for profound humility as for exalted worth. 
Apparently as unconscious of his greatness as a 
star is of its light, he shed upon all around him a 








God. This controlled his character, this shaped his 
manners. Steeped in holy love, he could not be 
otherwise than serene and gentle. He published 
a volume of philosophical criticisms, in which he 
discusses with uncommon depth and subtlety, but 
in language of exquisite clearness and force, some 
of the highest problems in philosophy and morals, 
and dissects the maxims and theories of such men 
as Montaigne, Voltaire, Rochefoucauld, Joutfroy, 
Cousin, Quinet, and Lamartine. His fine genins 
for philosophical speculation, in connection with 
his strong, common sense, and his unwavering 
faith in the Gospel are here strikingly developed,” 
Among the subjects treated of in this volume, are 
the Character of Montaigne, The Idea of the Inf. 
nite, the Moral System of Jouftroy, The Claims of 
Heaven and Earth adjusted, and others of a similar 
bearing. They are discussed in the light of philo- 
sophical principles, and with a certain breadth of 
view, not always found in theological essays. The 
translator has not confined himself with rigid fidel. 
ity to the phraseology of the author, although for 
the sake of the vivacity and interest which it im. 
parts, he occasionally retains the French idiom—a 
dangerous precedent to be adopted by unskillfal 
hands. 

Ticknor, Reed, and Fields, Boston, have pub. 
lished a collection of Orations and Speeches, by 
CuaRLEs SUMNER, comprising his Anniversary 
Discourses on The True Grandeur of Nations ; The 
Scholar, The Jurist, The Artist, The Philanthropist; 
Fame and Glory; The Law of Human Progress, 
The War System of the Commonwealth of Nations; 
a Lecture on White Slavery in the Barbary States; 
Three Tributes of Friendship to Joseph Story, John 
Pickering, and Henry Wheaton ; and several polit- 
ical Speeches, delivered within the last few years, 
on various occasions, in Massachusetts. They are 
adapted to sustain the high reputation of the au- 
thor for extensive classical learning, an uncommon 
power of graceful and fertile illustration, and a 
glowing, and often gorgeous eloquence. 

The Broken Bud (published by R. Carter and 
Brothers), is the title of a small volume of prose 
and poetry, intended as a tribute to the memory 
of a beloved child, by a bereaved mother, and con- 
taining many passages of touching pathos and gen- 
uine beauty. 

Bardouace, or, The Goatherd of Mount Taurus, 
is a charming Persian Tale, translated from the 
French, in a style of great neatness and vivacity 
published by Crosby and Nichols, Boston. 

G. P. Putnam has published Fadette, a new story 
by Grorce San, illustrative of domestic life in 
France, translated by MaTILpa M. Hays. Itis atale 
of quiet, exquisite beauty, free from the morbid sen- 
timent which abounds in the fictitious works of the 
modern French school, and rendered into graceful, 
idiomatic English by the accomplished translator. 

R. Carter and Brothers have brought out a new 
edition of The Memoir of Rev. Alexander Waugh, 
the celebrated Scottish pastor in London, an ad- 
mirable piece of religious biography, describing the 
life of a vigorous and noble-minded man. 

J. 8. Redfield has issued a little volume, with an 
uncommonly attractive exterior, entitled Chanti- 
cleer, a Thanksgiving Story, consisting of quiet 
descriptions of American country life and manners, 
set forth in the framework of a superticial and not 
very skillfully managed narrative. It contains some 
passages of considerable beauty, but as a whole, it 
has hardly sufficient freshness and fervor to pro- 
duce a wide sensation. 
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A Leot from Punch. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR YOUNG 
LADIES. 


HE Female Mind has hitherto been considered 

as a sort of fancy bazaar, in which all kinds of 
light articles are to be stowed away without re- 
gard to order or utility. If we could unlock the 
stores of female knowledge, such, at least, as the 
modern boarding-school supplies—we should find 
an extraordinary conglomeration of miscellaneous 
goods, bads, and indifforents, which though some- 
how or other reduced under one head, and that not 
always a strong one, are brought into a state of 
“disorder” which is, by us, at least, any thing but 
“admired.” If we might be permitted the priv- 
jlege of examining phrenologically the interior of 
a young lady’s head, we should find not only what 
—but how completely—modern education has done 
for it. We will take any average boarding-school 
Miss, and instead of turning her organs into finger- 
organs, by merely passing our hands over the ex- 
terior bumps, we take the liberty of breaking her 
head at once, and looking directly into it. 

We find Constructiveness in a state of entangle- 
ment with the quantity of crotchet and other fancy 
work in which it is completely bound up, for want 
of some more useful matter for the employment of 
this valuable quality ; and on looking to the organ 
of Imitation, we see it exercised on a parcel of the 
most ridiculous airs and affectations, to say nothing 
of more dangerous qualities, set before it for the 
purpose of calling into practice its powers of copy- 
ing. As to Number, its whole capacity seems to 
be concentrated on number one ; and Comparison 
is clogged up with entire wardrobes, as if the only 
use of comparison to the female mind was to be its 
application to the respective bonnets, dresses, and 
articles of millinery worn by friends, enemies, or 
acquaintances. Causality shows us an instance 


~~ Shnaer my Pam, Patding ! 


In the first place, we would put into execution 
the great design of our artist, who has shown us a 
Preparatory School in which cookery should be 
studied as an art, and in which the dressing of a 
dinner would be learned as a matter of course—or 
of one, two, or three courses of lectures. There 
should be a regular series of instruction, from the 
shelling of a pea by the smallest class, to the 





of something like an appropriate application of the 
organ ; for it is intended to be one of inquiry, and 
it is exercised certainly in a questionable manner, 
for it is constantly directed, by the modern system 
of female education, to the asking, How it is an 
“establishment” is to be gained? or, Why it is 
that one person has succeeded in getting a husband 
before another? ventuality is devoted to the 
cognizance of no more important events than Births, 
Deaths, and Marriages; while Form, Size, and 
Color are exercised respectively on the noses, mus- 
taches, and eyes of the other sex, the organ of 
Weight being brought to bear on the estimating of 
bankers’ balances. Order goes wholesale to the 
dressmaker’s ; Jdeality knows nothing of any ideal 
but a beau ; and Time and T'une are clogged with all 
sorts of airs, calling into operation Destructiveness, 
as far as the keys of an instrument are concerned, 
and Secretiveness as far as any meaning is con- 
veyed by the means of so much labor. 

Having brought ourselves to the sad conclusion 
that the examination of a fashionably-educated 
female head reveals nothing but faculties mis-em- 
ployed, and valuable material wasted on what is 
not material at all, we can not but express a wish 
that Ladies’ Preparatory Schools could be estab 
lished, in which the pupils might be fitted for the 
useful, as well as the ornamental parts of life, and 
where the fact of there being a kitchen as well as 
a drawing-room to every house would not be al 
together lost sight of. If the world could be got 
through in a Polka, to the accompaniment of a 
cornet-a-piston, the boarding-schools of the present 
day would be well enough; but as there is a sort 
of every-day walk to be gone through, we should 
greatly appreciate any system of female education 
that should fit women to get through the world 
with us, instead of merely getting through our 
money. 


‘ Pun “ih the soul of Dinne 
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| achievement of the most exquisite Mayonnaise by 


the more advanced scholars. The young ladies 
would be taught not only how to make their entrée 
into a drawing-room, but how to prepare an entrée 
worthy of the dinner-table. We would have cook 
ery inculcated in its most elementary form, and 
although we should shrink from any thing like 
harshness, we should not hesitate to put the be 
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ginners ‘rough a vigorous course of basting for | ascertain the difference between the two account 


the first year or so. 


8 


(which frequently varies from five years to forty 


The rules of arithmetic. could easily be adapted | and, dividing that difference by 2, I add that quo 


to the culinary art, and such propositions as 

3 Eggs make one Omelette. 

2 Omelettes make one Breakfast. 

3 Breakfasts a la fourchette make one Dinner. 
and other calculations of a similar kind, would 
make the young female student familiar with her 
tables not only in their ordinary sense, but with 
what her tables ought to furnish samples of. 


| 


We! 


would suggest, also, periodical examinations in the | 


higher branches of cookery, and translations of En- 
glish food into French dishes. 
small slice of beef into a filet piqué aux légumes 
printaniers, would form an exercise quite as diffi- 
cult, and certainly as useful, as any other conversion 
of English into French ; and the proper garniture 


j 


of a leg of mutton would be as great a trial to the | 


taste as if it were employed on merely millinery 
trimmings. 

We should be glad to see the establishment of a 
culinary college for young ladies, and though we 
would not exactly recommend the cramming sys- 


| me for publishing it. 


tem to the fairer sex, we think that beef and mut- | 


ton would furnish quite as valuable food for their 
minds, as a great deal of that that is now put into 
them. 


LADIES’ ARITHMETIC. 
BY A CONFIRMED BACHELOR. 

ADIES have quite a different system of calcala- 

tion to what men have. Look at the peculiar 
way in which they calculate ages. Why! they 
are quite an age behind the present generation— 
at least, the generation of men—for a man is, figur- 
atively, said, as he grows older, to approach into 
his second childhood, but a woman does so literally, 
inasmuch as she becomes every year one year 
younger—a rejuvenating process, by which, if she 
lived long enough, she would ultimately reach the 
happy period when she was carried about in long 
clothes, and took a tenacious delight, peculiar to 
babies, in pulling gentlemen’s whiskers. In fact, 
I wonder that, carrying out this retrograde move- 
ment, a married lady, as she advances in years, 
does not re-appear on the stage of life as the ball- 
room girl, and throw off the matronly title of MRs., to 
put on the more flowery salutation of Miss. It would 
be more consistent with the representation of fig- 
ures—we mean, arithmetical figures—though it 


might be a little at variance with the appearance / 


of personal ones. 

My belief is that the female mind has no correct 
sense of s. It belabors and rolls out figures 
as cooks do paste, making them as thick or as thin 
as it pleases to fit the object required. I have no- 
ticed a largeness or liberality of measurement in 
most of their calculations, which redounds greatly, 
in this calculating age, to the generosity of the sex. 
It is quite opposite to the self-measurement which 
they apply to themselves. Whereas the latter is 
distinguished by a narrowness of result which al- 
most makes us suspect that Subtraction has been 
largely at work; the former is crowned with a 
roundness of figure which leads us strongly to ac- 
cuse the sum total of having been gained by the 
corrapt agency of Addition. In fact my suspicions 
are so violent on this head, that I always adopt the 
following plan when I am at a loss to know: 

How TO CORRECTLY ASCERTAIN THE AGE OF A 
Lapy. I first ask the Lady accused her own age. 
1 then inquire of her “dearest friends.” I next 





| 





tient to the lady’s own representation, and the re 
sult is the lady’s age, as near as a lady's age 
be ascertained. : 
EXAMPLE: Mrs. WELLINGTON SEYMOUR gives 
herself out to be 28. Her friends, Mrs. M‘Cang, 
Mrs. ALFRED STEVENs, MADAME CoRNICcHoy, and 
Miss JERKINS, indignantly declare that they will 
eat their respective heads off if she is a day younger 
than 46. Now the disputed account stands thus: 


Can 


Yeare 
. . | Mrs. Seymour's age, as represented t or friends 
The rendering of a | = ) presented by her friends, 46 


Mas, Skymour's age, as represented by herself . . 28 


Difference between the two Accounts 1g 
That difference has to be divided by 2, which, | 
believe, will give 9. If that is added to Mrs. Sry 
MOUR’S own statement, the result obtained will be 
the answer required. Accordingly Mrs. WeLLixa 
TON SEYMOUR's age is 37—a fact, which, upon con 
sulting the family Bible, I find to be perfectly cor 
rect—and I only hope Mrs. S. will, some day, forgive 
There are many other eccen- 
tricities in female arithmetic, such as increasing 
twofold the amount of a gentleman's fortune, and 
diminishing fiftyfold the amount of a lady’s—and a 
general proneness, besides, to magnify figures, lead 
ing them, at times, into strange errors of exagzera- 
tion, which would debar them from following the 
profession of a penny-a-liner, or writing works of 
numerical fidelity, like ‘‘M‘Culloch’s Commercial 
Dictionary.” But as I do not love the female mind 
particularly for its eccentricities, but rather for its 
beauties, I shall close the door upon this ungallant 
subject; for, if a woman is good and beautiful, it 
matters bat little how old she is. 


NETTING FOR LADIES. 

ETTING is now followed with so much ardor, 

as a female accomplishment, that one would 
think there is a great deal of net profit to be derived 
from it. The ladies’ periodicals are full of instruc 
tions in this new popular art; and we have seen a 
couple of closely-printed columns devoted to direc 
tions for netting a mitten. 

We had some thoughts of endeavoring to furnish 
the necessary instructions for netting a gentleman's 
nightcap, but we found that we should not have 
room for more than half of it, and that the tassel, at 





| all events, would have to stand over till our next, 





and perhaps be continued in a still remoter Pocket- 
Book. 

Being desirous of furnishing some instruction in 
Netting, to our female readers, we have thought 
of something within our compass, and beg leave to 
lay before them, our 

DIRECTIONS FOR NETTING A HUSBAND. 

Take as many meshes as are within your reach, 
and get the softest material you can to work upon. 
Go on with your netting as fast as ever you can, 
work the material dbout with your meshes until 
you find you can tarn it round your finger and 
thumb with the utmost facility. Let your netting- 
needles be very sharp; thread them double to pre- 
vent them from breaking; and we may observe, 
that silken ringlets serve exceedingly well as 
thread, when the work in hand is the netting of a 
husband. Always employ the brightest colors you 
can, and the final operation will be the joining to- 
gether, which should be neatly finished off with a 
marriage knot, and the husband will be completely 
netted. 











Ficure 1—PROMENADE AND MORNING COSTUME. 


EAVY, rich textures of silk have taken the | Pekin or black damask, trimmed with two broad 
place of the lighter stuffs used at the beginning | flounces of Cambray lace. Instead of a corsage, « 
of December. Brocards, satin princesse, antique | petite corsage of the same material is worn, wide 
motres, Irish poplins, and heavy chiné silks, such | open in front, and closed at the waist with two 


as were worn by the belles who saw Washington | double buttons, or a large bow of ribbon. 


inaugurated, are now in vogue. The latter ma- Ficure 2 represents this style of corsage. The 
terial is celled by the French camayeux. It is | edge is trimmed with lace or fullings of ribbon; 
made of all colors, such as light violet upon dark | the sleeves three-quarters long and in pagoda form. 
violet ; or, what is more beautiful, large white roses, The same figure represents a very pretty style of 
hardly visible, and partly concealed by light green | head-dress. The cap is composed of plain ¢uile of 
leaves upon a ground of dark green, forming an | the lightest description ; upon one side of the head, 
ensemble at once coquettish, brilliant, and extremely | partially covering the ear, is a banch of roses. or 
elegant. Plain poplins are much worn ; also royal , other flowers, pendant. 
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Fic. 2.—HEap-DreEss AND CORSAGE. 


FiGurE 1 represents a promenade and a morning 
costume. The Promenape Costume is a high silk 
dress; the waist and point long; the sleeves three- 
quarter length and wide at the bottom; the skirt 
long and exceedingly full; five volants are set on 
full, each being trimmed at a little distance from 
the edge by a narrow guimpe. Manteau of light 


brown cachmere, trimmed with velvet of the same 
color; closed up in front by four large brandebourgs. 
Bonnet of a very open form, trimmed entirely with 
plaid ribbon. 

The Morse Costume is ajupe of blue silk, very 
lorfg and full, trimmed down the front with rows of 


Fic. 3.—Bonnet. 


velvet and small silk tassels, the form of an acorn. 
A cain de feu, a sort of jacket, of blue satin, of a 





| out in Paris. 


darker shade than the jupe, the small skirt of 
which is of the Hungarian form. It is trimmed 
round with velvet and has tassels up the front to 
correspond with the skirt; the sleeves come but 
little below the elbow, wide at the bottom, and cut 
like the skirt. These are likewise trimmed with 
velvet. Cap of black lace, trimmed with a broad 
white ribbon, edged with pink. 

FIGURE 3 shows a new style of plain velvet bon 
net, of rich green. It is made very deep ; trimmed 
with velvet. Satins are made in the same form, of 
a dark color, the interior of the fronts lined with 
white, rose, or any other fresh color. These are 
ornamented with branches of flowers of velvet, or 
neuds of plaid ribbon, half velvet and half satin, the 
colors harmonizing with the bonnet. 

There are small bonnets of white or pink plush, 
having for their sole ornament a single bow of satin 
ribbon, or a ribbon velonté at the sides. This style 
is very elegant, and particularly adapted for very 
young ladies, especially when trimmed with a deep 
fall of rich lace. Those made of pink satin, and 
trimmed with blonde, forming a bunch upon the side 
of the exterior, the interior being filled entirely with 
rows of narrow blonde, are exceedingly graceful. 

A new style of fringe for ball dresses has lately 
been introduced. It is extremely light, and com 
posed of a mixture of white and gold, which forms 
a splendid trimming ‘when placed upon a triple 
skirt of white tulle. It is also made of pink and 
silver, which has a beautiful effect upon a dress of 
pink crape ; splendid bouquets of beautiful flowers 
being arranged so as to loop up the skirts on either 
side. 

A new and greatly admired style for Eveninc 
Dresses, called d’ Adrienne, has lately been brought 
It is made of the richest materials 
The corsage is extremely low, and forms a very 
deep point, its ornaments being placed en ceur 
upon the centre of the front. The skirt is open, 
and is ornamented upon the two sides with stream 
ers of ribbon and neads of pearls. The under-skirt 
of satin is enriched with an echel/e of lace or a triple 
Jfalbalas, the two extremities of which are disposed 
so as to join the neuds upon the upper dress. 

An elegant addition to a lady’s toilet has been 
recently brought out, which recalls the mantillas 
worn by the Maltese ladies. It consists of a kind 
of pelisse, falled into the narrow band around the 
throat, which is concealed by a small collar, having 
for ornameut a volant or frill of Chantilly lace 
The lower part of the pelisse, as well as the 
sleeves, is encircled with four rows of Chantilly 
lace, surmounted with rows of narrow velvet or 
watered ribbons, forming a pretty heading. This 
little garment is extremely elegant for places of 
amusement, made in pink, blue, or white satin, 
and trimmed with Brussels or English point lace. 

Fringes and Cambray lace will be much used 
this season in the decoration of dresses. Feathers 
will be much worn, some in ¢ouffes, and others sim- 
ply the long single feather, passing over the entire 





front of the bonnet. 
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